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fbr  HoDe  septtrate  vticiesv  wUch  are  oo«  MMOg  the  Rowfant 
tnssQRs, 

An  widitiaDal  noBoo  far  leaving  LArab's  extracts  as  he  left 
them  is  tfa*t  ther  are  so  esMotUlhr  the  wotk  of  a  cfaartefed  en- 
thusiast roaoiing^  mm!  Urt^g  where  he  vill.  To  impose  any 
logical  scfaeuK  upon  sach  a  bag  of  sweets  would  be,  I  think,  a 
■ustnke.  As  I.junb  himsetf  wrote^  oneV  **  fanriptw  it  with  the 
poetry  twlv." 

I  have,  ttowv^-er,  ailded  to  the  text,  within  square  braekelx,  the 
dates  of  the  plan's  the  hirth  and  death  dates  of  the  authors, 
and  a  refemice  to  the  pages  in  the  itJarae  in  which  other  ex- 
tracts frocn  their  woHls  out  be  fovuL  Bevood  these  interpota* 
tioRs,  notes  of  the  omitted  pasMgca^  lunts  as  to  the  best  modem 
flditioiis  and  the  addition  of  refaences  to  the  act  and  scene  of 
the  fdar  from  which  each  extract  is  taken,  the  text  is  as  Lamb 
left  it.  Chief  among  the  friends  but  for  whose  help  my  difficulties 
would  ha%'e  been  greater  is  Mr.  A.  H.  Bullen. 

For  the  same  reason  that  the  order  of  the  extracts  has  not 
been  changed  the  oki  dramatists  hare  not  be«n  amended^ 
although  better  editioos  than  those  from  which  Lamb  worked 
^ive  ivailii)^  that  in  many  cases  may  be  held  preferable. 
Were  thb  book  a  serious  study  of  the  old  drama  1  should  feel  it 
my  duty  to  entn*  into  such  oiinutiaf.  But  it  is  not  a  text-book. 
It  is  an  imipired  but  strictly  unofficial  inritation,  as  informal  and 
prinl^j^  as  a  fiuniliar  letter,  to  mit  a  great  tract  of  beautiful 
and  wonderful  coimtry.  Hratoe  the  notes  will  be  found  prin- 
cipally to  consist  of  the  history  of  the  book,  tokl  largely  in  the 
words  of  the  late  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell,  by  pemiissjoci  of  Mrs. 
Dykes  Campbell  and  the  Editor  of  The  Athen<rum^  together  with 
a  few  further  comments  by  Lamb,  on  the  same  subjects,  drawn 
from  other  of  his  writings,  and  now  and  then  a  remark  upon  or 
corroboratiou  of  his  criticisms  by  other  critics. 

The  present  edition  is  completer  than  any  that  has  yet  been 
published,  for  it  contains  not  only  the  S}>ecimtn*^  and  the  Garrick 
Extracts  that  Lamb  sent  to  Hone,  but  also  those  extracts  which 
he  copied  into  his  Note  Books  but  did  not  send.  I  have  also, 
by  the  courtesy  of  Mr.  Godfrey  Locker-La mpson,  examined  the 


INTRODUCTION 

THE  present  edition  of  what  was,  I  fancy,  in  some  respects 
its  author's  favourite  book,  follows  the  two-volume  edition 
of  1835,  which  was  a  ie|mnt  of  the  Specimeng  of  Engliah 
VramaHc  Poets  who  lived  about  the  time  <^  Shakspeare,  fast  pub- 
lished by  Longmans  in  1808,  with  the  addition  of  the  Extracts 
from  the  Garrick  Plays  in  the  British  Museum  that  Lamb  con- 
tributed to  Hone's  Table  Book  throughout  1827.  When  writing 
an  autobiograjdkical  sketch  at  the  request  of  William  Upcott, 
in  1^7,  I^mb  closed  the  brief  record  of  his  career  with  the 
words :  "  He  also  was  the  Jirst  to  draw  the  Public  attention  to 
the  old  English  Dramatists,"  and  there  are  other  indications  that 
he  set  a  high  value  upon  this  piece  of  pioneering ;  entitling  us,  I 
think,  to  assume  that,  although  he  did  not  live  to  see  the  1836 
volume  published,  be  had  authorised  the  work.  There  is  evidraictt 
in  the  Letters  that  he  meditated  a  reprint.  In  1830  he  wrote  to 
William  Ajrrtcm  to  the  effect  that  he  would  like  to  fall  in  with  a 
proposition  of  John  Murray's,  to  reprint  the  original  SpecimerUf 
possibly  with  the  omission  of  a  few  men  who  had  become  better 
known  since  he  wrote  in  1808,  and  the  addition  of  his  new  material. 
Murray,  however,  not  carrying  out  the  project,  it  was  left  for  Moxon. 
It  is  because  I  entertain  the  impression  that  Lamb  saw  the  proof- 
sheets  of  Moxon*s  edition,  and  was  responsible  for  its  arrangement, 
that  I  have  reproduced  that  in  the  ^nresent  volume,  rather  than  print 
from  the  edition  of  1808,  and  from  the  Tal^  Book ;  where,  by  the 
way,  we  know  Lamb's  arrangement  (herein  followed)  to  have 
been  deliberate,  since  he  first'  copied  his  extracts  into  Note  Books 
(now  preserved  at  the  British  Museum),  and  afterwards  formed 
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ON  LAMFS  SPECIMENS  OF  THE  DRAMATIC  POETS 

If  bU  the  flowers  of  all  the  fields  on  earth 

By  wonder-wca-king  simuner  were  made  one, 
Its  fragrance  were  not  sweeter  in  the  sun. 
Its  treasure-house  of  leaves  were  not  more  worth 
Than  those  wherefrom  thy  light  of  musing  mirth 

Shone,  till  each  leaf  whereon  thy  pen  would  run 
Breathed  life,  and  all  its  l»«ath  was  benison. 
Beloved  beyond  all  names  of  English  birth. 
More  dear  than  mightier  memories ;  gentlest  name 
That  ever  clothed  itself  with  flower-sweet  &me. 
Or  linked  itself  with  loftiest  names  of  old 

By  right  and  might  of  loving  ;  I,  that  am 
Less  than  the  least  of  those  within  thy  fold. 

Give  cmly  thanks  for  them  to  thee,  Charles  Lamb. 

A.  C.  Swinburne 


CHARLES  LAMB'S  PREFACE 


MORE  than  a  third  part  of  the  following  spec-imena  are 
from  |)la}i{  which  are  to  be  found  only  m  the  British 
Museum  and  in  .soine  scarce  privtite  Itbrurit?!.  The 
rest  are  from  Dodsle/s  and  Uawkins'i>  collections,  and  the  work» 
of  JoQson,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Massinger. 

t  have  cfao»en  wherever  I  could  to  give  entire  .sccne:^  and  in 
some  instances  successive  scenes,  rather  than  to  string  together 
single  passages  and  detached  beauties  which  I  have  alwa}** 
found    wearisome  in   the  reading  in   selections   of   this    nature. 

To  even-  extract  is  prefixed  an  explanatory  head,  sufficient 
to  make  it  intelligible  with  the  help  of  some  trifling  unitssiona 
Where  a  Kne  or  more  was  obscure,  as  having  reference  to 
something  that  had  gone  liefnre,  which  would  have  asked  more 
time  to  explain  than  its  consequence  in  the  »ccne  M.-emcd  to 
deserve,  I  have  had  no  hesitation  in  lea\-ing  the  line  or  passage 
out.  Sometimes  where  I  have  met  with  a  superfluous  chamcter, 
which  seemed  to  burthen  witliout  throwing  any  light  upon 
the  scene,  I  have  ^•entu^ed  to  dismiss  it  alt<^ether.  I  have 
expunged  without  ceremony  all  that  which  the  wnten  had 
better  never  have  writt«i,  that  forms  the  objection  so  oft«i 
repeated  to  the  promiscuous  reading  of  Fletcher,  Massinger,  and 
some  others. 

The  kind  of  extracts  which  1  have  sought  after  have  been, 
not  so  much  passages  of  wit  and  humour,  though  the  old  plays 
we  rich  in  such,  as  scenes  of  fiaj«>ion,  sonietimeit  of  tl)e  deepest 
quality,  interesting  situations  serious  descriptions  that  which 
is  more  nearly  allied  to  [Kietry  than  to  wit,  and  to  trugic  rather 
than  to  comic  poetry.  The  plays  which  1  have  made  choice 
of  have  been,  with  few  exceptions,  those  which  treat  of  human 
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life  and  inantKTHf  ratbcr  than  nia.squee>,  and  Arcadian  pastoraU, 
with  their  train  of  ahstractions,  uninipa8sionecl  deities,  passionate 
mortatfi,  (.'laiuH,  and  Mednius  and  Aniintas,  and  AniariltiA.  My 
leading  di'sign  has  been,  to  illustrate  what  itiuv  Ur  called  the 
mural  sense  of  our  ancestors.  To  show  in  what  manner  they 
felt,  when  they  placed  themselves  Iiy  the  power  of  imagination 
in  trying  situations,  in  the  conflicts  of  duty  and  passion,  or  the 
strife  of  contending  duties ;  what  sort  of  loves  and  enmities  theirs 
were;  how  their  griefs  were  tempered,  and  their  full-swohi  joy% 
abated:  how  much  of  Shakspoare  shines  in  the  great  oien  his 
contemporaries,  and  how  far  in  hi^  divine  mind  and  nianncn 
he  suriMssed  them  and  all  mankind.' 

Another  object  which  1  had  in  making  these  selectinns  was, 
to  bring  together  the  most  admiral  scenes  in  P'letrher  and 
>{a!>singer,  in  the  estimation  of  the  world  the  only  dramatic 
poets  of  that  age  who  are  entitled  to  be  considered  after 
Shakspeare,  ami  tu  eshibit  them  in  the  same  volunie  witli  the 
more  impreMtive  iicencs  of  old  Marlowe,  Heywood,  Toumcur, 
Webster,  Ford,  and  others :  to  show  what  we  have  slighted, 
while  beyond  all  prupurtion  we  have  cried  up  one  or  two  I'avourite 
names. 

The  i^peciniens  are  not  accompanied  with  anything  in  the 
shape  of  biographical  notices.*  I  had  nothing  of  consequence 
to  add  to  the  Klight  sketches  in  Dodnley  and  the  Hingraphia 
Dramatica,  and  I  was  unwilling  to  swell  the  volume  with  mere 
transcription.  The  reader  will  not  fail  to  observe  from  the 
fretpieni  instanccK  of  two  or  more  peraoiis  joining  in  the  com- 
position of  the  same  play  (tlie  noble  practice  of  those  times) 
that  of  most  of  the  writers  contained  in  these  selections  it  may 
be  strictly  said,  that  they  were  contemporaries,  'llie  whole 
period,  from  the  middle  of  Klizabeth's  reign  to  the  close  of  tlie 
reign  of  CTharles  I.,  comprises  a  s|Mce  of  little  more  than  half  a 
century,  within  which  time  neai'ly  all  that  we  have  of  excellence 
in  serious  drauiatic  composition  was  produced,  if  we  except  the 
SamMm  Agonistes  of  Milton. 


I'  Sec  Lamb's  note  to  "  Two  Angry  Women  of  Abingdon,"  page  436.] 
'  The  few  nQie«  \%-hich  a>e  inicfftpetwd  wilt  be  found  to  be  chiefly  ctitical. 
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*ECIMENS 
or 
ENGLISH  DRAMATIC  POETS 


GORBODUC.  A  TRAGEDY  [BETTER  KNOWN  AS  "FER- 
REX  AND  POUUEX,"  I'lHST  PERFORMED  ISOM.'Sfia]. 
BY  THOMAS  SACK\  ILLE,  LORD  BUCKHURST, 
AFTERWARDS  EARL  OF  IMJRSET  [1536-1606];  AND 
THOMAS  NORTON  [1532-1584] 

Whilst  king  Oorboduc  in  the  preserux  of  hia  councillors  la/menta 
the  death  of  kit  eldest  son,  Perrex,  whom  Porrex^  the  younger 
son,  has  Main ;  MarceUa,  a  court  lady,  enters  ana  relates 
the  miserahlt  end  of  PorreXt  etofrted  by  his  motfier  in  hie 
bed. 

OoRBODirc,  Aftosrua,  Ei'bulcs,  and  others. 

Oorb.  What  cruel  destiny 
What  froward  fate  hath  sorted  as  this  chance  ? 
That  even  in  thcwe  where  we  should  comfort  find* 
Where  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  days 
Should  rest  and  be,  even  there  oui*  ouly  grief 
And  deepest  sorrows  to  ahridge  our  life. 
Most  pining  cares  and  deadly  thoughts  do  grave. 

Arost  Your  grace  should  now,  in  these  grave  years  of  yours. 
Have  found  ere  this  the  price  of  mortal  joyR» 
How  full  of  change,  how  brittle  our  estate, 
How  short  they  be,  how  fading  here  in  earth. 
Of  nothing  sure,  save  only  of  the  death. 
To  whom  Doth  man  and  all  the  world  dnth  owe 
llieir  end  at  last ;  neither  should  nature's  power 
In  other  Mrt  against  your  heart  prevail, 
Than  as  the  naked  hand  whose  stroke  assays 
The  armed  breast  where  force  doth  tight  in  vain. 

Oorb.  Many  can  yield  right  grave  and  sage  advice 
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Of  patient  sprite  to  others  wrapt  in  woe. 
Ana  can  in  ^leech  both  rule  and  conquer  kind,^ 
Who,  if  by  proof  they  might  feel  nature's  force, 
Would  show  themselves  men  as  they  are  indeed. 
Which  now  will  needs  be  gods :  but  what  doth  mean 
lie  amy  cheer  oi  her  that  here  doth  come  ? 

BIascella  enters. 

Mare.  Oh  where  is  ruth  P  or  whoe  is  pity  now  ? 
Whither  is  gentle  heart  and  mercy  fled  ? 
Are  they  exiled  out  of  our  stony  breasts. 
Never  to  make  return  ?  is  all  tlie  world 
Drowned  in  blood,  and  sunk  in  cruelty  ? 
If  not  in  women  mercy  may  be  found. 
If  not  (alas)  within  the  mother's  breast 
To  her  own  child,  to  her  own  Besih  and  Uood ; 
If  roth  be  banisht  thence,  if  pity  there 
May  have  no  place,  if  there  no  gentle  heart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  riiould  we  seek  it  then  ? 

Qorb.  Madam  (alas)  what  means  your  woful  tale  ? 

Ma/re.  O  silly  woman  I,  why  to  this  hour 
Have  kind  and  fortune  thus  defen'd  my  breath, 
Hiat  I  should  live  to  see  this  doleftil  day  ? 
Will  ever  wight  believe  that  such  hard  heart 
Could  rest  within  the  (Tuel  mothei^s  breast. 
With  her  own  hand  to  slay  her  only  son  ? 
But  out  (alas)  these  eyes  beheld  the  same. 
They  saw  the  dreair  sight,  and  are  become 
Most  ruthful  reconu  of  the  bloody  fact. 
Porrez,  alas,  is  by  his  mother  slain, 
And  with  her  haiid,  a  woful  thing  to  tell. 
While  slumbering  on  his  careful  bed  he  rests. 
His  heart  stabVa  in  with  knife  is  reft  of  life. 

Chrb.  0  Eubulus,  oh  draw  this  sword  of  ours, 
And  pierce  this  heart  with  speed.     O  hateful  light, 
O  loathsome  life,  O  sweet  and  welcome  death. 
Dear  Eubulus,  work  this  we  thee  beseech. 

EtJ>.  Patient,  your  grace,  perhaps  he  liveth  yet. 
With  wound  received  but  not  of  certain  death. 

Gforb.  O  let  us  then  repair  unto  the  place. 
And  see  if  that  Porrex  live,  or  thus  be  slain.  [Exit. 

Ma/re.  Alas !  he  liveth  not,  it  is  too  true, 
That  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  peerless  prince, 

1  Nature ;  natural  affection. 


I 


Son  to  a  king,  and  in  the  flower  of  youth, 
Even  with  a  twink  '  a  acMeJeM  stock  I  saw. 

AtoH,  O  damned  deed  f 

Marc.  But  heur  his  ruthful  end. 
The  noble  prince,  pierced  with  the  nudden  wounds 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  hasttlv  start,* 
Whose  strength  now  ftiiling,  straight  he  overthrew. 
When  in  the  fall  hw  eyes  ev'n  now  uncloMcU 
Beheld  the  queen,  nnd  cried  to  her  for  help ; 
We  then,  alas,  the  ladies  which  timl  time 
Did  there  attend,  seeing  that  heinous  deed, 
And  hearing  him  oft  call  the  wretched  name 
Of  mother,  and  to  cry  to  her  for  aid, 
Wlioiic  direful  hand  gave  him  tjie  mortal  wound. 
Pitying,  alas  (for  nought  else  could  we  do) 
His  rueful  end,  ran  to  the  wofui  bed, 
Despoiled  streight  him  breast,  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vain  with  napkins  next  at  haixl 
The  sudden  streams  of  blood,  that  ilu«hed  fast 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound  :  O  what  a  look, 
O  what  a  ruthful  stedfast  eve  methought 
He  fixt  u|>oii  my  face,  which  to  my  death 
Will  never  part  from  roe,— wherewith  ubraid' 
A  deep  fet(*nM  si^h  he  gave,  and  therewithal 
Clasping  his  hands,  to  heaven  he  ca^tt  his  sight ; 
And  i^treight,  pale  death  pressing  within  his  face. 
The  flying  ghost  hit*  mortal  coqwe  forsook. 

Arost.  Never  did  age  bring  forth  so  vile  a  fact. 

Marc.  O  hard  and  cruel  hap  that  thus  aasign'd 
Unto  so  worthy  wight  so  wretched  end  : 
But  most  hard  cruel  heart  that  cotild  consent. 
To  lend  the  hateful  destinies  that  hand. 
By  which,  alas,  so  heinous  crime  was  wrought  ;— 
O  queen  of  adamant,  O  marble  breast, 
If  not  the  favour  of  his  comely  face. 
If  not  his  princely  chear  and  countenance. 
His  valiant  active  arms,  his  manly  breast, 
If  not  his  fair  and  seemly  |)ereonage  ; 
His  noble  limbs,  in  such  proportion  cast. 
As  would  have  rapt  a  silly  woman's  thought ; 
If  this  might  not  have  mov'd  the  bloodv  heart. 
And  that  most  i-nie)  hand  the  wretcfaeci  weapon 
Even  to  let  fall,  and  kist  him  in  tlie  face. 


'  Twinkling  of  the  eye. 


■Stsrted. 


'Awaked;  raised  of. 


^Ml 


y«t  riiifir  tgrfCThtrioo? 
tkoB  to  radv  tfav  ti^  «i>U : 
vidi  janee  sort  *itk    ^ 

uniMCB,  haw  on  hsve  I  dhkU 

(Ml  vsw  went  aad  tnaofinc  iIcbI, 
Borfar^irtbrfbretfae^ 
Aai  vHh  tliT  mirtni^  ileen  tied  oo  t&nr  hda. 


TWc 


IImk  dnw  tbr  «U^  to  pletM  thr  laM  et«, 
Ifadt  bov'dtlie  bcMl-piece  of  tiij  EnendlT  fa^ ! 
Rnw  nA  in  anm  am  bone  to  ban  tbe  Mnrr 


How  oft  in  wnm  am  bone  to  bend  tbe 
How  oft  in  cnM  on  loot  to  fanafc  tbe  iwiml, 
Wbicb  Derer  now  these  era  maj  see  win ' 

jiroti.  MmUiii,  alu,  in  rain  these  pttints  «re  Aed. 
Bather  with  me  depart,  and  help  to  aasoage 
The  thoughtful  grm,  that  in  toe  and  Idi^ 
Mart  needi  br  nabire  grow,  br  dea&  of  tfau 
Hi*  only  ton,  whom  he  did  hold  ao  dear. 

Marc.  What  wight  is  that  which  saw  that  1  did  see. 
And  could  refrain  to  wail  with  plaint  and  tean  r 
Not  I,  aIak,  that  heart  is  not  in  me ; 
But  let  us  go,  for  I  am  grie^-^d  anew. 

To  call  to  mind  the  wretched  father's  woe.  [BxewU, 

Chorae  of  aged  men.  When  grcedv  lust  in  rojal  seat  to  reign 

Hath  reft  all  care  of  gods  and  eke  of  men ; 

And  cruel  heart,  wrath,  treason,  and  di.<w]ain. 

Within  th*  ambitious  breast  are  lodfjed,  then 

Heboid  how  mischief  wide  herself  displays. 

And  with  the  hmther'*  hand  the  brother  tUays. 

When  blood  thus  <ihed  doth  fttain  this  hea\*en*s  face. 

Crying  to  Jove  for  vengeance  of  the  deed, 

Ttie  mighty  Ood  even  moveth  from  his  place 

With  wrath  to  wreak  ;  then  sends  he  forth  with  speed 

The  dreadful  Furies  daughters  of  the  night, 

With  serpents  girt.  carr>ing  the  whip  of  ire. 

With  hair  of  stinging  snakes,  and  !>hining  bright 

With  flames  and  blood,  and  with  a  brand  of  fire: 

These,  for  revenge  of  wretched  murder  done, 

Doth  cause  the  aiother  kill  her  only  son, 

Hlood  asketh  blood,  and  death  must  death  requit; 

Jove  by  his  just  and  everlasting  doom 

Justly  hath  ever  so  requited  it. 

This  times  before  record  and  times  to  come 

Shall  find  it  true,  and  so  doth  present  proof 
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Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  behoof. 

O  happy  wight  that  auffers  not  the  snare 
Of  murderous  mind  to  tangle  him  in  blood  : 
And  huppy  he  that  can  in  time  hcwiire 
By  others*  harms,  and  turn  it  to  his  j^ood : 
But  woe  to  him  that  fearing  not  to  offend, 
Doth  serve  his  lust,  and  will  not  see  the  end. 

[Act  iv.,  St  «.i] 

The  style  of  ihU  old  play  i«  «t>ff  and  cumbersotne,  like  tb«  dresses  of  iti  timet. 
There  may  be  flesh  snd  blood  underneath,  but  we  cannot  get  at  il  Six  Philip 
Sidney  haa  praised  it  fat  iln  morality.  One  of  its  authors  might  easily  furnish  that. 
Norton  was  an  associate  to  Hoplunfi,  Sternbold.  and  Roben  Wisdom,  in  the  Singing 
Psahns.  I  am  willing  to  believe  thai  Lord  Buckhurst  supplied  the  more  vital  parts. 
The  chief  beauty  in  the  extract  is  of  a  secret  natore.  MarceUa  obscurely  tnttmates 
that  the  murdered  prince  Porrez  and  she  had  been  lovers. 


THE  SPANISH  TRAGEDY:  On  HIEROMMO  IS  MAD 
AGAIN.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUIJLISHED  159S,  COMPOSED 
ABOUT  158+.9J.     BY  THOMAS  KYD  [1557  .'-1595  ?] 

Horatio  the  son  of  Huro-nimo  ia  murdered  while  he  is  sitting 
vnth  his  mistress  ISelimperui  by  ni^ht  in  an  arboKV  in  his 
father's  garden.  The  murderers  {Battkazar  hia  rivcU^  c^d 
LorsnxOy  the  brother  of  Belimperia)  hang  his  body  on  a 
tree.  Hieronivio  is  awakened  by  the  cries  of  Belimperia, 
and  coming  out  into  his  garden^  discovers  oy  the  Itght  of 
a  torch,  that  ike  mv/rdered  man  ia  hia  aon.  Upon  thia  M 
goes  distracted. 

HiERoviMo  mad. 
Hier.  My  son  !  and  what's  a  »on  ? 
A  thing  begot  within  a  pair  of  minutes,  there  about : 
A  lump  bred  up  in  darkness,  and  doth  serve 
To  balance  those  light  creaturea  we  call  women ; 
And  at  the  nine  months'  end  creep*  forth  to  light. 
What  is  there  yet  in  a  son, 
To  make  a  father  doat,  rave  or  run  mad  ? 
Being  born,  it  pout&,  cries,  and  breeds  teeth. 
What  is  there  yet  in  a  son  ? 
He  must  be  fed,  be  taught  to  go,  and  speak. 
Ay,  or  yet  ?  why  might  not  a  man  love  a  calf  as  well  ? 
Or  melt  in  passion  o'er  a  frisking  kid,  as  for  a  son  ? 
Methinks  a  young  bacon, 

'[BdJted  Mist  Toulmin  Smith,  Heilbtonn,  1883,] 
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Or  a  fine  little  smooth  hoive  cult. 
Should  move  a  man  as  much  as  doth  a  SOU; 
For  one  of  these,  iu  very  little  time. 
Will  grow  to  some  good  use;  whereatt  a  son 
The  more  he  gi"ows  in  stature  and  in  years. 
The  more  unsquar'd,  untevell'd  he  appears; 
Uei;kon»  his  parents  among  the  rank  of  fools, 
Strikeii  care8  upon  their  heads  with  his  mad  riots. 
Makes  them  look  old  before  they  meet  with  age ; 
This  in  a  son  ;  and  what  a  loss  is  thin,  coiisider*d  truly ! 
Oh  but  my  Horatio  grew  out  of  reach  of  those 
Insatiate  humours:  he  lov'd  hU  loving  parents: 
He  was  my  comfort,  and  his  mother's  joy. 
The  very  arm  that  did  hold  up  our  house— 
Our  hopes  were  stored  up  in  him, 
None  but  a  dumnetl  niunlcrer  could  hate  him. 
He  had  not  seen  the  luick  of  nineteen  vears. 
When  his  strong  arm  unhors'd  the  proud  prince  Balthazar ; 
And  his  great  mind,  too  full  of  honour,  took 
To  mercy  that  valiant  but  iitgimble  Portuguese. 
Well,  heaven  is  heaven  still ! 
And  there  is  Nemesis,  and  furies, 
And  things  call'd  whips. 

And  they  sometimes  oo  meet  with  murderers : 
They  do  not  always  V'ape,  that's  some  comfort. 
Avi  ay,  ay«  and  then  time  steals  on,  and  steals,  and  steals, 
Till  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 
Wrapp*d  in  a  ball  of  fire. 
And  so  doth  bring  confusion  to  them  all.  [Exit. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  11. 1] 

Jaqces  and  Pedbo,  servanta. 

Jaq.  I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  our  master  thus 
At  midnight  sends  us  with  our  torches  light. 
When  man  iind  bird  and  beast  are  all  at  rest. 
Save  those  that  watch  for  rape  and  bloody  miutler. 

Ped.  0  Jaques,  know  thou  that  our  master's  mind 
Is  much  distract  since  his  Horatio  died  : 
And,  now  his  aged  years  should  sleep  in  rest, 
His  heart  in  quiet,  like  a  desperate  man 
Grows  lunatic  and  childish  for  his  son  : 
Sometimes  as  he  doth  at  his  table  sit. 
He  speaks  as  if  Horatio  stood  by  him. 

>[K>tl,  WerkM,  ed.  Bom,  1901.] 
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Then  starting  in  a  rage,  falls  on  the  earth, 
Cries  out  Homtio,  where  in  my  Horatio  ? 
So  that  with  extreme  grief,  nnd  cutting  soitow, 
Th&e  is  not  left  in  him  uue  uich  of  man  : 
Bee  here  he  comes. 

Hicftoynio  enttr$. 

Bier.  I  pry  thro*  every  crevice  of  each  wall. 
Look  at  each  tree,  aiut  ttearch  thro'  ever)'  brake. 
Beat  on  the  bushes,  stamp  our  gmndamc  earth. 
Dive  in  the  water,  and  ^tare  uu  to  heaven : 
Yet  cannot  I  behold  my  son  Horatio. 
How  now,  who's  there,  uprights,  sprights  ? 

Ped.  \Vc  are  your  (tenants  that  attend  you,  sir. 
Hier.  What  make  you  with  your  torches  in  the  dark  ? 
Ped.  Vou  bid  us  light  them,  and  attend  yon  here. 
Hier.  No,  no,  you  are  deceiv'd,  not  I,  you  are  deceiv'd. 
Was  1  iK>  mad  to  bid  you  light  your  torcheti  now  P 
Light  me  your  torches  at  the  mid  of  noon, 
When  as  the  sun  god  rides  in  all  his  glory; 
light  me  your  torches  then. 
Ped.  TLeo  we  hum  day  light. 
Hi&r.  Let  it  be  burnt ;  night  is  a  murdVous  ftlut, 
I^That  would  not  have  her  treaMinii  to  be  seen : 
And  yonder  pale-faced  Hecate  there,  the  moon, 
Doth  give  consent  to  that  '\s  done  iu  darkueos. 
And  all  those  stars  that  gn/je  upon  her  face, 
Are  aglets'  on  her  sleeve,  pins  on  her  train  : 
[Azid  those  that  should  be  powerful  and  divine. 
Do  sleep  in  darkness  when  they  most  should  shine. 

Ped.  Provoke  them  not,  fair  sir,  witJi  tempting  words. 
The  heavens  are  gracious  ;  and  your  miseries 
And  sorrow  make  you  speak  you  know  not  what. 

Hier.  Villain^  thou  lyest,  and  thou  doest  nought 
But  tell  me  I  am  mad  :  thou  lyest,  I  am  not  mad : 
I  know  thee  to  be  Pedro  and  he  Jaques. 
I'll  prove  it  to  tiiee ;  and  were  I  mad,  how  could  1  ? 
Where  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Horatio  was  mordeHd  ? 
She  should  have  shone :  search  thou  the  book  : 
Had  the  moon  shone  in  my  boy's  face,  there  was  a  kind  of  grace. 
That  I  know,  nay  1  do  know  had  the  murd'rer  seen  him, 
His  weapon  would  have  fallen,  and  cut  the  eartli, 
Uad  he  been  fram'd  of  nought  but  blood  and  death  ; 

>  Tags  of  points. 
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Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knows  not  wh&t. 
What  shail  we  saj  to  mischief  P 

Isabella  hie  wife  enters, 

I$a.  Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a  doors  ; 

0  fteek  not  means  to  increase  thy  sorron-. 
Hier.  Indeed,  Isabella,  we  do  nothing  here  ; 

1  do  not  cry,  ask  Pedm  and  Jaques  ; 
Not  I  indeed  ;  we  ore  very  merry,  very  merry. 

/aa.  How  ?  be  merry  here,  be  merry  here  ? 
Is  not  this  the  place,  and  this  the  very  tree, 
Where  my  Horatio  died,  where  he  was  murdeFd  ? 

Hier.  Was,  do  not  sav  what :  let  her  weep  it  out. 
This  was  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel  ; 
Anil  when  our  hot  Spain  could  not  let  it  grow. 
But  that  the  infant  and  the  human  sap 
Itegan  to  willier,  duly  twice  a  morning 
Would  I  Ik  sprinkling  it  with  fountam  water : 
At  last  it  grew  and  grew,  and  bore  and  bore : 
1^11  at  length  it  grew  a  gallows,  and  did  bear  our  son. 
It  bore  thy  fruit  anil  niiue.     O  wicked,  wicked  plant  I 
Sec  who  knocks  there.     (One  knocks  wiikin  at  the  door,) 

J'ed.  It  is  a  painter,  sir. 

ffier.  Bid  him  come  in,  and  paint  some  comfort, 
For  surely  there's  none  lives  but  painted  comfort. 
Let  him  come  in,  one  knows  not  what  may  chamie. 
God's  will  that  I  shotild  set  this  tree  !  but  even  so 
Masters  ungrateful  servants  rear  from  nought. 
And  then  tliey  hate  them  that  did  bring  tnem  up. 

The  Painter  enters. 

Pain.  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Hier.  Wherefore f*  why,  thou  at^mful  villain? 
How,  where,  or  by  what  means  should  I  be  blest  .'^ 

Isa.   What  wouldst  thou  have,  good  fellow  ? 

Pain.  Justice,  madata 

Hier.  O  ambitious  b^^gar,  wouldst  thou  have  that 
That  lives  not  in  the  world  .' 
Why,  all  the  undelved  mines  cannot  buy 
An  ounce  of  justice,  'tis  a  jewel  so  inestimable. 
I  tell  thee,  God  hath  ongross'd  all  justice  in  his  hands, 
.'Vnd  there  is  none  but  what  comes  from  him. 

Pain.  O  then  I  see  that  God  must  right  me  for  my  murder'd 
•on. 


THE  SPANISH  TRAGEDY 


Sier.  How,  was  thv  son  murder'd  ? 

Pain.  Ay,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  son  ao  dear. 

Sier.  Wiiat,  not  as  tliine?  that's  a  lie, 
A»  massy  as  the  earth  :  I  had  a  son. 
Whoso  least  unvalued  hair  did  weigh 
A  thouauud  of  thy  sods,  and  he  was  uiurder'd. 

Pain.  AlaH,  air,  I  had  no  more  but  he. 

Sier.  Nor  I,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  njine 
Was  worth  a  le^on.     But  all  in  one. 
Pedro,  Jaque-s  go  in  a-door*,  laabelia,  go. 
And  this  good  fellow  here,  and  I, 
Will  range  this  hidcou»  orchard  up  and  down. 
Like  two  »he  lions  reaved  of  their  young. 

Go  in  a-doors  I  say.  [Exeunt. 

(The  Painter  and  he  &it  dow7i.) 
Come  let's  talk  wisely  now. 
Was  thy  son  murderd  ? 

Pain.  Ay,  sir. 

Sier.  So  was  mine. 
How  dost  thou  take  it  ?  art  thou  not  souietime  mad  ? 
Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  thine  eyes  i* 

Pain.  O  lord,  yes,  sir. 

Sier.  i\rt  a  painter.^  caast  paint  me  a  tear,  a  wound  ? 
A  m>an  or  a  ,sigh  ?  canst  paint  me  such  a  tree  as  thta  P 

Pain.  Sir,  I  am  sure  you  Iiave  heard  of  my  painting: 
My  name'i!  Hasardo. 

Sier.  Bazardo !  *fore  God  an  excellent  fellow.  Look  you,  sir. 
l}o  you  see  .^  I'd  have  you  paint  me  in  my  gallerv,  in  your  oil 
colount  matted,  and  draw  me  fi\'e  years  younger  tnan  I  am :  do 
you  sec,  sir?  let  five  years  go,  let  them  go, — my  wife  Isabella 
standing  by  me,  with  a  speaking  look  to  my  son  Horatio,  which 
should  intend  to  this,  or  some  such  like  purjioae  ;  Ood  hU8$  thee^ 
•my  sweet  son ;  and  my  band  leaning  upon  his  head  thus,  sir,  do 
you  see  ?  may  it  be  done  ? 

Pain.  Very  well,  sir. 

Bier.  NaVi  I  pray  mark  me,  sir : 
Then,  sir,  would  I  liave  you  paint  roe  this  tree,  this  very  tree  : 
Canst  paint  a  doleful  cry  'f 

Pain.  Seemingly,  sir. 

Sier.  Nay,  it  should  cry ;  but  all  is  one. 
Well,  sir,  point  me  a  jouth  rnn  thro'  and   thro'  with   villains* 

swords  Imnging  upon  this  tree. 
Canst  thou  draw  a  murderer  P 

Pain.  I'll  warrant  you,  sir;  I  have  the  pattern  of  the  most 
notorious  villains  that  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 


KING  DAVID  AND  FAIK  BETHSABE      11 

tion.  I  sbould  suspect  the  agency  of  some  "  more  potAnt  spirit."  Webstcx  micfai 
have  fumishrd  them.  They  aic  full  of  that  wild  solemn  prcternaitunl  cait  of  grief 
wbich  bcwildett  uk  io  the  Dachctk  of  MaJfy. 


THE  LOVE  OF  KING  DAVID  AND  FAIR  BETHSAUK,  WITH 
THE  TUAGEDY  OF  ABSALOM  [FIRST  PRINTED  IN 
1599].     BV  GEORGE  FEELE  [1558?-1697?)» 

Bethaabe,  imth  her  maid,  bathing.     She  singe :  and  David  tits 
above,  vievnng  her. 

The  song. 

Hot  sun,  cool  fire,  temper'd  with  sweet  air, 
Black  shade,  fair  nurse,  shadow  my  white  hair : 
Shine  sun,  bum  fire,  breathe  air  atul  ease  me ; 
Black  shade,  fair  nurse,  shroud  nie  and  please  me ; 
Shadow  (my  sweet  nurse)  keep  me  from  burning, 
Make  not  my  glad  cause,  cau^ie  of  umuniiiig. 
Let  not  mv  beautv's  (ire 
Inflame  unstaid  desire. 
Nor  pierce  any  bright  eye 
That  wandereth  li^jhtly. 

Beihsabe.  Come,  gentle  Zephyr,  trick'd  with  those  perfuu«a 
That  ervt  in  VAgu  sweetned  Adam's  Inve, 
And  stroke  my  bosom  witli  the  silken  fan  : 
This  shade  (sun-proof)  is  yet  no  proof  for  thee. 
Thy  body  smootuer  than  tliis  wavcless  spring. 
And  purer  than  the  substance  of  the  same, 
Can  creep  through  that  his  lances'  cannot  pierce. 
Thou  and  thy  sister  soft  and  sacred  Air, 
Goddess  of  life,  and  governess  of  health, 
Keeps  everv  fountain  fresh  and  arlx>ur  sweet ; 
No  orazen  gate  her  passage  can  repulse, 
Nor  bushy  thicket  bar  thy  subtle  breath. 
Ilten  decK  thee  with  thy  loose  delightsome  robes, 
And  on  thy  wings  bring  delicate  perfumes, 
To  play  the  wantons  with  us  through  the  leaves. 

David.  What  tunes,  what  words,  what  looks,  what  wonders  pierce 
My  soul,  incensed  with  a  sudden  6re ! 
What  tree,  what  shade,  what  spring,  what  paradise, 
Enjoys  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  dame ! 

>rThe  play  is  in  fifteen  Scenes.    See  Peele'i  Works,  ed.  Biillen,'t888,  vol.  n.] 
'Vhciun'f  tays. 
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Fair  Eva,  placed  in  pCTfect  happiness, 

Lending  her  praise-notes  to  the  Hbeml  heavens. 

Struck  with  tne  ncccnts  of  Arch-ang:els'  tunes, 

Wrought  not  ujort  pleasure  to  her  husband's  thoughts, 

Than  this  fair  wonian's  words  and  notes  to  mine. 

May  that  sweet  plain  that  bears  her  pleasant  weight. 

Be  still  enamel'a  with  discolour'd  flowers ; 

That  precious  fount  bear  sand  of  purest  gold  ; 

And  tor  the  pebble,  let  the  silver  streama 

That  pierce  earth's  bowels  to  maintain  the  source, 

Plav  upon  rubitsi,  sapphires,  chrv-solites ; 

The  brim  let  lie  embrncVl  with  golden  curU 

Of  moss  that  sleeps  with  i^ound  the  waters  make 

For  joy  to  feed  the  fount  with  their  rccounie ; 

Let  all  the  grass  that  beautifies  her  bower 

Bear  manna  every  mom  in.4tead  of  dew  ; 

Or  let  the  dew  be  sweeter  fur  than  that 

Tliat  luingH  like  diaiiiM  of  [)earl  un  Ht-rmon  hill. 

Or  balm  which  trickled  from  old  Aaron's  beard.' 


Enter  Ci-say. 
See,  Cusay,  see  the  flower  of  Israel, 
The  fairest  daughter  that  obeys  the  king 
In  all  the  land  the  Lord  subdued  to  ma 
Fairer  than  IsaAc's  lover  at  the  well. 
Brighter  than  inside  bark  of  new-hewn  cedar, 
Sweeter  than  6ames  of  fine  perfumed  m>Trh ; 
And  comelier  than  the  silver  cloudn  that  dance 
On  Zephyr*«  wings  before  the  king  of  Heaven. 

Ousay.  Is  it  not  Bcthsabe  the  Hethitc's  wife 
Uriaa,  now  at  Rabath  siege  with  Joob  ? 

David.  Go  now  and  bring  her  quickly  to  the  King  ; 
Tell  her,  her  graces  hath  found  grace  «ith  him. 

Cusay.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

David.  Bright  l4thsid>e  fthall  wash  in  David's  bower 
In  water  mix'd  with  purest  almond  flower. 
And  bathe  her  beauty  in  the  milk  of  kids; 
Bright  Bethsabe  gi\'es  earth  to  my  desires. 
Verdure  to  earth,  and  to  that  verdure  flowen, 
To  flowci-v  sweet  odours,  and  to  odours  wings. 
That  carries  pleaaun^  to  the  hearts  of  Kings.' 


[JSxit 


'[TVk}  linet  omilied.] 


*[Twcn[yH}nc  lin«i  omitted.] 


LUSTS  DOMINION 

Now  comes  my  Lover  tripping  like  the  Koe, 
And  brings  my  longings  tangled  in  her  hair. 
To  jov  her  love  I'll  build  «  kingly  bower. 
Seated  in  hearing  of  a  hundred  streBma, 
That*  for  their  hoinnge  to  her  sovereign  joys, 
Shall,  fu  the  serpent*  fold  into  their  nests, 
Id  oblique  turnings  wind  the  nimble  waves 
About  the  circles  of  her  curioua  walks, 
And  with  their  murmur  summon  easeful  sleep 
To  lay  his  golden  soeptrc  on  her  brows.' 
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[Scl.] 


There  is  more  o(  the  same  stuff,  but  I  suppOM  the  reader  hu  a  « utfeit :  especi- 
ally as  ihia  Canticle  of  David  has  nev«[  been  Bu&pccted  to  contain  any  pious  scftM 
cooched  underneath  it,  whatever  his  son's  miy.  The  kingly  bowcz,  "Mated  in 
healing  of  a  hundred  Ktreams,"  ts  the  be&t  of  it. 


LUSTS  DOMINION,  OR  THE  LASCIVIOUS  QUEEN.  A 
TRAGEDY  [PRODUCED  ABOUT  1600:  NOT  BY  MAR- 
LOWE}.     BY  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE  [1564-1593] 

7%e  Qiieen  Mother  of  Spain  loves  an  insolent  Moor? 

QiTEKN. — Elkaz.\k,  the  Moor, 

Queen.  Chime  out  vour  softest  strains  of  harmony, 
And  on  delicious  MubIc's  silken  wings 
Send  ravishing  delight  to  my  love's  ears ; 
Thflt  he  may  be  enamoured  of  your  tunes. 

Bleaz.  Away,  away. 

QuMn.  No,  no,  says  aye  ;  and  twice  away,  says  stay. 
Come,  come,  I'll  have  a  kiss  ;  but  if  you'll  strive. 
For  one  denial  you  shall  forfeit  five.*  .  .  . 

Bleaz.  Be  gone,  l)e  gone. 

Queen.  What  means  my  love  ? 
Burst  all  those  wires  ;  bum  all  those  instruments ; 
For  they  displease  my  Moor.     Art  thou  now  pleased  ? 
Or  wert  thou  now  disturb'd  P     1*11  wage  all  Spain 
To  one  sweet  kiss,  this  is  some  new  device 
To  make  me  fond  and  long.     O,  you  men 
Have  tricks  to  make  poor  women  die  for  you. 

EUaz.  What,  die  for  me  ?    Away. 

Queen.  Away,  what  way  ?  I  prithee,  speak  more  kindly. 
Why  dost  thou  frown  r  at  whom  ? 

'[For  other  eactracts  from  Peele  see  page*  437,  440,  453  and  568.) 
*Sacb  antnber  as  .\aion  in  Titus  Andronicus. 
*[Nine  and  a  half  lines  omitted.] 


TAMBURLAINE  THE  GREAT 
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the  pUy-wntert  anterioi  to  Sbalcspeaie  ue  full  of,  and  Putol  "  but  coldly  imii&tM." 
Blood  is  made  as  light  of  in  some  of  these  old  dramas  as  money  in  a  iDodem 
tentimentml  comedy  ;  and  ss  this  is  ^\-en  away  till  it  reminds  us  that  it  is  nothing 
but  counters,  so  ti%at  is  spilt  till  it  affects  at  no  inore  than  its  representative,  the 
paint  of  the  pTOpcTty-man  in  the  theatre. 


TAMBlTlI^rNE  THE  GREAT;  OR  THE  SCYTHIAN 
SHEPHERD.  IN  TWO  VASCT^  [PUBLISHED  1590T 
BY  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE— PART  THE  FIRSl^ 

Ta-mbwrlaine'%  person  described. 

Of  stAtiire  tall,  and  straightly  fiwhioned ; 

Like  his  desire,  lift'  upwards,  and  di^ne. 

So  large  of  liuibit,  hi^  joints  so  !itn>n||^lY  knit. 

Such  breAdth  of  <thnuldcrs  as  mif^ht  mainly  bear 

Old  AtW  burthen.     Twixt  his  manly  pitch 

A  pearl  more  worth  than  all  the  world  i.s  placed : 

Wherein,  by  curious  soverainty  of  art. 

Are  fired  hjs  piorcing  instruments  of  sight ; 

Whose  fiery  circles  Ixjar  encompassed 

A  hejiven  of  heaveiilv  bodies  in  their  spheres  : 

That  guides  his  steps  and  actions  to  the  tbroiu 

WTiere  Honour  sits  invested  royally. 

Pale  of  coraplexton,  wrought  in  him  with  passion 

Thirsting  with  soverainty  and  love  of  arms. 

His  lofty  brows  in  folds  do  figure  death; 

And  in  their  sinoothnttw  amity  and  life. 

About  them  hangs  a  knot  of  amber  hair, 

Wrapped  in  curls,  a»  fierce  Achilles'  was; 

On  which  the  breath  of  heaven  delights  to  play. 

Making  it  dance  with  wanton  majefttv. 

Hifl  annea  long,  his  fingers  snowy-white. 

Betokening  valour  and  excess  of  strength ; 

In  every  part  proportionM  like  the  man 

Should  make  the  world  subdue  to  Tamburlaine. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  L«] 

Sis  custom,  in  war. 

The  first  day  when  he  pitcheth  down  his  tents, 
White  is  their  hue ;  and  on  his  silver  crest 
A  »nowy  feather  spangled  white  he  bears  ; 
To  signify  the  mildness  of  his  mind. 


'Lifted. 


■[Marlowe's  Worh,  ed.  Bullen,  vol.  i.] 
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That,  Mtiatc  with  spoil,  rcfuseth  blood  : 

But  when  Aurora  mounts  the  second  time, 

As  red  as  scarlet  is  his  furniture ; 

Then  must  his  kindled  wrath  be  quench'd  with  bloody 

Not  sparing  any  that  can  niEinage  arms : 

But  if  these  threats  move  not  submission. 

Black  are  his  colours,  bWk  pavilion, 

His  siwar,  his  shield,  his  hot-sc,  his  armour,  plumes, 

And  jetty  feathers,  menace  death  and  hell ; 

Without  respect  of  sex,  degree  or  age. 

He  raseth  all  his  foes  with  fire  and  sword. 

[Act  IT.,  ScT 

I  had  the  Kune  difficulty  (or  tathei  much  more)  in  culling  a  few  sane  lines  from 
this  aa  fiom  the  preceding  Play.  The  lure«  of  Tamburlaine  are  perfect  "mid- 
sammer  madness."  Nebuchadnczi«t*»  are  mere  modest  pr(;teniiion<i compared  whh 
the  thundering  \-aunts  of  this  Scythian  Shepherd.  He  comet  in  (la  the  Second  Pan) 
drawn  by  conquered  kings,  and  repfoachea  these  pamper eti  jadn  of  Asia  that  ihey 
can  draw  but  twenty  mitts  a  day.  Till  I  aaw  this  passage  with  my  own  eyes,  I  ntvti 
believed  ihat  il  was  anything  more  than  a  pleasant  builcfujue  of  Mine  Ancient's, 
Bnt  I  assure  my  readers  that  it  is  soberly  set  do^vn  in  a  Play  which  their  Anceston 
look  to  be  serious.  I  have  nubjoined  the  Renuine  speech  for  their  amubcmenL 
Enter  Tamburlain*,  drawn  in  his  chariot  by  Trtbiton  ami  Soria.  Kith  bits  in  their 
mouths,  reins  in  hit  tt/t  Hand,  in  his  right  hand  a  vhip,  with  which  ht  Sfourgttk 
than. 

Tomb.  Holla  ye  pampcr'd  jades  of  Asia : 
What  can  ye  draw  but  twenty  miles  a  day. 
And  have  so  proud  a  chariot  at  your  hects. 
And  Buch  3  coachman  as  ^c^t  T^amhurlaine? 
But  from  AsphaltiB.  where  I  conqucr'd  you. 
To  Byron  here,  where  thus  I  honour  you? 
The  horse  that  guide  the  golden  eye  of  heaven. 
And  blow  the  morning  from  their  nofttrilfl, 
Making  their  fiery  gate  above  the  glades,* 
Are  not  so  honour'd  in  their  governor 
As  you.  ye  staves,  in  miRhly  Taniburlainc. 
The  headstrong  jades  of  Thrace  Alcides  tamed. 
Thai  King  Egeus  fed  with  human  flesh. 
And  made  so  wanton  that  they  knew  their  strengths, 
Were  not  subdued  with  vAlonr  more  divine, 
Than  you  by  this  unconquer'd  arm  of  mine- 
To  make  you  fierce  and  nt  my  appetite. 
You  shall  be  fed  with  flesh  as  raw  as  blood, 
And  dcink  in  paiEs  the  strongest  muscadel. 
If  you  can  live  with  it,  then  live  and  draw 
My  chariot  B\\-if^er  than  the  racking  clouds: 
If  not,  then  die  tike  beaMs.  and  fit  for  nought 
But  perches  for  the  black  and  fatal  ravens. 
Thus  am  I  right  the  scourge  of  highest  Jove.     etc. 

[Pan  ii.    Aa  iv.,  Sc.  4.] 

>  [•*  Glades  "  was  "  Clouds  "  in  180S  edition.] 
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Oaveston  shows  what  pleas  urea  those  art  iohiifh  the  King  eh-iejiy 

delights  in. 

Oav.  I  must  have  wanton  poeU,  pleasant  wits, 
Musicians,  that  with  touching  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  King  which  way  1  pleaie. 
Musk  and  poetrv  are  his  delight  ; 
Therefore  I'll  have  Italian  masks  by  night, 
Sweet  speeches,  comedies,  and  pleasing  shows ; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  abroad. 
Like  Sylvan  n\'niphs  niy  pages  shall  be  clad  ; 
My  men,  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the  lawns, 
Shall  with  their  goat-feet  dance  the  antick  hay. 
Sometimes  a  lovely  boy  in  Dian's  sliape, 
With  hair  that  gilds  (he  water  as  it  glidee, 
Crowaets  of  pearl  about  his  naked  arms, 
And  in  \m  sportful  handH  an  olive  tree 
To  hide  timse  parts  which  men  delight  to  see. 
Shall  bathe  him  in  a  spring,  and  there  hard  by, 
Ooe  like  Acteoii,  peeping  through  the  grove, 
Shall  by  the  angir  goddess  be  transform'd, 
And  rnnning  in  the  likeness  of  a  hart. 
By  ydping  hounds  pull'd  down,  shall  seem  to  die  ; 
Suco  tmngs  as  these  best  please  his  majesty. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.1] 

The  younger  Mortimer  repines  at  the  insolence  of  Oaveston, 

Mort  sen.  Nephew,  I  must  to  Scotland,  thou  stayst  here. 
Leave  now  to  oppose  thyself  against  the  King 
Tliou  secst  bv  nature  he  is  mild  and  calm, 
And  seeing  his  mind  so  doats  on  Gaveston, 
Let  him  without  controulment  have  his  will. 
The  mightiest  kings  have  had  their  minions  : 
Great  Alexander  loved  Hephestion  ; 
The  conquering  Hercules  for  his  Hilas  wept, 
And  for  Patroclus  stem  Achilles  droop'd. 
And  not  kings  onl}',  but  the  wisest  men ; 
The  Roman  Tully  lov'd  Octavius ; 
Grave  Socrates  wild  Alcibiades. 
Then  let  his  grace,  whose  youth  is  flexible, 

>  [Edited  TancDck,  Ciucndon  Pimb,  3rd  edition,  1899.] 
VOL.  IV. — 2 
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And  promiscth  as  much  as  we  can  wiah, 
Freely  enjoy  that  vam  light-headed  earl. 
For  riper  years  will  wean  him  from  such  toys. 

Mori.  jun.  Uncle,  his  wanton  humour  grieves  not  me ; 
But  this  I  scorn,  tlmt  one  so  basely  born. 
Should  by  his  sovereign's  favour  grow  so  pert. 
And  riot  with  the  treasure  of  the  realm. 
While  soldiers  mutiny  tor  want  of  pay, 
He  M-ears  a  lord's  revenue  ou  his  back. 
And  Midas-like,  he  jets  it  in  the  court. 
With  base  outlandish  cullions  at  his  heels. 
Whose  proud  fanUutic  liveries  make  such  show. 
As  if  that  Proteus,  god  of  shapes  appear'd. 
I  have  not  seen  a  dapper  jack  so  brisk  ; 
He  wears  a  short  Itaimn  hooded  cloak, 
Larded  with  pearl,  and  in  his  Tuscan  cap 
A  jewel  of  more  value  than  the  cromi. 
While  others  walk  below,  the  king  and  he, 
From  out  of  wltidow,  laugh  at  such  as  u'e. 
And  flout  our  train,  and  jest  at  our  attire. 
Uncle,  'tis  this  that  makes  me  impatient. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  4] 

The  barons  reproach  the  King  with  the  calamiiiee  which  the 
realm,  enawres  from  the  ascendency  of  his  wicked  favowrite, 
Gavest<m. 

King  Edwasd,  Lasoasteb,  Warwick.     The  Moutimkks,  and 

other  Lords. 

Mori.  jun.  Nay,  stay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring  you  news. 
Mine  uncle  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Scots. 

Edw.  Then  ransom  him. 

Lan.  'Twaa  in  your  wars,  you  should  ransom  him. 

Mort.  jun.  And  you  shall  ransom  him,  or  else— 

Kent.  What,  Mortimer,  you  will  not  threaten  him? 

Edw.  Quiet  yourself,  you  shall  have  the  broad  seal. 
To  gather  for  him  throughout  the  realm. 

Lan.  Your  minion  Gaveston  hath  taught  you  this. 

Mori.  jun.  My  lord,  the  family  of  the  Mortimers 
Are  not  so  poor,  hut  would  they  sell  their  land. 
Could  levy  men  enough  to  anger  you. 
We  never  beg,  but  use  such  prayers  as  these. 

Edw.  Shall  I  still  be  liaunted  thus  ? 

Mort.  jun.  Nay,  now  you  are  here  alone,  I'll  speak  my  mind. 

Lan.  And  so  will  I,  and  then,  my  lord,  farewell. 
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Mort.  The  idle  triumphs,  masks,  lascivious  shows. 
And  prodigal  gifts  bestow'd  on  Gaveston, 
Have  draHTi  thy  treasure  dry,  and  made  thee  veak  ; 
The  Diuniiuriiig  t-onimuus,  overstretched,  break. 

Lan.  Ijook  for  rebellion,  took  to  l)e  tlefHMi*d  ; 
Thy  garrisons  are  beaten  out  of  France, 
And  Tame  and  poor  lie  groaning  at  the  gates. 
Tlie  wild  Oneyle,  with  swanus  of  Irish  kerns, 
IJve  unfontroul'tl  within  the  English  pale. 
Unto  the  walls  of  York  the  Scots  make  road, 
And  unrenisted  draw  away  rich  spoils. 

Mort.  jun.  The  haughty  Dane  commands  the  narrow  seas. 
While  in  the  harbour  ride  thy  ships  unrigg'd. 

Lari,  What  foreign  prince  9end.s  tliee  eDtt>a.ssadors  ? 

Mort.   Wlio  loves  thee  but  a  sort  of  flatterers  ? 

Lan.  Thy  gentle  queen,  sole  sister  to  Valor's, 
Complains,  that  thou  hast  left  her  alt  forloni. 

Mort.  Thy  court  is  naked,  being  bereft  of  those. 
That  make  a  king  seem  glorious  to  the  world  : 
I  mean  the  peers,  whom  thou  shouldst  dearly  love, 
libels  are  cast  against  thee  in  the  street : 
Ballads  and  rhvmes  made  of  thy  o\-ertiuvw. 

jtoTi.  TTie  Northern  brothers,  seeing  their  houses  burnt, 
Their  wives  and  children  slain,  run  up  and  down 
Cursing  the  name  of  thee  and  Gaveston. 

Mori.   When  wcrt  thou  in  the  field  with  banner  spread  ? 
But  once:  and  then  thy  soldiers  manh'd  like  players. 
With  ffarinh  robes,  not  armour  ;  and  thyself 
Bedaub'd  with  gold,  rode  laughing  at  the  rest. 
Nodding  and  shaking  of  thy  spangled  crest. 
Where  woman's  favours  hung  like  lalwls  down. 

Lan.  And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  Heering  Scots, 
To  England's  high  disgrace,  have  miule  this  jig  :— 
Maidt  ofEnglandj  aore  may  you  moom^ 
For  your  lemmons  you  have  lost  at  Bennoek's  boTTiy 
With  a  heaw  arid  a  ho. 
WhtU  vttened  the  king  of  Enfjland, 
So  90on  to  have  woon  Scotland^ 
With  a  rOTnbelow  t 

Mort  Wigmore '  shall  fly  to  set  my  uncle  free. 

Lam.  And  when  'tis  gone,  our  swords  shall  purchase  more. 
If  ye  be  roov'd,  revenge  it  as  you  can  ; 

Look  next  to  see  us  with  our  ensigns  spread.  {ExeuiU  Kohla. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  2,] 
*  A  principal  manoi  beloaging  to  the  Moitiniers. 
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TKe  Kirtg  being  deposed,  surreinders  his  oroum  inlc  ike  kand« 
the  BiskQD  of  Winchester  arid  the  Ea/rl  of  LeiceaUr  at  Ki 
lingwortk  Castle. 

Leic.  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament. 
Imagine  Killingworth  castle  weif  your  court. 
And  that  you  lay  fur  pleubure  here  a  space. 
Not  of  compulsion  or  necessitv- 

Edtv.  Leicester,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort  ine, 
Thy  tipccchen  long  ago  bad  ca»*d  ray  sorrows ; 
For  kmd  and  loving  haat  thou  alwa\-8  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  allayd, 
But  not  of  kings.     The  forest  deer  l>eing  struck. 
Runs  to  H  herb  thiit  clotietb  up  the  wounds  ; 
But  when  the  imperial  Hou'r  nesh  is  gor'd, 
He  rends  and  tears  it  with  his  wrathful  paw. 
And  liighiy  scorning  that  the  lowly  carta 
Should  itrink  liiH  blood,  mounts  up  to  th'  air. 
And  fio  it  fares  with  mr,  whose  dauntless  mind 
Th'  ambitious  Mortimer  would  seek  to  curb. 
And  that  unnatural  (|ueeii,  false  Isabel, 
That  thus  hath  pent  and  mew'd  me  in  a  prifton : 
For  such  outrageous  pasaiontt  claw  my  soul. 
As  with  the  wings  of  rancour  and  disdain 
Full  oft  am  I  soaring  up  to  high  hcav'n. 
To  'plain  me  to  the  gods  againat  them  both. 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  I  am  a  king, 
Methinkn  I  should  revenge  me  of  the  wrongs. 
That  Mortimer  and  Isabel  have  done. 
But  what  are  kings,  when  regiment  is  gone. 
But  perfect  whadows  in  a  Hunxhine  day  t 
My  nobles  rule,  I  bear  the  name  of  king ; 
I  wear  the  crown,  but  am  contraul'd  by  them, 
By  Mortimer,  and  my  unconstant  queen. 
Who  H[Mt»  niy  nuptial  bed  with  infamv ; 
Whilst  I  am  lodg'd  within  this  cave  of  care, 
Where  sorrow  at  my  elbow  still  attends, 
To  company  my  heart  with  sad  lamenU, 
'Hiat  bleeds  within  me  for  this  strange  exchange. 
But  tell  me,  must  I  now  resign  my  crown. 
To  make  usurping  Mortimer  a  king? 

Bish.  Vour  grace  mistakes ;  it  is  for  England's  good. 
And  princely  Edward's  right,  we  crave  the  crown. 

Edw.  No,  'tis  for  Mortimer,  not  Edward's  head  ; 
For  he's  a  lamb,  encompassed  by  wolves, 
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Wliicb  to  a  moment  will  abridge  his  life. 

Bat  if  proud  Mortimer  do  wear  this  crown, 

Heav'ns  turn  it  to  a  blaze  of  quenchless  Hre, 

Or  like  the  anakv  wreath  of  Tisiphon, 

Engirt  the  temples  uf  his  hateful  heiid  ; 

So  shall  not  EngUnd'it  vine»  be  perithed. 

But  Edward's  name  smrive,  though  Edward  dies. 

Leic.  My  lord,  why  waste  you  thus  tlie  time  away  ? 
TTiey  stay  your  answer :  will  you  yield  your  crown  f 

Edw.  Ah,  Leicester,  weigh  how  hardly  1  can  brook 
To  lose  my  crown  and  kingdom  uitliout  cause ; 
To  give  ambitiouH  Mortimer  my  right. 
That  like  a  mountain  overwhelms  my  bliss, 
In  which  extreme  my  mind  here  murther'd  it. 
But  what  the  heav'nit  appoint,  I  must  obev. 
Here,  take  my  crown  ;  tne  life  of  Edward  too  ; 
Two  kings  in  England  cannot  reign  at  once— 
But  stay  uwhitc,  let  me  be  king  till  night. 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  this  glittering  crown ; 
So  shall  mv  eves  receive  their  laat  content. 
My  head  the  latest  honour  due  to  it, 
And  jointly  Txith  yield  up  their  wished  right 
Contmue  ever,  thou  celestial  sun  ; 
Let  never  silent  night  ponew  this  clime ; 
Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element ; 
All  times  and  Masons,  rest  you  at  a  stay, 
That  Edward  may  be  still  fair  England's  king. 
But  day's  bright  Vieam  doth  vanish  fast  away. 
And  needs  I  must  resign  my  »-i«hed  crown. 
Inhuuian  creatures  I  nurs'd  with  tigers'  milk! 
Why  gape  you  for  your  sovereign's  overthrow? 
My  diadem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 
See,  monsters,  see,  I'll  wear  my  crown  again. 
VVhat,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  your  king .'' 
But,  haplesH  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led; 
They  pass  not  for  thy  &owns  as  late  they  did, 
But  seek  to  makt-  a  new-elected  king ; 
Which  Hlls  mv  mind  with  strange  despairing  thoughts. 
Which  thoug^t^  are  martyred  with  endless  toiments, 
And  in  thi^  torment  comfort  find  I  none. 
But  that  I  feel  the  crown  upon  my  head ; 
And  therefore  let  me  wear  it  yet  awhile; 

Mesa.   My  lord,  the  parliament  must  have  present  news, 
And  therefore  say,  will  you  resign  or  no  ? 

Edw.  I'll  not  resign  !  hut  whilst  I  live,  be  king. 
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Traitora  be  gone,  and  join  with  MortiRier. 

Elect,  conspire,  install,  do  what  you  will ; 

ITieir  blood  and  yours  shall  seal  these  treacheries ! 

Bish.  This  answer  we'll  return,  and  «>  farewell. 

Leic.  Call  them  again,  my  lord,  and  speak  them  fair; 
For  if  they  go,  the  prince  shall  luse  his  right. 

Edw.   Call  tliou  them  back  ;   I  have  no  [Kiwer  to  speak, 

Leic.  Mv  lord,  the  king  is  willing  to  I'esign. 

Bieh.  if  he  be  not,  let  him  choose. 

Edw.  O,  would  I  might !  hut  heav'n  and  earth  consphv 
To  make  me  miserable  I  here,  receive  my  crown  ; 
Receive  it  ?  no,  these  innw-ent  hands  of  mine 
Shall  not  be  guilty  of  so  foul  a  crime. 
He  of  you  all  that  moat  desires  my  blood, 
And  will  be  call'd  the  murtherer  of  a  king, 
Take  it.     What,  are  you  moved  ?  pity  you  nie.' 
Then  send  for  unrelenting  Mortimer, 
And  Isabel,  whose  eyes^  being  turn'd  to  steel, 
Will  sooner  sparkle  fire  than  she<l  a  tear. 
Yet  stiiy,  for  rather  than  I  will  look  on  them. 
Here,  here  :  now  sweet  God  of  heav'n. 
Make  me  despise  this  transitory  pomp, 
And  sit  for  ever  inthroniz'd  in  heav'n  I 
Come  death,  and  with  thy  fingers  close  my  eyes, 
Or,  if  I  live,  let  me  forget  myself. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.] 

Berkley  Castle.     The  king  is  left  alone  with.  LigfitborTV^ 
a  murderer. 

Edw.  Who's  there?  what  light  is  that?  wherefore  com'st  thou? 

Light.  To  comfort  you,  and  bring  you  jo\-ful  news, 

Edw.  Small  comfort  finds  poor  Edward  m  thy  looks. 
Villain,  !  know  thou  com'st  to  munier  me. 

Light.  To  murder  vou,  my  most  gracious  lord  1 
Far  is  it  from  my  heart  to  do  you  harm. 
The  queen  sent  me  to  sec  how  you  were  usM, 
For  she  relents  at  this  your  misery  : 
And  what  eyes  can  refrain  from  shedding  tears. 
To  see  a  king  in  this  most  piteoua  state  ? 

Edw.   Weep'at  thou  already?  list  a  while  to  me, 
And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  as  Gumey's'  is. 
Or  as  Matrevis','  hewn  from  the  Caucasus, 
Yet  will  it  melt,  ere  I  have  done  my  t&Ie. 

1  His  keepers. 
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dunf^n  where  they  keep  me  in  a  sink 
Wherein  the  filth  of  all'the  castle  falls. 

lAgkt.  O  villains? 

Edw.  And  there,  in  mire  and  puddle  have  I  stood 
This  ten  days'  npace :  and  lest  that  I  should  sleep. 
One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 
Thev  give  lue  bread  and  water,  being  a  king ; 
So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  Hustenance, 
Mv  mind^'s  disteniper*d,  and  my  bod\''s  numb'd, 
And  whether  I  have  timlw  or  no,  I  know  not. 
O,  would  my  blood  drop  out  from  every  vein, 
As  doth  this  water  fron»  my  tattered  robes ! 
Tell  Isabel  the  aueen,  I  look'd  not  thus, 
When  fur  her  Haiie  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 
And  there  unhon!*d  the  duke  of  Cleremont. 

Light  O,  speak  no  more,  my  lord  !  this  breaks  my  heart. 
Lie  on  this  b«l,  and  rest  yourself  awhile 

Edw.  These  looks  of  tnine  can  harbour  nought  but  death  : 
I  see  my  tragedy  written  in  thy  brows. 
Yet  stay  awhile,  forbear  thy  bloody  hand. 
And  let  me  see  the  stroke  before  it  comes, 
Tliat  eren  then  when  I  shall  hwe  xay  life. 
My  mind  may  be  more  stedfast  on  my  God. 

J/igkt.  What  means  your  highness  to  mistnitt  me  thusf^ 

Silw.   What  mean'st  thou  to  dissemble  with  me  thus  ? 

Light.  These  hands  were  never  stainM  with  innocent  blood. 
Nor  shall  they  now  be  tainted  with  a  king's. 

Edw.  Forgive  my  thought,  for  having  such  a  thought. 
One  jewel  have  1  left,  receive  thou  this. 
Still  fear  I,  and  I  know  not  what's  the  cause. 
But  every  joint  shakes  as  I  give  it  thee. 
O,  if  thou  harbour'st  murder  in  thy  heart. 
Let  this  gift  change  thy  mind,  and  save  thy  soul. 
Know  that  I  am  a  king :  Oh,  at  that  name 
I  feel  a  hell  of  grief.     SVhere  is  my  crown  ? 
Gone,  gone,  and  do  I  still  remain  alive  ? 

Light.  You're  overwatch'd,  my  lord,  lie  down  and  rest. 

Edw.  But  that  grief  keeps  me  waking,  I  should  sleep ; 
For  not  these  ten  days  have  these  eyelids  closed. 
Now  as  I  speak  they  fall,  and  yet  with  fear 
Open  again.     O  wherefore  sitt'st  thou  here  ? 

Light.  If  you  mistrust  me,  I'll  \ie  gone,  my  lord. 

Edw.  \o,  no,  for  if  thou  mean'st  to  murder  me. 
Thou  wilt  return  again  ;  and  therefore  stay. 

Light.  Ue  sleeps. 
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Edw.  O,  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  O,  staj  awhile 

tight  How  now,  my  lord? 

Edw.  Something  still  buzzeth  in  mine  ears. 
And  tells  me  if  I  sleep  I  never  wake ; 
This  fear  is  that  which  makes  me  tremble  thus. 
And  therefore  tell  nie,  wherefore  art  thou  come  ? 

Light.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  life ;  Matrevis,  come. 

Edw.  I  am  too  weak  and  feehle  to  resist : 
Assist  me,  sweet  God,  and  receive  tny  soul, 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  5.] 

This  tragedy  is  in  a  very  different  style  from  "  mighty  Tamburlaine."  The 
reluctant  pangs  of  abdicating  Royally  in  Edward  furnished  hints  which  Shakspeare 
scarce  improved  in  hie  Richard  the  Second;  and  the  death-ueiie  of  Mailowe'i 
king  moves  pity  and  terror  beyond  any  sceoe  ancient  oi  modern  with  which  I  am 

aci^uainted. 


THE  RICH  JEW  OF  MALTA.  A  TRAGEDY  [FIRST 
PLAYED  ABOUT  1589J.  BY  CHRISJTOrHER  M.\R. 
LOWE 

Barahas  the  Rick  Jew  in  his  GcuntiTig-houBet  with  heaps  of  gold 
before  him;  in  coniempUUion  of  hie  wealth. 

Bar.  So  that  of  thus  much  tliat  return  was  made ; 
And  of  the  third  part  of  the  Persian  ships 
There  was  a  venture  summ'd  and  satisfied. 
As  for  those  Samnites,^  and  the  men  of  Uzz, 
That  bought  my  Spanish  oiI»  and  wines  of  Greeoe, 
Here  have  1  purst  their  paltrj*  silverbings. 
Fie,  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  count  this  traali ! 
Well  fare  the  Arabians,  who  so  richly  pay 
Tlie  things  they  traffic  for  with  wedge  o^goid, 
Whereof  a  man  may  easily  in  a  day 
Tell  that,  which  mav  maintain  him  all  his  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  finger'd  groat. 
Would  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  coin  ; 
But  he  whose  ateel-barr'd  coders  are  cramm'd  full. 
And  all  his  life-time  hath  been  tired, 
Wear\ing  his  fingers'  ends  with  telling  it. 
Would  in  his  age  be  loth  to  lalwur  bo, 
And  for  a  pound  to  sweat  himself  to  death. 
Give  mc  the  merehants  of  the  Indian  mines, 

>  ["  Sabieaiis"  has  been  conjectured.) 
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it  trade  in  metal  of  the  ptirest  mould  ; 
The  wealthy  Moor,  that  in  the  eastern  rocks 
Without  controul  can  pick  his  richCT  up. 
And  in  his  house  heap  pe/irl  like  pebble-atones; 
Receive  thera  free  and  sell  them  by  the  weight. 
Bags  of  fiery  opals,  sapplures  ameth\-!its 
Jacinths,  hard  topajt,  p'ass-^reen  emeralds. 
Beauteous  rubies,  sparkling  diamonds, 
And  aeld-seeii  costly  stones  of  su  p-eat  price. 
As  one  of  them,  innifforently  rated. 
And  of  a  caract  of  tiiis  quality, 
May  serve  in  peril  of  calamity 
To  ransome  ^reat  kings  from  captivity. 
This  is  the  ware  wherein  consists  my  wealth  : 
And  thus  methinks  shuuld  men  of  judgment  frame 
Their  means  of  tniflic  from  the  vulgar  trade. 
And,  as  their  wealth  increaaeth,  so  inclose  - 
Infinite  riclies  in  a  little  room.  I 

But  now  bow  stands  the  wind  ? 
Into  what  comer  peem  my  Halcyon's  bill  ? 
Ha !  to  the  east  r  yes  :  see,  how  stands  the  vanes  ? 
East  and  by  south :  why  then,  I  hope  my.shipe, 
I  sent  for  Egypt  and  the  boniering  isles. 
Are  gotten  up  by  Niius*  winding  banks. 
Mine  aivoeies  from  Alexandria, 
Laden  with  spice  and  silica,  now  under  sail, 
Are  smoothlv  gliding  down  by  Cttndy  shore 
To  Malta,  through  our  Mediterranean  sea. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.1) 

Certain  TMrehaiUa  enter  and  inform  BarabaSt  that  hie  ahips 
from,  variotis  porta  ore  safe  <errived^  and  ruiing  in  Malta 
roads. — He  descants  on  the  temporal  condition  of  the  Jewa^ 
how  they  thrive  and  attain  to  great  worldly  prosperity,  in 
9pite  of  the  curae  denounced  againet  them. 

Thus  trolls  omr  fortune  in  by  land  and  sea. 
And  thus  are  we  on  ever}*  side  inrich'd. 
These  are  the  blessings  promis'd  to  the  Jews, 
And  herein  was  old  Abram's  happiness. 
What  more  may  Heaven  do  for  earthly  man. 
Than  thus  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps, 

sing  the  bowels  of  the  earth  for  them, 

ting  the  sea  their  servants,  and  the  H-inds 

'  [Edited  1.  GoUancx,  iS(^.  TtmpU  Dramatists.} 
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THE  TRAGICAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  AVD  DEATH 

■  OF  DOCrOH  FAUSTUS  [FIRST  PI^VYED  ABOUT  1588, 

■  FIRST     PUBLISHED    1(K)4]'.        BY     CHRISTOPHER 
M  MARLOWE 


How  FauBtue  fell  to  the  atvidy  of  tnagic. 


—  born  of  parents  base  of  stock 
In  Germiuiy«  within  a  towu  called  Rhodes : 
At  riper  veam  to  Wirtemberj^  he  went, 
Whereas  ois  kinsmen  chiefly  brought  him  up. 
So  much  be  profits  in  Divinity^ 
That  ahortlv  he  was  grac'd  with  Doctor"*  name. 
Excelling  af!,  and  sweetly  car  dispute 
In  the  heavenly  matters  of  theology  : 
Till  Bwoln  with  cuiming  and  a  self-conceit. 
His  waxen  wings  did  mount  above  hi$  reach, 
And  melting,  heavens  conspired  his  overthrow : 
For  falling  to  a  devilish  excrcixe. 
And  glutted  now  with  Learning's  golden  gifts. 
He  surfeits  on  the  cursed  necromancy. 
Nothing  so  sweet  as  magic  is  to  him, 
Which  he  prefers  before  his  chiefest  bliw. 


[Chorus.] 


Faustui  in  hia  sttidy  runs  through  the  circle  of  the  sciences ; 
and  being  satisfied  with  none  of  them,  determines  to  addict 
kvmBelf  to  magic. 

Fetust.  Settle  thy  studies,  Faustas,  and  begin 
To  sound  the  deptn  of  that  thou  wilt  profewt : 
Having  commenc'd,  he  a  Divine  in  show, 
Vet  level  at  the  end  of  even*  art. 
And  live  and  die  in  Aristotle's  works. 
Sweet  Anal_\-tics,  'tis  thou  hast  ravish'd  me. 
Bene  disaerere  est  finis  Loffices. 
Is,  to  dispute  well.  Logic's  chiefest  end  ? 
Affords  tnis  art  no  greater  miracle  ? 
Then  read  no  more ;  thou  hast  attain'd  that  end. 
A  greater  subject  fitteth  Faustus'  wit. 
Bid  (Economv  '  farewell :  and  Galen  come. 


■[This  pliy  if   not  divided  into  acu.      See   Mariowe's  TragUat  History  of 
Dr.  Pavtbu,  cd.  A.  W.  Wud,  4ih  ed.,  t^ni-l 

■[Mr.  A.  H.  Bollcn  tuggesu  Onwm*  on.\ 
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Be  a  physician,  Faustus,  heap  up  gold, 

And  be  etemiz'd  for  some  wondrous  cure, 

SuiriTmi'm  taTviim  viedicintv  aanitas  : 

The  etid  of  phyaic  is  our  bodies*  health. 

Whv,  Faustus ;  hast  thou  not  attained  that  end  ? 

Are  not  thy  bills  hung  up  as  monument!^, 

Whereby  whole  cities  have  escap'd  the  pliigue. 

And  di\'ers  desperate  maladies  been  cured  ? 

Yet  art  thou  still  hut  Faustus,  and  a  man. 

Couldst  thou  make  men  but  live  eternally, 

Or  being  dead  raise  men  to  life  again. 

Then  this  profession  were  to  be  esteein'd. 

)*hysic  farewell.     Where  is  Justinian  ? 

Si  U7MZ  eademque  rea  Ugat\LT  duobua^ 

Alter  rem,  alter  valorem  rei,  &c. 

A  petty  case  of  paltry  legacies. 

Exheredit/i^i  filium  non  potest  paUr^  nisi,  (fee. 

Such  is  the  subject  of  the  Institute, 

And  univenial  body  of  the  Law. 

This  study  fits  a  uiercenarv  drudge. 

Who  aims  at  nothing  but  external  trash. 

Too  servile  and  iltil)eral  for  uie. 

When  all  is  done.  Divinity  is  best, 

Jerome's  Hible,  Faustus  :  new  it  well, 

Stipendium  peccati  mors  est  t  ha  !  Stipendiuvi,  &c. 

The  reward  of  sin  is  death  :  that's  hard. 

Bipteeaase  neyamus,  fallvmur,  et  nulla  eat  in  nobis  ventaa. 

If  we  say  that  we  have  no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves,  and  there  is  no 

truth  in  ua 
\Vhy  then  belike  we  must  sin,  and  so  consequently  die. 
Av,  we  roust  die  an  everlasting  death. 
What  doctrine  call  you  this  ?     Cke  sera  sera : 
What  will  be  shall  be.     Divinity  adieu. 
These  Metaphysics  of  Magicians, 
And  necromantic  books,  are  heavenly. 
Lines,  Circles  Letters,  Characters  : 
Ay,  these  are  those  that  Faustus  most  desires. 
O  what  a  world  of  profit  and  delight, 
Of  power,  of  honour,  and  omnipotence, 
Is  promised  to  the  studious  artisan  i 
All  things  that  move  between  the  quiet  poles 
Shall  be  at  my  command.     Emperors  and  Kings. 
Arc  but  obev'd  in  tl;eir  several  provinces  ; 
But  his  dommion  that  exceeds  in  this, 
Stretcheth  as  far  as  doth  the  mind  of  man  : 
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How  am  I  glutted  with  conceit  of  this  ! 
Shall  I  make  Spirits  fetch  me  what  I  please  ? 
Resolve  me  of  all  ambiguities  ? 
Perform  what  desperate  enterprises  I  will  ? 
rU  have  them  fly  to  India  for  gold, 
H&nHack  the  ocean  for  orient  pearl, 
And  search  all  comers  of  the  new-found  world 
For  pleasant  fruits  and  princely  deiieates. 
V\\  have  them  read  me  strange  philosophy  ; 
And  tell  the  aecretA  of  all  foreign  kings  : 
I'll  have  them  wall  all  Germany  with  bmas. 
And  with  swift  Rhine  circle  a.\\  VVirtemljerg  : 
I'll  have  them  till  the  public  schools  with  skill» 
WTierewith  the  students  shall  be  bravely  clad  : 
I'll  levy  soldiers  with  the  coin  they  bring. 
And  coAse  tiie  Prince  of  Parma  from  our  land  ; 
And  reign  sole  king  of  all  the  provim-es  : 
Yea,  stranger  engines  for  the  brunt  of  war. 
Than  was  the  fiery  keel  at  Antwerp  bridge, 
I'll  make  my  servile  Spirits  to  invent. 
Come,  German  V'aldes,  and  Cornelias 
And  make  me  wise  with  your  sage  conference. 

Enter  Valdes  and  Cormfxiur. 

Faust  Valdes,  sweet  Valdes,  and  Cornelias, 
Know  that  your  words  have  won  me  at  the  last 
To  practise  magic  and  concealed  Arts. 
Philosophy  is  odious  and  obscure : 
Both  Law  and  Ph\'sic  are  for  petty  wits : 
^in  Magic,  Magic,  that  hatli  ravish'd  me. 
Tlien,  gentle  friends,  aid  n»e  in  this  attempt ; 
And  I,  that  have  with  subtil  syllogisms 
Graveird  the  Pastors  of  the  German  Church, 
And  made  the  flowering  pride  of  Wirteinberg 
Swarm  to  my  problems,  as  th'  inlcrnal  Spiribi 
On  sweet  Mussus  when  he  came  to  hell. 
Will  be  as  cunning  as  Agrippa  was, 
Whose  shadow  made  all  Europe  honour  him. 

Vald.  Faustu-s,  Utoite  Ixinks,  thy  wit,  and  our  experience, 
Siudl  moke  all  nations  canonize  us. 

'  [Potuteen  titKi  amiued.] 
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As  Indian  Moors  obey  tbeir  Spanish  lords, 

So  shall  the  Spirits  of  every  element 

Be  always  serviceable  to  us  three  : 

Like  Lions  shall  they  guard  us  when  we  please ; 

Like  Almain  Rutten«  with  their  horsemen's  staves, 

Or  Lapland  Giants  trotting  by  our  sides  : 

Sometamcs  like  Women,  or  unwedded  Maids, 

Shadowing  mroe  beauty  in  their  airy  brows 

Than  have  the  white  breasts  of  the  Queen  of  Love. 

Com.  The  miracles  that  niogit-  will  perform. 
Will  make  thee  vow  tu  study  iiutliing  else. 
He  that  is  grounded  in  astrology, 
Inricht  with  tongues,  well  seen  in  minerals. 
Hath  all  the  principles  magic  doth  require. 

Faust.  Come  show  me  some  demonstrations  magical, 
That  I  may  conjure  in  some  bushy  grove. 
And  have  these  joys  in  full  possession. 

Void.  Then  haste  thee  tu  tiome  solitary  grove, 
And  bear  wise  Bacon's  and  Albanus'  works, 
ITie  Hebrew  Psalter,  and  New  Testament ; 
And  whatsoever  else  is  requisite 
We  will  inf(Hin  thee,  ere  our  conference  cease. 

[Sc.  L] 

Fauslva  being  inatrtieted  in  Ike  eUmenU  of  magic  by  hia  friends 
Valdea  and  GomsliuSj  sella  His  eoul  to  the  devu^  to  have  an 
Evil  Spirit  at  hia  eommiMnd  for  twenty-fotir  years. — When 
the  years  are  expired,  the  devils  c/atm  hia  aoul. 

FAonus,  the  night  of  hia  death.     Wagnck,  hia  servant. 

Faiiat.  Say,  AVogiier,  thou  hast  perused  my  will. 
How  dost  thou  like  it  ? 

Wag.  Sir,  so  wtmdrous  well, 
As  in  all  humble  duty  I  do  yield 
My  life  and  lasting  sei\ice  for  your  lore.  [BxU. 

Three  Scholara  enter. 

Fauat.  Gramercy,  Wagner. 

Welcome,  Gentlemen-  

First   Sch,  Now,   worthy   Faustus,   methinks   your   looks   are 
changed. 

Fauat.  0,  Gentlemen. 

See.  Sch.  What  ails  Faustus  ? 

Faust.  Ah,  my  sweet  chamber-fellow,  had  I  lived   with  thee. 
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then  had  I  li\''d  still,  but  nov  must  die  etem&Uy.  Look,  Sirs, 
comes  he  not  ?  comes  he  not  ? 

First  Sch.  O  my  dear  KuuhIus,  what  iuiparts  this  fear  ? 

Sf,c.  Sch,   Is  all  our  pleasure  tuniM  to  melancholy? 

Third  Sch.  He  is  not  well  with  being  over  solit^y. 

Hec.  Sch.  If  it  be  so,  we  will  have  pbysiciazu,  and  Fauitus  shall 
be  cured. 

Third  Sck.  TIs  but  a  surfeit.  Sir ;  fear  nothing. 

Faust.  A  surfeit  of  a  deadly  sio  that  hath  danui'd  both  body 
and  soul. 

Sec.  Sch.  Yet,  Faustus,  look  up  to  heaTen,  and  remember,  mercy 
is  infinite. 

Faust.  But  Faustus'  offence  can  ne'er  bepardoned.  The  serpent 
that  tempted  Eve  may  be  saved,  but  not  raustus.  O,  Gentlemen, 
hear  me  with  patience,  and  tremble  not  at  my  speeches.  Though 
my  heart  pant  and  quiver  to  remember  that  I  have  been  a  student 
here  these  Uiirty  yeani.  ()  would  I  had  ne'er  seen  \Virtend)erg, 
never  read  book!  and  what  wonders  I  have  done,  all  Germany 
can  witness,  yea  all  the  world :  for  which,  Faustus  hath  lost  both 
Germany  ana  the  world  :  yea  heaven  ibielf,  heaven  Uie  seal  of  God, 
the  throne  of  the  blessed,  the  kingdom  of  joy,  and  must  remain  in 
hell  for  ever.  Hell,  O  hell,  for  ever.  Sweet  friends,  what  shall 
become  of  Faustus  being  in  hell  for  ever  ? 

Sec.  Sch.  Yet,  Faustus,  call  on  God. 

Faust.  On  God  whom  Faustus  hath  abjured?  on  God  whom 
FaU8tus  hath  blasphemed .''  O  my  God,  1  would  weei),  but  the 
devil  draws  in  my  tears.  Gush  forth  blood  iastead  of^  tears,  yea. 
life  and  soul.  Oh,  he  stays  my  tongue :  1  would  lift  up  my  hands, 
but  see,  they  hold  'em,  they  hold  *em. 

Scholars.  Who,  Faustus  ? 

Fttfust.  Why,  Lucifer  and  Mephostophilis.  0,  gentlemen,  I  gave 
them  my  soul  fur  my  cunning. 

SchoCarra.  O  GikI  forbid. 

Faust.  God  forbid  it  indeed,  but  Faustus  hath  done  it :  for  the 
vain  pleasure  of  four-aud-twontv  years  hath  Faustus  lost  eternal 
joy  and  felicity.  I  writ  Lhem  a  LiU  with  mine  own  blood,  the  date 
u  expired  :  this  is  the  time,  and  he  will  fetch  me. 

First  Sch.  Why  did  not  Faustus  tell  us  of  this  before,  that 
Divines  might  have  prayed  for  thee? 

Faust.  Oft  have  I  thought  to  ha%*e  done  so;  but  the  devil 
threatened  to  tear  me  in  pieces  if  I  named  God ;  to  fetch  me  body 
and  sou]  if  1  once  gave  ear  to  divinity :  and  now  it  is  too  late. 
Gentlemen,  away,  lest  you  perish  with  me. 

Sec.  Sch.  O  what  may  we  ^o  to  save  Faustus  ? 

FaviSt.  Talk  not  of  me,  but  save  yourselves  and  depart. 
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faiut.  OFmortxB, 
Now  bait  tiioD  bat  ooe  bare  hoar  t»  fi*c^ 
And  then  tboa  laaft  be  damo^d  popetiuIlT. 
Stand  jttill,  jroa  ever-aicnruig  Hiherea  of  heaTeo, 
Hut  time  maj-  ceaH*  aad  nudo^t  nerer  cook. 
Fair  Natare**  eje,  riiei  riie  again*  and  make 
Ferpetoal  day :  or  let  tbk  boar  be  bat 
A  year,  a  montb,  a  week,  a  natnral  daj, 
Hiat  Faostoi  maj  repent  and  save  his  soul 
0  UnU  Unte  ewrrite  noetU  tJ]ui. 
The  «tan  move  ttilL,  time  rum,  the  clock  will  ftrike. 
The  deril  will  cook,  and  Fauiitus  must  be  damnM. 
O,  I  will  leap  to  heaven :  who  pulls  me  down  ? 
See  where  Cnrisf «  blood  itreams  in  the  Hrroament : 
One  drop  of  bKxxl  will  save  me :  O,  mv  Christ, 
Rend  not  my  heart  for  naming  of  my  Christ. 
Yet  will  I  call  on  him  :  O  spare  me,  Locifer. 
Where  i«  it  now  ?  'tis  gone ; 
And  ACT,  a  tlircat'ning  arm,  and  angrv  brow. 
Muunlaitui  and  IiiUa  come,  come,  and  fall  on  me, 
And  hifle  nie  from  the  heavy  wrath  of  heaven. 
No?  then  will  I  headlong  run  into  the  earth: 
Gape  earth.     O  no,  it  will  not  harbour  me. 
Yini  Htant  that  reign'd  at  my  nativity, 
Whi^w  influence  have  allotted  death  and  bell. 
Now  drnw  up  Fauittus  like  a  foggy  mint 
Into  the  entrails  of  yon  labouring  cloud  ; 
ITial  when  you  vomit  forth  into  the  air, 
My  linilw  may  iwuc  from  your  smoaky  mouths, 
](ut  let  my  huuI  niuuiit  and  ascend  to  heaven. 
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The  vHUeh  etrikes. 

O  half  the  hour  is  past :  'twill  all  be  past  anoa 

O  if  my  Boul  must  Bu^r  for  my  sin, 

Impose  some  end  to  my  incessant  pain. 

Let  Faustus  live  in  heU  a  thousand  years, 

A  hundred  thousand,  and  at  the  last  be  saved  : 

No  end  is  limited  to  damned  souls. 

Why  wert  thou  not  a  creature  wanting  soul  ? 

Or  why  is  this  immortal  that  thou  hast  P 

O  Pythafforas'  Metempsydiosis !  were  that  true. 

This  soulshould  fly  from  me,  and  I  be  changed 

Into  some  brutish  beast 

All  beasts  are  happy,  for  when  they  die, 

llieir  souls  are  soon  dissolved  in  elements : 

But  mine  must  live  still  to  be  plagued  in  heU. 

Curst  be  the  parents  that  engendered  me  : 

No,  Faustus,  curse  thyself,  curse  Lucifer, 

That  hath  deprived  uiee  of  the  joys  of  heaven. 

The  lUoek  strikes  ttoelve. 

It  strikes,  it  strikes  ;  now,  body,  turn  to  air, 
Or  Lucifer  will  bear  thee  quick  to  hell. 
O  soul,  be  changed  into  snkall  water  drops. 
And  &11  into  w  ocean ;  ne'er  be  found. 

Thv/ndeTf  and  erUer  the  Devils. 

O  mezcy.  Heaven  t  look  not  so  fierce  on  me. 
Adders  and  serpents,  let  me  breathe  awhile : 
Ugly  hell  gape  not ;  come  not,  Lucifer : 
ru  Sum  my  Dooks :  0,  Mephostophilis  1  ^ 

[Sc.  xiv.] 
Enter  SehoUtrs. 

First  8eh,  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  go  visit  Faustus, 
For  such  a  dreadful  night  was  never  seen 
Since  first  the  wtnrld'a  creation  did  b^n ; 
Such  fearful  shrieks  and  cries  were  never  heard. 
Pray  heaven  the  Doctor  have  escaped  the  dai^ier. 

See,  Seh.  O  help  us  heavens  I  see  ha%  are  Faustus'  limbs 
All  torn  asunder  by  the  hand  of  death. 

Third  Seh.  The  devil  whom  Faustus  served  hath  torn  him  thus : 

*  [Enter  chorus  snd  with  d^t  lines  the  play  ends.] 

VOL.  rv.— 3 
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For  ''twixt  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,  methought, 
I  heard  him  shriek  and  call  aloud  for  help ; 
At  which  same  time  the  house  seem'd  all  on  fire 
With  dreadful  horror  of  these  damned  fiends. 

860.  Sch.  Well,  gentlemen,  though  Faustus'  end  be  such 
As  every  Christian  neart  laments  to  think  on ; 
Yet,  for  he  was  a  scholar  once  admired 
For  wondrous  knowledge  in  our  Gr^'man  schools, 
We'll  give  his  mangled  limbe  due  burial ; 
And  all  the  scholars,  cloth'd  in  mourning  black. 
Shall  wait  inmn  his  heavy  funeral. 

Chorvs.  Cut  is  the  branch  that  might  have  grown  full  straight. 
And  burned  is  Apollo's  laurel  bough 
That  sometime  grew  within  this  learned  man : 
Faustus  is  gone     Regard  his  hellish  fall,* 
Whose  fiendful  fortune  may  exhort  the  wise 
Only  to  wonder  at  unlawful  things : 
Whose  deepness  doth  entice  such  forward  wits 
To  practise  more  than  heavenly  power  permits. 

[Sc.  xvia.1] 

The  growing  horrorB  of  Faastus  are  awfully  marked  by  the  hours  and  tudf-boura 
as  they  expire  and  bring  him  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  exactment  ot  his  dire  compact. 
It  is  indeed  an  agony  and  bloody  sweat. 

Marlowe  is  said  to  have  been  tainted  with  atheistical  positions,  to  have  denied 
God  and  the  Trinity.  To  such  a  genius  the  History  of  Faustus  mast  have  been 
delectable  food :  to  wanda  in  fields  where  curiosity  is  forbidden  to  go,  to  approach 
the  dark  gulf  near  enough  to  look  in,  to  be  busied  in  speculations  which  are  the 
rottenest  part  of  the  core  of  the  fruit  that  Cell  from  the  Tree  of  Knowledge.  Barabaa 
the  Jew,  and  Faustus  the  Conjurer,  are  offsprings  of  a  mind  which  at  least  delighted 
to  dally  with  interdicted  subjects.  They  bom  talk  a  language  which  a  bduever 
would  have  been  tender  of  patting  into  the  mouth  of  a  character  though  but  in 
6ction.  But  the  holiest  minds  have  sometimes  not  thought  it  blameable  to  counter- 
feit impiety  in  the  person  of  another,  to  bring  Vice  in  upon  the  stage  speaking  her 
own  dialect,  and,  memselves  beine  aimed  with  an  Unction  of  seu'-confident  im- 
punity, have  not  scrupled  to  hancue  and  touch  that  familiarly,  which  would  be 
death  to  others.  Milton  in  the  person  of  Satan  has  started  speculations  hardier 
than  any  which  the  feeble  armoury  of  the  atheist  ever  furnished ;  and  the  precise 
strait-laced  Richardson  has  strengthened  Vice,  from  the  mouth  of  Lovelace,  with 
entangling  sophistries  and  abstruse  pleas  against  her  adversary  Virtue  which 
Sedley,  Villiers,  and  Rochester,  wanted  depth  of  libertinism  siuBcient  to  have 
invented. 

■  [This  Scene  is  given  by  Bullen  in  his  Appendix  to  "  Fanstns,"  see  Marlowe's 
Works,  vol.  i.,  p.  324.] 
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THE  HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL;  A  COMEDY  [PUB- 
LISHED 1614],  BY  ROBERT  TAILOR  [FLOURISHED 
1614] 

CorrocuA  appoints  hia  friend  Albert  to  meet  Aim  before  the 
break  of  day  ai  the  house  of  the  old  Lord  Wealthy,  whose 
daughter  Maria  has  consented  to  a  stolen  match  vnth 
CarraeuB. — Albert,  arriving  before  his  friend,  is  mis- 
taken by  Maria  for  Carracus,  and  takes  advantage  of  the 
night  to  wrong  hie  friend. 

Enter  Albert,  solus. 

Alh.  This  is  the  green,  and  this  the  chamber-window ; 
And  see,  the  appointed  light  stands  in  the  casement, 
Tlie  hidder  of  ropes  set  onierly. 
Yet  he  that  should  ascend,  slow  in  bis  haste. 
Is  not  as  yet  come  hither. 
Were  it  any  friend  that  lives  but  Carracus, 
Pd  try  the  bliss  which  this  fine  time  presents. 
Appoint  to  carry  hence  so  rare  an  heir, 
And  be  so  sladrf  Woot,  it  doth  move  my  patience. 
Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  sense 
Not  have  watch'd  night  by  night  for  such  a  prize  ? 
Her  beauty's  so  attractive,  that  by  Heaven 
My  heart  half  grants  to  do  my  fnend  a  wrong. 
For^o  these  thoughts,  Albert,  be  not  a  slave 
To  thy  affection  ;  do  not  falsify 
Thy  faith  to  him  whose  only  firiendship's  worth 
A  world  of  women.     He  is  such  a  one, 
Tliou  canst  not  live  without  his  good. 
He  is  and  was  ever  as  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

[Maria  beckoTia  him  from  the  window. 

'Sfoot,  see,  she  beckons  me  for  Carracua 

^lalJ  my  base  purity  cause  me  neglect 

lliia  present  happiness  ?  I  will  obtain  it, 

Spite  of  my  timorous  conscience.     I  am  in  person. 

Habit  and  all,  so  like  to  Carracus, 

It  may  be  acted  and  ne'er  call'd  in  question. 

Mar,  {caUs)  Hist !  Carracus,  ascend : 
All  is  as  clear  as  in  our  hearts  we  wish'd. 

Mar.  O  love,  why  do  you  so  ? 

[Albert  ascends,  and  being  on  the  Um 
of  the  ladder,  puts  out  the  candle. 
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Alb.  I  heaxrl  the  9tep«  of  some  coming  this  war. 
Did  Tou  not  hear  Albert  past  by  a*  yet  ? 

Mar.  Not  any  creature  pom  this  way  this  hoar. 

Alb.  Then  be  intends  just  at  the  break  of  dar 
To  lend  his  trustv  help  to  otir  departure. 

Mar.  Come  then,  dear  Ca.rratas,  tliou  now  sbalt  rest 
Upon  that  bed  where  fancy  oft  hath  thought  thee; 
Which  kindne^i  until  now  I  ne'er  did  grant  thee. 
Nor  would  I  now  but  that  thy  toval  faith 
I  have  so  often  tried  ;  even  now. 
Seeing  thee  come  to  that  most  honour'd  end, 
Through  all  the  dangers  which  black  night  presents, 
For  to  convey  me  himce  and  marry  me.*      l**^!/  9^  ^'^• 

Enter  Careaccs,  to  hia  appointmenL 

Car.  How  pleasing  are  the  titepti  we  lovers  make. 
When  in  the  paths  of  our  content  we  pace. 
To  meet  our  longings  !  what  happiness  it  is 
For  man  to  love  !  but,  oh,  what  greater  bliss 
To  low  and  be  belor'd  !  <)  what  one  virtue 
E'er  reign'd  in  me,  that  I  should  be  enrich*d 
With  all  earth's  good  at  once  ?     I  have  a  friend, 
Selected  by  the  heavens  as  a  gift 
To  nxake  mc  happy  whilst  I  live  on  earth  ; 
A  man  so  rare  of  goodness,  firm  of  faith. 
That  earth'n  content  must  vanish  in  his  death. 
'ITicn  for  my  love  and  mUtress  of  my  soul, 
A  maid  of  rich  endowments,  beautified 
With  all  the  virtues  nature  could  bestow 
Upon  mortality,  who  this  happy  night 
Will  make  me  gainer  of  her  I)ea^'enly  self. 
Ami  see,  how  suddenly  I  have  attain'd 
To  the  abode  of  my  desired  wi.shes  ! 
This  i«  the  green  ;  how  dark  the  night  appears ! 
I  cannot  hear  the  tread  of  my  true  friend. 
Albert !  hist,  Albert  I — he's  not  come  as  yet. 
Nor  is  the  appointed  light  set  in  the  window. 
Wliat  if  I  call  Maria  ?  it  may  be 
She  feared  to  set  a  light,  and  only  heark'neth 
To  hear  my  steps  ;  and  yet  I  dare  not  call, 
Jjest  1  betray  m\'self,<and  that  mv  voice, 
Thinking  to  enter  in  the  ears  of  her. 
Be  of  some  other  heard  :   no,  I  will  stay 

■[Two  lines  omitted.] 
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Until  the  cximiDg  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 

But  now  think,  Carracus,  what  the  end  will  be 

Of  this  thou  dost  determine :  thou  art  come 

Hither  to  rob  u  father  of  that  wealth 

That  aolely  lengtheiiH  hit  now  drooping  }'ea^^ 

H»  Tirtuous  dftuj^hter,  and  all  (of  that  sex)  left 

To  make  hint  happy  in  his  aged  days. 

The  loss  of  her  may  c-au.se  him  to  despair, 

lYansport  his  near-decaying  sense  to  frenzy, 

Or  to  some  such  abhorred  inconveniency 

Whereto  frail  a^  is  subject,     t  do  too  ill  in  this, 

And  nuM  not  think  but  that  a  father's  plaint 

Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 

Upon  the  heiul  of  di.sobi;ilienL*v. 

Yet  reason  tells  us,  parents  are  o'eraeen. 

When  with  too  titrict  u  rein  they  do  hold  tn 

Their  child's  affectian.s  and  controul  that  love 

Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with  ; 

WTien  in  their  shallowest  jud^nents  they  may  know, 

..\tfection  crost  brings  misery  tuid  woe. 

But  whilst  1  run  coiiteniplaLiug  on  this, 

I  softly  pace  to  my  desired  blias. 

ril  go  into  the  next  field,  where  my  friend 

Told  me  the  horses  were  in  readiness.  [JBxit, 

Albekt  descending  from  Maiua. 

Mar.  But  du  not  stay.     What  if  you  find  not  iiVlbert  ? 

Alb.  I'll  then  return  alone  to  fetch  you  hence. 

Mar.  If  you  should  now  deceive  me,  having  gainM 
What  yon  men  seek  for—  v 

^^6.  Sooner  I'll  deceive  ^ 

My  loul — and  so  1  fear  I  have.  [Aside. 

Mar.  At  your  first  call  I  will  descend. 

Alh.  Till  when,  this  touch  of  lips  be  the  true  pledge 
Of  Carracus'  constant  true  devoted  love. 

Mar.  Be  sure  you  stay  not  long  ;  farewell. 
I  cannot  lend  an  ear  to  bear  you  part.  [Maria  (/oea  in. 

Alb.   But  you  did  lend  a  hand  unto  my  entrance. 

[He  descends. 

Alb.  (solus)  How  I  have  wrong'd  my  friend,  my  faithful  friend  ! 
Kobb'd  hioi  of  what'ii  more  precious  than  his  blooo. 
His  earthly  heaven,  the  unspotted  honour 
Of  his  soul-jo}Tng  mistress  I  the  fruition  of  whose  bed 
[  yet  am  warm  of;  whilst  dear  Carracus 
Wanders  this  cold  night  tiirough  tlie  unshelt'riug  field 
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WHh  mj  trae  fiieod.     But  nov,  when  jot  ahoold  ht. 

Who  bat  a  dsamM  one  would  have  doae  like  me  ? 

He  hath  been  mmied  imw  mt  tcait  a  an^ ; 

lo  aU  which  thoe  I  han  not  aatst  bdheU  Urn. 

Thk  is  fab  hooK. 

ni  call  to  know  fas  beatti^  but  win  doI  see  him ; 

Mv  looks  vouU  theo  bedmr  me,  for,  flfaoaU  he  ask 

My  caoK  of  wtiatng  mdtw  or  the  like, 

loDoldnot  bat  lerad,  and  io  ponroo 

Wane  onto  Ul,  which  breeds  ooafadaa.*  [He  knoeka. 

A  Servant  opema. 

Aih.  b  the  master  of  the  hoose  within  ? 

8erv.  Yes,  manr,  is  be,  cir  :  woaU  joa  speak  with  him  ? 

Alb.  Mj  budnem  ii  oot  lo  traofalaooie : 
Is  he  in  hoftHfa  with  hs  late  apoaaed  wife  ? 

Serv.  Both  an  mrHKiig  «cll«  an*. 

Alh.  I  am  traly  glad  oa^ :  bicweU,  good  friend. 

Serv.  I  pny  rou,  let's  crave  your  name,  sir ;  I  mar  else  have 
anger. 

Aib.  Yoa  maT  sav,  one  Albert,  riding  bv  this  waj,  ooly  inquired 
tlKcr  health. 

Serv.  I  will  acquaint  ao  mocfa.  [BxU  aarv. 

Alb.  How  like  a  pcnaoDOQc  doctor  have  I  cone 
To  inquire  their  welfare,  knowing  that  mjself 
Have  gi»^n  the  potion  of  their  ne'er-recoveiT^ ; 
FcR-  vnidi  I  will  afflict  mrself  with  torture  ever. 
And  since  the  earth  yieltL  not  a  remedv 
AUe  to  salre  the  sores  mv  tust  hath  made, 
ni  now  take  farewell  of  soriety. 
And  the  abode  of  men,  to  ent^tais  a  life 
Fitting  my  fellowship  in  desert  woods, 
Where  beasts  like  me  consort  ;  there  may  I  live, 
Far  off  from  wronging  Tirtnoos  Carracus. 
TTiere^!!  no  Maria,  that  shall  satisfv 
My  hateful  liist  :  the  trees  shall  shelter 
ThiH  wretched  trunk  of  mine,  upoo  whose  barks 
1  will  DnjjTFive  the  story  of  my  sm. 
And  there  thw  short  breath  of  mortality 
I'll  luii^'li  up  in  thitt  repentant  state, 
Wlii-rc  not  the  ailureuienls  of  earth's  vanities 
I  Ml  rfakc  me  ;  there's  no  huts  for  lust, 

,\w  i,  .K..A  lu  ruin  ;  I  shall  then  be  free 

>  [A  line  sad  •  hiJf  omitlad.] 
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FVom  practising  the  art  of  treachery. 

Thither  then,  ateps,  where  auch  content  abides, 

Where  penitency  not  distiirb'd  may  grieve, 

Where  on  each  tree  and  springing  plant  I'll  carve 

This  heavy  moitn  of  my  misery, 

WTio  but  a  damn'd  one  could  have  done  like  me  t 


[ActiL] 
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UNGUA.  A  COMEDY  BY  ANTHONY  BREWER  [PUB- 
LISHED 1607,  NOT  BY  BREWER  BUT  BY  JOHN 
TOMKINS:    FLOURISHED  1610] 

The  ancient  Hebrew,  clad  with  mysteries  ; 

The  learned  Greek,  rich  in  tit  epitheU, 

Blest  in  the  lovely  marriage  of  pure  words  ; 

The  Chuldee  wise,  the  .\rabian  physical, 

The  Roman  eloquent,  and  Tuscan  grave, 

Tl>e  braving  Spanish,  and  the  smooth-tongued  French — 

[Acti.,  Sc.  \}] 

Tmgedy  amd  Comedy, 

—  fellows  both,  both  twinH,  but  so  unlike 

As  birth  to  death,  wedding  to  funeral : 

For  this  that  rears  hiniwlf  in  buskins  quaint. 

Is  pleasant  at  the  fint,  proud  in  the  midst, 

Stately  in  all,  and  bitter  death  at  end. 

That  m  the  pumps  doth  frown  at  first  aaniaintance, 

Trouble  Lhc  midst,  but  in  the  end  concludes 

Closing  up  all  witli  a  sweet  catastrophe. 

This  grave  and  sad,  distain'd  with  brinish  tears; 

That  light  and  quick,  with  wrinkled  laughter  painted : 

This  deals  with  nobles,  kings,  and  emperors, 

Full  of  great  feara,  great  hopes,  great  enteqjrizes  ; 

This  other  trades  with  men  of  mean  condition. 

His  projects  small,  small  hopes,  and  dangers  little: 

This  gorgeoa*.,  broider'd  with  rich  sentences ; 

That  fair,  and  pvirHe<l  round  with  merrintents. 

Both  vice  delect,  and  virtue  beautify. 

By  being  death's  mirror,  and  life's  looking-glass. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  2.] 

'[Dodalty,  cd.  HaiUtt,  vol.  ix.] 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  NERO  [FIRST  PRINTED  IffiM]. 
AUTHOR  UNCERTAIN 

Seenieal  PeraontUion. 

Tis  better  in  a  play 
Be  Agamemnon,  than  himself  indeed. 
How  oft,  with  danger  of  the  field  beset. 
Or  with  home-mutmies,  would  he  un-be 
Himself ;  or,  over  cruel  altars  weepine, 
Wish,  that  with  putting  off  a  vizard  he 
Might  his  true  inward  sorrow  lay  aside ! 
The  shows  of  things  are  better  than  themselves. 
How  doth  it  stir  this  airy  part  of  us 
To  hear  our  poets  tell  imagin'd  fights 
And  the  strange  blows  that  feigned  courage  gives ! 
When  I  Achilles  hear  upon  the  Stage 
Speak  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  soul, 
Methinks  I  too  could  on  a  Phrygian  ispear 
Run  boldly,  and  make  tales  for  after  times :  . 
But  when  we  come  to  act  it  in  the  deed. 
Death  mars  this  bravery,  and  the  ugly  fears 
Of  th'  other  world  sit  on  the  proudest  brow ; 
And  boasting  valour  loseth  his  red  cheek. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc  S.*] 


THE  MERRY  DEVIL  OF  EDMONTON  [PUBLISHED 
1608].     AUTHOR  UNCERTAIN  « 

MUlisent  the  fair  da/ugkter  of  Gla/re  wca  betrothed,  vjith  the 
eoTisent  of  her  pa/renta,  to  Raymond^  son  of  MotMiehenaey ; 
but  the  elder  Mov/aehenaey  being  since  fcdlen  in  hie  for- 
tunes, Gla/re  revokes  his  <^yn»ent,  wad  plots  a  marriage  for 
his  daughter  vrith  the  rich  heir  of  Jemingham.  Peter 
Fabd,  a  good  magician,  who  had  been  Tutor  to  young  Ra/y- 
inond  Mounehensey  at  College,  determines  by  the  aid  of 
his  a/rt  to  assist  his  pupil  in  obtaining  /air  MilUsent. 

Peteb  Fabel,  solus. 

Fob.  Good  old  Mounehensey,  is  thy  hap  so  ill. 
That  for  thy  bounty,  and  thy  royal  parts, 

HEd.  Walker,  TtmpU  DramaUsts.^ 

*  It  has  been  aacribed  without  much  proof  to  Shakapeare,  and  to  Michael  Dray- 
ton. 
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Iliy  kind  alliance  should  be  held  in  scom ; 

And  after  all  these  promises  by  Clare, 

Refuse  to  give  his  daughter  to  thy  son. 

Only  because  thy  revenues  cannot  reach 

To  make  her  dowage  of  so  rich  a  jointure, 

As  can  the  heir  of  wealthy  Jemingham  ? 

And  therefore  is  the  false  fox  now  in  hand 

To  strike  a  match  betwixt  her  and  the  other. 

And  the  old  grey-beaids  now  are  close  together. 

Plotting  in  the  garden.     Is  it  even  so  ? 

Raymond  Mounchensey,  boy,  have  thou  and  I 

Tlius  long  at  Cambridge  read  the  liberal  arts. 

The  metaphysics,  magic,  and  those  parts 

Of  the  most  secret  deep  philosophy  ? 

Have  I  so  many  melancholy  nights 

Watch'd  on  the  top  of  Peter  House  highest  tower  ? 

And  come  we  back  unto  our  native  home. 

For  want  of  skill  to  lose  the  wench  thou  lovest  ? 

We'll  first  hang  Envil  ^  in  such  rings  of  mist. 

As  never  rose  from  any  dampish  fen  ; 

1*11  make  the  brinish  sea  to  rise  at  Ware, 

And  drown  the  marshes  unto  Stratford  bridge ; 

I'll  drive  the  deer  from  Waltham  in  their  walks 

And  scatter  them  like  sheep  in  every  field : 

We  may  perhaps  be  cross'a  ;  but  if  we  be, 

He  shall  cross  the  devil  that  but  crosses  me. 

But  here  comes  Raymond  disconsolate  and  sad ; 

And  Yiece  comes  the  gallant  must  have  his  wench. 

SnUr  Raymond  Mounchensey,  yov/ng  Jekninohau,  cmd 
young  Clare. 

Jem,  I  prithee,  Raymond,  leave  these  solemn  dumps ; 
Revive  thy  spirits ;  thou  that  before  hast  been 
More  watchful  than  the  day-proclaiming  clock, 
As  sportive  as  a  kid,  as  fi^ank  and  merry 
As  mirth  herself — 

If  aught  in  me  may  thy  content  procure. 
It  is  tky  own,  thou  mayest  thyself  assure. 

Raym,  Ha !  Jemingham,  if  any  but  thyself 
Had  spoke  that  word,  it  would  have  come  as  cold 
As  the  bleak  northern  winds  upon  the  face  of  winter. 
FVom  thee,  they  have  some  power  on  my  blood ; 

•EofieU. 
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Yet  being  from  thee,  had  but  that  hoUow  •ound 
Come  from  the  lips  of  anj  livii^  man. 
It  might  have  won  the  credit  of  mine  ear : 
From  thee  it  cannot 

Jem,  If  I  understand  thee,  I  am  a  villain ; 
What !  duet  thou  speak  in  parahles  to  thv  friend  ? ' 

Fah.  (to  Jrm.)  You  are  the  man,  sir,  must  have  Millisent. 
The  match  is  maldng  in  the  raden  now  ; 
Her  jointure  is  agreed  on,  and  the  old  men 
Your  fathers  mean  to  launch  their  purey  b^. 
But  in  mean  time  to  thru>»t  Mounchense^'  on. 
For  colour  of  this  new  intended  match, 
Fair  Millisent  to  Cheston '  must  be  aent, 
To  take  the  approbation  of  a  Nun. 
NVer  look  upon  we,  lad  ;  the  match  is  done. 

Jetm.  K&ymond  Mounchensev,  now  I  touch  thy  grief 
With  the  true  feeling  of  a  zealous  friend. 
And  as  for  thy  fair  beauteous  Millisent, 
With  my  vain  breath  1  will  not  seek  to  slubber 
Her  angel-like  perfertioas.     But  thou  know'st 
That  l^aex  hatn  the  saint  that  I  adore. 
Where'er  didst  meet  me,  that  we  two  were  joWal, 
Hut  like  a  wag  thou  hast  not  laugh'd  at  me, 
And  with  regaitltess  jesting  mock'd  my  love  ? 
How  nmnv  a  sad  ana  wearv  Kummer's  night 
My  vighs  \uKve  drunk  the  <few  from  off  the  earth. 
And  I  have  taught  the  nightingale  to  wake. 
Ami  from  Uie  meadows  spning  the  early  lark 
An  Iiour  liefoix-  she  should  have  list  to  sing ! 
I  have  liNiilcd  the  pour  minutes  with  mv  moans, 
'V\wi  I  lm\'e  made  tl»e  heavy  slow-pAc*a  hours 
To  hitng  like  heavy  clogs  ufxin  the  day. 
itut,  dear  Mounchensev,  had  not  my  affection 
Heix'd  tin  the  l)eHUty  ui  another  dame, 
llefore  IVI  wntng  the  chiwe,  and  lea\-e  the  love 
( }f  uric  Ml  worthy,  and  so  tn>e  a  friend, 
I  will  iiltlure  both  Iwiiuty  tind  her  sight. 
And  will  in  love  Ixrcome  a  counterfeit 

Itmjm    IVitr  Jrrniiighaui,  thou  hast  begot  my  life. 
And  uum  lilt'  uioulli  of  hell,  where  now  1  sat, 
I  feitl  my  itpirit  ivl>i>untl  iigainitt  the  stars; 
'n»«u  litwi  cniHiuerM  me.  dc)»r  friend,  and  my  free  soul 
Kur  timv  iinr  doiith  fan  hy  their  jwwcr  controuL 


'  ITwinix-ont  lima  omitnd.] 


*CbeshaiiL 


THE  MERRY  DEVIL  OF  EDMONTON  45 

Fah.  Frank  Jerningbam,  thou  art  a  gallant  boy  • 
And  were  he  not  my  pupil,  I  would  say. 
He  were  as  fine  a  metal'd  Grentleman, 
Of  as  free  a  ^irit,  and  as  fine  a  temper, 
As  any  in  £ngland  ;  and  he  u  a  man. 
Hut  very  richly  may  deserve  thy  love. 
But,  noble  Clare,  this  while  of  our  discourse. 
What  may  Mounchensey's  honour  to  thyself 
Exact  Qpon  the  measure  of  thy  grace? 

Cla.  Raymond  Mounchensey,  I  would  have  thee  know. 
He  does  not  Iveathe  this  air, 
Whose  love  I  cherish,  and  whose  soul  I  love, 
More  than  Mounchenseys : 
Nor  ever  in  my  life  did  see  the  man. 
Whom  for  his  wit,  and  many  virtuous  ports, 
I  think  more  worUiy  of  my  sister's  love 
But  since  the  matter  grows  into  this  pass, 
I  must  not  seem  to  cross  my  father's  will ; 
But  when  thou  list  to  visit  her  by  night, 
My  horse  is  saddled,  and  the  stable  (uxir 
Stands  ready  for  thee ;  use  them  at  thy  pleasure. 
In  honest  marriage  wed  her  frankly,  boy. 
And  if  thou  get'st  her,  lad,  God  give  thee  joy. 

RayrrL  Hien  care  away  1  let  fate  my  fall  pretend, 
Back'd  with  the  favours  of  so  true  a  friend 

Fah.  Let  us  alone  to  bustle  for  the  set ; 
For  age  and  craft  with  wit  and  art  hath  met. 
ni  make  my  Spirits  dance  such  nightly  jigs 
Along  the  way  'twixt  this  and  ToVnam  Cross, 
Tlie  carriers'  jades  diall  cast  their  heavy  packs, 
And  the  strong  hedges  scarce  shall  keep  them  in. 
Tlie  milk-maid^  cuts  shall  turn  the  wenches  off. 
And  lay  their  dossers  tumbling  in  the  dust : 
The  frnnk  and  merry  London  prentices. 
That  come  for  cream  and  lusty  country  cheer. 
Shall  lose  their  way,  and  scrambling  in  the  ditches 
All  night,  shall  whoop  and  hollow,  cry,  and  call. 
And  none  to  other  find  the  way  at  all. 

Raym,  Pursue  the  project,  scholar ;  what  we  can  do 
To  help  endeavour,  jom  our  lives  thereto.^ 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  8.»] 

>  Thii  scene  hat  much  of  Shaltspeare'i  maniier  in  the  sweetness  uid  eoodna,tuied- 
nau  of  ic  It  seems  written  to  nuke  the  Reader  happy.  Few  of  our  ^amatista  or 
aoveUatt  have  attoided  enough  to  this.  They  totture  and  wound  us  abundantly. 
They  are  economists  only  in  delight.     Nothing  can  be  finer,  more  gentlemanlilu, 

*iTtm^k  DrmKotitU^  ad.  Walker,  1897.] 
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THE  COMEDY  OF  OLD  FORTUNATUS  [PUBLISHED 
1600].     BY  THOMAS  DECKER    1570P-1641  ?] 

The  Goddess  Fortune  appears  to  Fortv,natusy  and  offers  him 
the  choice  of  aicc  thinge.     He  chooses  Hiehes. 

FoKTLNE.       FoRTUXATira. 

Fortune.  Before  thy  soul  at  this  deep  lottery 
Draw  forth  her  prize,  ord«iu*d  by  destiny. 
Know  that  here's  no  recuntinp  a  first  choiee. 
Chuiie  then  discreetly  :  for  the  laws  of  fate. 
Being  grav'n  in  steel,  niiut  stand  inviolate. 

ForUinat  Daughters  of  Jove  and  the  unblemish'd  Night, 
Most  righteous  I'arcae,  guide  my  genius  right ; 
WisdoQi,  Strength,  Health,  Beauty,  Long  Life,  and  Riches. 

Fortune.  Stay,  Fortunatus  ;  once  more  hear  me  speak. 
If  then  kiss  Wi.sdom's  cheek  and  make  her  thine, 
She'll  breathe  into  thy  lips  divinity. 
And  tliuu  (like  Pha*bus)  shalt  sjieak  uracle  ; 
Thy  heav'n -inspired  soul  on  Wisdom's  wings 
Shall  fly  up  to  the  FarUauient  of  Joire, 
And  read  the  Statutes  of  Eternity, 
And  see  what's  past  and  leam  what  is  to  coma 
If  thou  lay  claim  to  Strength,  annies  shall  quake 
To  see  thee  frown  :  a^  Kings  at  mine  do  lie. 
So  shall  thy  feet  trample  on  empcry. 
Make  Health  thine  ubjetrt,  thou  shalt  be  strong  proof 
'Giunst  the  deep  searching  darbt  of  surfeiting. 
Be  ever  merry,  ever  revelling. 
Wish  but  for  Beauty,  and  within  thine  eyes 
Two  naked  Cupids  anioroosly  shall  swim. 
And  on  thy  cheek-i  I'll  mix  ttuch  white  and  red. 
That  Jove  shall  turn  away  young  Ganimede, 
And  with  immortal  aims  shall  circle  thee. 
Are  thy  desires  l..ong  Life .''  thy  vital  thread 
Shall  be  stretch'd  out,  thou  shalt  behold  the  change 
Of  monarchies,  and  sec  those  children  die 
Whose  great  great  grandsjres  now  in  cradles  lie. 
If  through  Gold's  sacred  hunger  thou  dost  pine  ; 
Those  glided  wantons  which  in  fiwarms  do  run 
To  wann  their  slender  bodies  in  the  sun, 
Shall  stand  for  numl»er  of  those  golden  piles 
Which  in  rich  pride  ahall  swell  before  thy  feet ; 
As  those  are,  so  shall  these  be  inliuite.' 

*  [Five  lincB  omitted.J 
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Forticnat.  O  whither  aui  1  rapt  beyond  myself? 
More  violent  conflicts  fight  in  everv  thought 
Than  his  whose  fatal  ihoice  Troy's  ilownfaJI  wrought. 
Shall  I  contract  myself  to  Wisdom's  love? 
Then  1  luse  Kiche»  ;  and  a  wiite  man  iHtor 
Is  like  a  isaci-ed  liook  thatV  ne\"er  read  ; 
To  himself  he  lives  and  to  all  else  •»ecmi>  dead. 
This  age  thinks  better  of  a  gilded  fool. 
Than  of  a  threadbare  saint  ui  Wistlom  »  iwrhool. 
I  will  lie  Strong  :  then  I  refuse  Long  Life  ; 
And  though  mine  ann  iihould  conquer  twenty  worlds, 
There's  a  lean  fellow  beats  all  con(iueror8  : 
The  greatest  Strength  expii-es  with  loss  of  breath. 
The  mightiest  in  one  minute  stoop  to  death. 
'Llieu  take  Long  Life,  or  Health  ;  should  I  do  so, 
1  might  grow  ugly,  and  that  tedious  scroll 
Of  months  ami  years  much  misery  might  enix)ll  : 
Therefore  I'll  beg  for  lieauty  ;  vet  I  will  not: 
llie  fairest  clieek  liath  oftentimes  a  !miuI 
leprous  as  Hin  itself,  tlian  hell  more  foul. 
'iTie  Wisdom  of  Uiis  world  is  idiotism ; 
Strength  a  weak  i^ced  ;  Health  Sickness'  enemy. 
And  it  at  length  will  have  tlie  \-ictory. 
Heauty  is  but  a  painting ;  and  l^ng  Life 
Is  a  long  journey  in  Decemlier  gone, 
Tedious  and  full  of  tribulation. 
Therefore,  dread  sacred  Empress,  make  me  rich  : 
Mv  choice  w  Store  of  Gold  ;  the  rich  are  wise : 
He  that  upt>n  his  l>ack  rich  garments  wears 
It  Wise,  tnough  on  his  head  grow  Midas'  can*. 
Gold  is  the  Strength,  the  Sinews  of  Uie  world, 
Tlie  Healtii,  l-he  S4iul„  the  Beauty  niottt  divine  ; 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities ; 
Gold  is  heaven's  physic,  life's  restorativ*e ; 
Oh  therefore  make  nie  rich  ! 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  L»] 

Fortv/ne  gives  to  FortwnaiuB  a  purse  that  is  inexIutuatibU.  With 
thia  ke  mUs  on  eoatly  attire,  and  visits  alt  the  Asian  CourtSt 
%oher«  he  ia  ca/ress«d  and  made  much  of  for  his  injinile 
wealth.  At  Babylon  A«  is  ahoton  by  the  Sotdana  wondrous 
Aof,  tohieh  in  a  wish  transports  me  wearer  whithersoever 
he  pleases^  over  land  and  sea.  Fortanalics  pats  it  on,  tvishes 
himself  at  home  in  Cyprus ;  where  he  arrives  in  a  minute. 


*lUermaid  StfUt,  ei.  Rhys.J 
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as  his  sons  Avipedo  and  Andeloeia  art  talking  of  him; 
and  tells  his  Travels. 

FoRTfNA-n's.     Ampkdo.     Andelocia. 

Fort.  Touch  me  not,  boys,  1  am  notliiiig  but  air  ;  let  none  speak 
to  me  till  you  have  inoi'kcd  me  well.' — Am  I  as  you  are,  or  am  1 
transfomied  ? 

And.  Mcthinks,  father^  yo"  '"ok  as  you  did,  only  your  face  is 
more  withered. 

Fort.  Bov-s,  be  proud  ;  your  father  hath  the  whole  world  m  thiR 
compass.  I  am  all  felicity,  up  to  the  brims.  In  a  minute  am  I 
come  from  IJabylon ;  1  have  been  this  half  hour  in  Faniagosta. 

And.  How!  in  a  minute,  father?     I  see  travellers  must  lie. 

Fort.  I  have  cut  through  the  air  like  a  falcon.  I  would  have  it 
seem  strange  to  you.  But  'tis  true.  I  would  not  have  you  believe 
it  neither.  But  'tis  miraculous  and  true.  Desire  to  see  you  brought 
me  to  Cyprus.    I'll  leave  you  mure  ^>ld,  and  goto  visit  more  countries 

Amp.  ITie  frosty  hand  of  age  now  nips  your  blood. 
And  strews  her  snowy  flowei-s  upon  your  head. 
And  pves  you  waniiug  that  within  few  years 
Death  needs  must  marry  you  :  those  short  lines,  minutes, 
That  dribble  out  your  life,  must  needs  be  s|)ent 
In  peace,  not  tmvcl ;  rest  in  Cyprus  then. 
Could  vou  survey  ten  worlds,  yet  you  must  die ; 
And  bitter  is  the  sweet  that's  reap*d  thereby. 

And.  Faith,  father,  what  pleasure  have  you  met  by  walking  your 
stations  ? 

Fort  What  pleasure,  boy  ?  I  have  revelled  with  Kings,  danced 
with  Queens,  dallied  with  Ladies;  worn  strange  attires;  seen  Fan- 
tnsticoes;  coiivei-sed  with  Humourists;  been  rH\'iKhed  with  divine 
raptures  of  Doric,  Lydian  and  Phrygian  harmonies ;  I  have  spent 
the  day  in  triumphs  and  the  night  in  banijueling. 

And.  (),  rare!  this  was  heavenly. — He  that  would  not  be  «n 
Arabian  Flurnix  to  hnni  in  these  sweet  tires,  let  him  live  like  an 
owl  for  the  world  to  wonder  at. 

Avijj.  Why,  brother,  ai-e  not  all  these  Vanities.' 

Furt.  Vanities!  AnifTedo,  thy  soul  is  made  of  lead,  too  dull,  too 
ponderous,  to  mount  up  to  the  incomprehensible  glory  that  Travel 
lifb  men  to. 

And.  Sweeten  mine  ears,  good  father,  with  some  more. 

Fort.  When  in  the  warmtn  of  mine  own  country's  arms 
We  yawn'd  like  slug^jords,  when  this  small  horizon 
Imprisoned  up  my  Ixxly,  then  mine  eyes 
Worship'd  these  cloutfs  as  brightest :  but,  my  boys, 

'[Lamb  has  omitted  the  Shadow's  pari  in  this  convciwlioa.] 
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The  glistering  beams  which  do  abroad  appear 

In  other  heavcn^,  Hre  is  not  half  so  clear. 

For  still  in  all  the  regions  I  have  seen, 

I  scom'd  In  crowd  among  the  mnddy  throng 

Of  the  rank  multitude,  whose  thtckcn'd  breath 

(Like  to  condensed  fogs)  do  chuke  fhiit  beauty, 

Which  else  would  dwi-jl  in  every  Kingdom's  c^ieek. 

No;  I  still  Iwldiv  stepp'd  into  their  Courts: 

For  there  to  live  'tis  rare,  ()  'tis  divine. 

There  tihall  you  see  faces  angelical ; 

There  shaJI  you  see  troojw  of  chaste  Godde«<es 

Whose  star-like  eyes  have  power  (might  they  still  (ihiiie) 

To  make  night  day,  and  iUiy  inure  crystalline. 

Near  the**  vuu  shall  behold  great  Heroes, 

White-headed  C'oua<4e!lors,  and  Jovial  spirit^ 

Standing  like  Hcry  Chcrubims  tu  guard 

The  munarrh.,  who  in  giKllike  glory  sita 

In  midst  of  these,  hs  if  this  deitv 

Had  with  a  look  created  a  new  world. 

The  slanders  by  being  the  fair  workmanship. 

And.  O,  how  niv  soul  is  mpt  to  a  Third  Heaven ! 
I'll  travel  sure,  antf  live  with  none  but  Kings. 

Amp.  Hut  tell  me,  fatlier,  have  you  in  all  Courts 
Ilehola  KUch  glory,  so  majestical, 
In  ail  perfection,  no  way  blemished  .' 

Fori.   In  some  Courts  nhnll  you  sec  Ambition 
Sit,  piecing  Dedalus'  old  waxen  wing«  ; 
But  being  clapt  on,  and  they  about  to  fly. 
Even  when  their  hopes  are  busied  in  the  clouds, 
Tliey  melt  agHin<4t  tne  sun  of  Majesty, 
AnJ  down  they  tumble  to  destniction. 
By  travel,  boys,  I  have  seen  all  these  things. 
Fantastic  Compliment  stalks  up  and  down, 
Tnckt  in  outlandish  feathers;  all  his  words, 
Hia  looks,  his  oatlis,  are  all  ridiculous. 
All  apbih,  childish,  and  Italianate.  ■  *  " 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  38.] 

OrUaTis  to  his  friend  Galloway  defends  the  pasftion  vnth  whicfi 
(being  a  prisoner  in  the  English  kin(f8  Court)  he  is  ena- 
moured to  frenzy  of  tiie  kin^s  daughter  Agripyna. 

Orleaks,     Gau/iway. 

Orl.  This  mudic  nutke»  me  but  more  out  of  tune. 
()  Agripynwi ! 
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Gall.  Gentle  friend,  no  more. 
Thou  sayest  Love  is  a  madness :  hate  it  then, 
Even  for  the  imme's  sake. 

Orl.   O,  I  hive  that  Madness, 
Even  for  the  name's  sake. 

Oall.  Ixt  nic  tftflie  this  frenzy, 
By  telling  thee  tliou  art  n  prisoner  here, 
Hy  telling  thee  she's  daughter  to  a  King, 
By  telling  thee  the  King  of  Cyprus'  son 
Shiiirs  like  u  sun  JH-tween  Ikt  looks  and  thine, 
Whilst  thoti  Hw^in'wt  but  a  star  to  Agripyne. 
He  loves  her. 

Orl.  If  he  do,  why  so  do  I. 
Qali.  I^ve  is  ambilious  uiul  loves  Maiesty. 
Orl.  Dear  friend,  thou  art  deceivcii  :  love's  voice  doth  sing 
As  sweetly  in  a  beji^ar  as  a  king. 

Gall.  Dear  friend,  thou  art  deceived;  0  bid  thy  soul 
Lift  up  her  intellectuid  cyis  to  heaven, 
And  in  this  ample  bo(»k  of  wonders  read, 
Of  what  celestial  would,  what  sacred  essence, 
Her  self  is  fonn'd  :   the  search  whereof  will  drive 
Sounds  musical  among  the  JHrring  spirits. 
And  in  sweet  tuiu'  set  that  which  nnrie  inherits. 

Qrl.  ril  gaw  on  heaven  if  Agripyne  be  there. 
If  not :  fa,  la,  hi,  Sol,  la,  etc. 

Gall.  O  call  this  uiadiieiis  in :  see,  from  the  windows 
Of  every  eye  Dcri.sioii  thrusts  out  checks 
Wrinkled  with  idiot  laughter;  every  finger 
Is  like  ft  dart  shot  from  the  hand  o^  Scorn, 
By  which  thy  tianii-  is  hurt,  thy  honour  torn. 
Orl.   I-AUgh  they  at  me,  sweet  Galloway  ? 
Gatl.  Even  at  thee. 

Orl.  Ha,  ha,  I  laugh  at  them :  are  they  not  mad, 
ITiat  let  mv  true  true  soirttw  make  thetu  glad  ? 
I  dance  and  sing  onlv  tit  anger  Grief, 
That  in  his  anger  he  might  smite  life  down 
With  his  iron  fist :  good  heart !  it  secmeth  then. 
They  laugh  to  see  grief  kill  me :  O  fond  Men, 
Yon  laugh  at  others'  tears ;  when  others  smile, 
You  tear  youi-selves  in  pieces ;  vile,  vile,  vile. 
Hfu  hii,  when  I  behold  a  s«arm  of  Fools 
Crowding  logetlier  to  Iw  counted  Wise, 
I  laugh  riecAUse  sweet  Agrip)Tie's  not  there. 
But  weep  because  she  is  not  anywhere ; 
And  weep  tjecau."*  (whether  she  l»e  or  not) 
My  love  was  e\'er  and  is  still  forgot :  forgot,  forgot,  forgot. 
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Oali  Draw  back  this  stream  :  why  should  mv  Orleans  mourn  ? 

Orl.  Look  youder,  Galloway,  dost  thou  «ee  tlwt  sun  ? 
Nay,  good  friend,  stare  u|Mn  it,  mark  it  well : 
Ere  he  be  two  hours  elder,  all  that  glory 
Is  hanifih'd  heaven,  and  then,  for  grief,  this  sky 
(That's  now  so  jocund)  will  lunum  all  in  blaclc. 
And  shall  not  Orleans  niouni  r  alack,  alack  ! 
O  what  a  savage  t\i7tnny  it  were 
To  enforce  Care  laugh,  and  Woe  not  xhed  a  tear  I 
Dead  is  niy  Love ;  lam  buried  in  her  ^com : 
That  is  my  sunset ;  and  shall  I  not  mouni ! 
Yes,  by  my  troth  I  will. 

GaU.  Dear  friend,  forl»ear  ; 
Beauty  (like  Sorrow)  dwelleth  everywhere. 
Rane  out  this  stroug  idea  of  her  face  : 
As  fair  as  hcr'tt  shineth  in  any  place. 

Orl.  Thou  art  a  Traitor  to  that  White  and  Ued, 
Which  sitting  on  her  cheeks  (Ijeing  Cupid's  throne) 
Is  my  heart's  Soveraine :  O,  when  she  is  dead. 
This  woiuier  (Ixatuty)  shall  be  found  in  none. 
Now  Agripvne's  not  mine,  I  vow  to  be 
In  love  with_nothing  but  deformity. 
O  fair  Deformity,  I  muse  all  eyes 
Are  not  enamour'd  of  tiiee :  thou  ilidst  never 
Murder  men's  hcarU,  or  let  them  pine  like  wax 
Melting  against  the  sun  of  thv  destiny  ; ' 
Thou  art  a  faithful  nurse  to  Chastity  ; 
Thy  beauty  is  not  like  to  Agi-ipyne's, 
For  cares,  and  age,  and  sickness  her's  deface. 
But  thine's  etenial :  O  Deformity, 
ITiv  fairness  is  not  like  to  Agripyne's, 
For  (dead)  her  Iwauty  will  no  owiuty  have. 
But  thy  face  looks  most  lovely  iu  the  grave. 

[Act  iii..  Sc.  L] 

The  humour  or  a  ftanuc  Lover  is  here  done  to  the  liEe.  Oilcans  i*  as  passionate 
u  Inamoiato  am  any  whjch  Shakapeaic  ever  drew.  Ho  is  iou  such  another  adept 
in  Love'*  reasuns,     The  sober  people  of  the  woild  are  with  him 

a  swarm  of  fooU 
Crowding  toother  to  be  counted  vrisc. 

He  talks  "pare  Biron  and  Romeo,"  he  ii  almofit  as  poetical  a«  they,  quite  u 
philOMK^ical,  only  a  liltic  madder.  After  all,  l.ovcS  Seclarici  are  a  "reason  unto 
themaelvcs."  We  have  gone  retrograde  in  the  noble  Heresy  since  the  days  when 
Sidney  proaelj-ted  Our  nation  to  thih  mixed  health  and  disease;  the  kindliest  t.ymp' 
torn  yet  the  most  alarming  crisis  in  the  tickJish  state  of  youth*,  the  nouriifher  and 
tbe  desuoyer  of  hopeful  witx ;  the  motlicr  of  twin-births,  wisdom  and  folly,  valour 
■nd  wcaknew ;  the  servitude  above  freedom :  the  gentle  mind's  religion  ;  the  liberal 
nperatition.    ' 

>[Mi.  Swinburne  auggestt  "diadain."    Nintttmtk  Ctntury,  Jan.,  1887.] 
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THE  HONEST  WHORE.     A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  160*1. 
HV  THOMAS  DECKER  [PART  I.] 

Hoepital  for  LuncUica. 

There  are  of  mad  men,  as  there  Are  of  tame. 

All  huaiour'd  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 

So  apimh  and  funtastick,  play  with  a  feather ; 

And,  though  'twould  griere  a  soul  to  see  Gods  image 

So  blemi.sh'd  and  itefatr'd,  ytt  do  tliey  act 

Such  antick  and  such  pretty  lunacies. 

That,  spite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  you  smile. 

Others  again  ve  have,  like  hungry  lions, 

Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untameable  as  flies.— > 

[Act  T^  Sc.  «.*] 

Patience. 

Patience  I  why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues,  'tis  nearest  km  to  lieaveti; 
It  makes  men  look  like  god». — The  host  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him  was  a  Sufferer, 
A  soft,  n]et:k,  fmtient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit; 
The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath'd. 

[Ad.  v..  Sc.  2.] 


THE  SECOND  PART  OF  THE  HONEST  WHOUE 
[EARLIEST  EXTANT  EDITION  1630].="  BY  THOMAS 
DECKER 

Bellafronty  a  reclavmed  harlot,  recouiUs  some  of  the  viiaeries  of 

her  profevaion. 

Like  an  ill  husband,  though  1  knew  the  same 
To  l)e  my  undninff,  follow'd  I  that  gaine. 
Oh  when  the  work  of  lust  had  eam'd  my  bread, 
To  taste  it  how  1  treuibled,  lest  each  bit 
Ere  it  went  down  should  choke  rae  chewing  it. 
My  bed  seem'd  like  a  cabin  hung  in  hell, 
The  bawd  hell's  porter,  and  the  lickorish  wine 
The  pandar  fetch'd  was  like  an  easy  fine 
For  which  methought  I  leafi*d  away  my  soul ; 
And  oftentimes  even  in  my  quathng-bowl 


^{Uermaid  Strits,  Decker,  edited  Rhya.] 


■[Kot  divided  iVito  Acu.] 
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Thus  said  I  to  myself:  I  am  a  \Mioi%, 

Aud  have  druuk  don-n  thua  much  confusion  more.' 

when  in  the  street 

A  fair  young  modest  damsel '  I  did  meet. 

She  secm'd  to  all  a  Uuve,  when  1  pam'd  by, 

Aiul  1  iu  all  a  Raien  :  every  eye 

That  follow'd  her,  went  with  a  bashful  j^lauce ; 

At  me  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 

Darted  forth  scuni :  to  her  as  if  Mhe  had  Iteen 

Some  Tower  unvanquishcd  would  they  vail; 

'Gainst  me  swohi  rumour  hoisted  ever)'  sail : 

She  crowu'd  wiUi  reverend  praises  painsed  hv  them, 

I  though  with  face  majtk'd  could  not  scape  the  FIcm; 

For,  as  if  hea\'en  had  set  strange  marks  on  whores. 

Because  they  should  be  pointing  st<x:k8  to  man, 

Orest  up  in  civilest  shape  a  Courtezan, 

Let  her  walk  saint-like  noteless  and  unknown. 

Yet  she's  betray'd  by  some  trick  of  Iier  own. 

[Activ.,Sc.  l.>] 

7*^  happy  Man. 

He  that  mAkes  gold  his  wife,  but  not  his  whore. 
He  that  at  noonday  walks  by  a  prison  door. 
He  that  in  the  Sun  is  neither  beam  nor  moat. 
He  that's  not  nmd  after  a  jietticoat. 
He  for  whom  poor  men's  curses  dig  no  grave, 
He  that  is  neither  Lord's  nor  Lawyer's  slave. 
He  that  makes  This  his  sea  and  That  his  shore. 
He  that  in's  coffin  is  richer  than  iKifore, 
rHe  t))at  counts  Youth  his  sword  and  Age  his  staff*, 

'{Seven  and  a  half  line*  on)ht«d.] 

*ThJs  simple  piciuic  of  Honour  ind  Shame,  contrasted  without  violence,  and 
exprcMed  without  immodesty,  is  wtirth  all  the  ttrot^g  ltn«j  againM  the  Harlot's  Pro- 
fewioa,  witb  which  both  Parts  of  this  play  are  offensively  crowded,  A  Saiyriat  is 
slwajrs  to  be  vuipected,  who,  to  make  vice  odioun,  dwells  upon  all  iu  2Cl«  and 
minuiest  dtcuinstanccs  with  a  son  of  telish  and  retrospective  guspt.  Uol  >»  near 
are  the  boundaries  of  panegyric  and  invective,  thai  a  worn-out  Sinner  is  somctttnet 
fbund  lo  make  ihc  beftt  DccJaimcr  against  Sin,  The  umc  high-seasoned  dcsciiinions 
which  in  hie  untcgcnciate  state  served  to  inflame  his  appetites,  in  his  new  province 
of  a  Moralist  wiU  »cr^-c  bim  (a  little  turned)  to  expose  the  enormity  of  those  appelitea 
io  other  men.  No  one  will  doubt,  who  reads  Marston't.  Satires,  that  the  Auiiior  in 
•one  part  of  his  life  must  have  been  Mimething  mure  than  a  theoiiMt  in  vice.  Have 
we  never  heard  an  old  preacher  in  the  pulpit  display  such  an  insight  into  the 
mystery  of  ungodlineHk,  as  maile  us  wonder  with  reason  how  a  good  man  came  by 
it }  When  Cervantes  with  such  proficiency  of  fondness  dwells  upon  the  Don'i 
ttbrary.  who  sees  not  that  he  has  been  a  srcat  reader  of  books  of  Knight  Errantry  ? 
perhaps  was  at  some  time  of  his  life  in  danecr  of  falling  into  thow  very  extrava- 
gances which  he  ridicules  so  happily  in  his  Hero  } 

'[Edited  Rhys,] 
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He  whoM'  right  hand  carves  his  own  epitaph. 
He  that  ujion  hi.s  death-lied  is  a  Swan, 
And  dead,  no  Crow  ;  he  t«  a  Happy  Man. 


{Act  i.,  Sc.  «.] 


The  turn  of  this  is  the  »aine  with  lago's  definition  of  a  DeKcrving  Woman  :  "  She 
thftt  was  ever  fair  and  ne\-er  proud,"  etc.  ("Othello."  Act  ii.,  Sc.  i.  line  149,  etc.) 
The  matter  is  supetior. 


SATIRO-MASTIX,  OH  THE  UNTRUSSING  OF  THE 
HUMOUOUS  rOET[PUBUSHED  1602],  BY  THOMAS 
DECKEK ' 

Tfu  King  exacts  an  oath  from.  Sir  Wnlter  Terill  to  send  his 
Bride  C(»leatina  to  Court  on  the  marriage  night.  Her 
Father,  to  save  her  honour,  gives  her  a  poiaonoiut  tnixture 
which  ahs  ttwallotos. 

Terill.         Celestina.         Fatheb. 

Cai  Why  didst  thou  swear  ? 

Ter.  The"  King 
Sat  heavy  on  my  resolution. 
Till  (out  of  breath)  it  pantal  out  an  oath. 

6W.  An  oath!  why,  what's  an  onth?  'tb  but  thejsmoka 
Of  flame  and  blood  ;  the  blister  of  the  spirit 
Which  riseth  from  the  steam  of  rage,  the  bubble 
That  tihoots  up  to  the  tongue  and  scalds  the  voice; 
(For  oaths  are  burning  words.)     Thou  swor'st  but  one, 
"Pis  frozen  long  ago  :  if  one  \ye  nuniber'd. 
What  countrymen  are  they,  where  do  they  dwell, 
That  speak  naught  else  but  oaths  ? 

Ter.  They're  Men  of  Hell. 
An  oath  I  why  'tia  the  traffic  of  the  soul, 
•Tis  law  within  a  man  ;  the  seal  of  faith^ 
The  bond  of  ever>'  conscience ;  unto  whom  ; 
We  set  our  thoughts  tike  hands  :  yea,  such  a  one 
1  swore,  and  to  the  King :  a  King  contains 
A  thousand  thousand  ;  when  I  swore  to  him 
I  i«wore  to  them  ;  the  very  htum  that  guard. 
His  head  will  rise  up  like  sharp  witnesses 
Against  my  faith  and  loyalty :  his  eye 
Would  straight  condemn  me :  argue  oaths  no  more 
My  oath  is  high,  for  to  the  King  I  swore. 


'(This  play  i>  not  di^-ided. 
pp.  247-151.] 


Sec  Pctnwn's  ed.  of  Decker's  WorU,  i9rf$,  vol. 
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CcbL  Must  1  betray  div  chastity,  so  long 
Clean  from  the  treason  of  rebelling  lust  ? 

0  huxband,  O  my  father,  if  poor  I 

Must  not  live  chaste,  then  let  me  chastely  die. 

Fath.  Aye,  here's  a  charm  shall  keep  thee  chaste,  come,  cume. 
Old  time  hath  left  us  but  an  hour  to  play 
Our  parts  ;  liepin  the  Kcene  ;  who  shall  sjieak  Hret? 
Oh  I,  I  play  the  King,  and  Kings  speak  first: 
Daughter,  stAiid  thuu  here,  tltou  son  Tenll  there: 
We  need  no  prologite,  the  King  entering  first 
He's  a  most  gracious  Prologue :  marry,  then 
For  the  catastrophe  or  Epilogue, 
There's  one  in  cloth  of  silver,  which  no  doubt 
Will  pleow  the  hearers  well  when  he  steps  out ; 
His  uiouth  is  tilled  with  words:  see  where  he  stands: 
He'll  make  them  clap  their  cye»  beside  their  hands. 
But  to  my  part :  suppofte  who  enters  now, 
A  King  whose  eyes  are  set  in  silver  ;  one 
That  blusheth  gold,  speaks  mu»ic,  dancing  walks. 
Now  gathers  nearer,  takes  thee  by  the  hand, 
^^^en  straight  thou  thinkst  the  very  orb  of  heaven 
Moves  round  about  thy  fingers ;  then  he  speaks, 
Thuit — thus — I  know  not  how. 

Cat.  Nor  I  to  answer  him. 

Fath.  No,  girl .'  know'sl  thou  not  how  to  answer  him  ? 
Why,  then  t-he  field  is  lost,  and  he  rides  home 
Like  a  great  conqueror :  not  answer  him  ! 
Out  of  thy  part  already !  fuil'd  the  scene ! 
Uiurauk'd  the  lines !  disarm'd  the  action  ! 

Ter.  Yes,  yew,  true  chastity  is  tongued  so  weak 
Tis  overcome  ere  it  know  how  to  speak. 

Fath.  Come,  cume,  thou  happv  close  of  every  wrong, 
Tis  thou  that  canst  di»Holve  the  lianlest  doubt ; 
Tis  time  for  thee  to  speak,  we  all  are  out. 
Daughter,  and  you  the  man  whom  I  call  son, 

1  must  confess  1  made  a  deed  of  gift 

To  heaven  and  you,  and  gave  my  (-hilH  to  both ; 

When  on  my  blessing  I  did  chai'm  her  soul 

In  the  white  circle  of  true  chastity 

Still  to  run  true  till  death  :  now,  sir,  if  not, 

She  forfeits  my  rich  blessing,  anti  is  fined 

With  on  eternal  curse  ;  then  I  tell  you. 

She  shall  die  now,  now  whilst  her  soul  is  true. 

Ter.  Die! 

Cwl.  Aye,  I  am  death's  echo. 
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Fath.  O  my  sou  : 
I  am  her  father ;  eiery  tear  I  «hed 
Is  threescore  ten  years  old  ;  I  weep  and  smile 
Two  kinds  of  tears :  I  weep  that  she  must  die, 
I  iiiiiile  that  she  must  die  a  virgin  :  thus 
We  joyful  men  mock  teain,  and  tears  mock  us, 

Ter.  What  speaks  that  cup  i 

Fath.  White  wiue  and  poison. 

Ttr.  Oh! 
That  very  name  of  poison  poisons  me 
Thou  winter  of  a  man,  thou  walking  grave. 
Whose  life  is  like  a  dyin<r  ta]>er  :   how 
Canst  thou  define  a  Ixivcr'.s  labouring  thoughts? 
What  scent  ha»t  thou  but  death  ?  what  taste  but  earth  ? 
'llic  breath  that  purls  from  lliee  is  like  the  steam 
Of  a  new-open'd  vault :  I  know  thy  drift ; 
Because  thou'rt  travelling  to  the  laud  of  graves. 
Thou  fovet'st  company,  and  hither  bririg'st 
A  healUi  of  |K>isuii  to  pledge  death  :  a  {mison 
For  this  sweet  spring ;  this  element  is  mine. 
This  is  the  air  [  breathe  ;  corrupt  it  not : 
This  heaven  is  mine,  I  bought  it  with  my  soul 
Of  him  that  sells  a  heaven  to  buy  a  soul. 

Faik.  Well,  let  her  go  ;  she's  thine,  Uiou  call'st  her  thine, 
Thy  element,  the  air  thou  breath'st ;  thou  knon-'st 
The  air  thou  breath'st  is  conimou ;  make  bcr  so. 
Perhaps  thou'lt  say  none  but  the  King  shall  wear 
Thy  night-gown,  she  that  laps  thee  warm  with  love ; 
And  that  Kings  are  not  common:  then  to  show 
By  coiLsequence  he  cannot  Duike  her  so. 
Indeed  she  may  promote  her  sliame  and  thine, 
And  with  your  sbamc.'j  speak  a  good  word  for  mine. 
The  King  sliining  so  clear,  and  we  so  dim. 
Our  dark  disgraces  will  be  seen  thi"ough  him. 
Imagine  her  the  cup  of  thy  moist  life. 
What  man  would  pledge  a  King  in  his  own  Wife? 

Ter.  She  dies  :  that  sentence  poisons  her :  O  life  ! 
What  slave  would  pledge  a  King  in  his  own  Wife? 

CcbI.  Welcome,  O  |^K>isoii,  physic  against  lust, 
lliou  wholesome  medicine  to  a  constant  bluud  ; 
Thou  rare  a|X)Uiecary  that  canst  keep 
My  chastity  preserv'd  within  this  box 
Of  tempting  dust,  this  painted  earthen  pot 
That  stands  upon  the  stall  of  the  white  soul, 
To  feet  the  shop  out  like  a  flatterer. 
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To  draw  the  customers  of  jqn ;  come,  come, 

'I'^ou  art  no  poison,  but  a  diet  drink 

To  Diuderate  uiv  blood  :  White-inooccnt  Wine, 

Art  thou  mafle  guilty  of  my  death  r  (>  no, 

For  thou  tbyself  art  |>oison'd  :  take  me  hence, 

For  Innocence  KhalJ  murder  Innocence.  [Drinka. 

Ter.  Hold,  hold,  tbou  shalt  not  die,  my  bride,  my  wife, 
O  stop  that  spoedy  messenger  of  death  ; 

0  let  him  not  run  down  that  narrow  path 
Which  lendx  unto  thy  heart,  nor  carrv  news 
To  thy  removing  soul  that  thou  muttt  die. 

Cat.  'Tis  done  aUeady,  the  Spiritual  Court 
Is  breaking  up,  all  officcti  discharged. 
My  Soul  removes  from  this  weak  Standing-house 
(n  frail  mortality ;   Dear  father,  bless 
Me  now  and  ever :  Dearer  man,  farewell ; 

1  jointly  take  my  leave  of  thee  and  life  ; 
Go  tell  the  King  thou  h&st  a  constant  wife. 

Faih.  Smiles  on  my  cheeks  arise 
To  see  how  sweetly  a  true  virgin  dies.' 

The  bcAuty  and  foice  of  this  scene  are  much  diminiabed  to  the  reader  of  the 
entire  play,  when  he  cornea  lo  And  that  this  solemn  prcpwation  i»  bat  a  eham  con- 
uivance  of  the  f^ihei's,  and  the  potion  which  CxJeslina  swallows  nothing  mote 
than  a  sleeping  draught ;  froin  the  e^'ecu  of  which  she  is  to  awake  in  due  time,  to 
the  surpriie  of  ber  husband,  and  the  efcat  mirth  and  cditication  of  the  King  and  his 
couftiers.  Aa  Hamlet  tay&,  they  do  but  **  poi&on  in  jest"  ["  Mamlet,"  Act  iii., 
Sc  3,  line  244.] — The  sentiments  ate  worthy  of  a  rcaJ  martyrdom,  and  an  Appian 
uciifice  in  earnest. 


WESl'WARU    HOE.       A    COMEDY    [rUBLlSHED    1607]. 
BY    THOMAS     DECKER     AND     JOHN     WEBSTER 

[1580M6Je5?i 

Pleasure,  the  general  pu/rsait. 

Sweet  Pleasure ! 

Delicious  Pleasure  !  earth's  supremest  good, 
'I'he  spring  of  blood,  though  it  dry  up  our  blood. 
Hub  nie  of  that  (though  to  be  drunk  with  pleasure, 
As  rank  excesti  ev^n  in  the  best  things  is  liad. 
Turns  man  into  a  beast),  yet,  that  being  gone, 
A  boRte,  and  this  (the  goodlieit  shape)  aU  one. 

'[For  other  exuactt  &om  thii  play  we  page  464,  "  Serious  Fragments  "  pa^  569, 
and  Appendix  page  jSS,     For  other  eauacta  from  Decker  alone  aee  pp.  590  and  595.] 
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We  feed  ;  wear  rich  Attires ;  and  strive  to  cleave 
'ITic  stars  "itii  murblc  tower* ;  fight  Iwttles  ;  spend 
Otir  bluod,  lo  biiv  us  numes ;  anu  iu  Irun  hold 
Wiil  we  CJit  roots  to  imprison  fugitive  gold  : 
But  to  do  thus  what  spell  can  us  excite  ? 
ITiis  ;  the  strung  magic  of  our  appetite : 
To  feast  which  richly,  life  itself  undoes. 
Who'd  die  thus? 

Why  even  those  that  starve  in  voluntary  wants, 
jViiu,  lo  advance  tJic  mind,  keep  the  flesh  {)oor. 
The  world  enjoying  them,  they  not  the  world ; 
Would  they  do  this,  but  that  they  are  proud  to  suck 
A  sweetness  from  such  sourness? 

[Activ.,  Scl.>] 
MiiMc. 
Let  music 
Charm  with  her  excellent  voice  an  awful  sileuce 
nii-ough  all  this  building,  that  her  sphery  soul 
May  (on  the  wings  of  air)  in  thousand  forms 
Invisibly  fly,  yet  be  enjoy'd.* 

[Act  iv^  Sc.  1.] 


THE  HISTORY  OF  AN'IXINIO  AND  MKLLIDA.  THE 
FIRST  PART  [PUBLISHED  1608].     BY  .JOHN  MARS- 

TON    ,1576  M634] 

Andrugio  I>uke  of  Genoa  banisked  hia  emtntry^  with  the  loss  of 
a  son  supposed  drown^edy  is  cast  upon  the  territory  of  Aw 
ttwrtal  eneini/  the  Ditke  of  Venice ;  with  no  attendants  but 
Ludo  an  old  nobteman^  and  a  page. 

Andr.  Is  not  yon  gleam  the  shuddering  Mom  that  flakas 
With  silver  tincture  the  east  verge  of  heaven ,' 

Luc.  1  think  it  is,  so  please  your  Excellence. 

And/r.  Away,  I  have  no  Excellence  to  pleaae. 
Prithee  oWrx'e  the  custom  of  the  world  ; 
That  only  flatters  greatness,  states  exalts. 
And  please  my  Excellence!     O  Lucio, 
Thou  hast  been  ever  held  respected,  dear. 
Even  precious  to  ^Vndrugio^s  inmost  love  : 
Good,  flatter  not.' 

'IPeaison'e  ed.  of  Decker,  vol.  ii.  Foe  Decker  in  paruiership  whh  Massinger  mc 
P*  357'  ^'^  Decker  in  parinersihip  wilh  Ford  and  Rowley  see  p.  I45.  For  Websur 
MC  p.  163. 

'[This  selection  precedes  the  foregoing,  ten  lines  intervening.] 
'[Line  and  a  half  and  Sforxa's  tetter  omitted.] 
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Mv  thoughts  are  Hxt  tn  contemplation 

Why  this  huge  earth,  thus  monstrous  animal 

'lluit  eats  her  children,  should  not  h&ve  eyes  and  ears. 

PhiluKophv  niaiiitaiiih  that  Natuit:'b  wi.sc, 

Aiid  forms  no  uiiele?»  nor  unjierfec't  thing. 

Did  Nature  make  the  earth,  or  the  earth  Nature  r 

For  earthly  dirt  makes  all  thin^,  makes  the  man, 

Moulds  me  up  honour,  and,  like  a  cunning  Dutchman, 

Paints  me  a  pup(>et  even  with  seeminj;  breath. 

And  given  a  M)t  apfx^rancc  of  a  soul. 

Go  to,  go  to  ;  tliou  ly'st.  Philosophy. 

Nature  forms  thin^^  unperfect,  useletw,  vain. 

Why  made  she  not  the  earth  with  eyes  and  eaw? 

That  she  might  see  desert  and  hear  men's  plainta  ; 

That  when  a  soul  Is  splitted,  sunk  with  gnef. 

He  might  fall  thus  upon  the  breaiit  of  I'Jirtli, 

And  in  her  ear  halloo  hi:>  misery,^ 

Exclaiming  thuit :  O  thuu  all  bearing  Earth, 

Which  men  da  gape  for  till  thuu  craram^st  their  mouths 

And  choak'st  their  throats  with  dust ;  open  thy  breast, 

An<l  let  me  sink  into  thee  :  look  who  knocks ; 

Andrugio  calls.      But  O  she's  deaf  and  blind. 

A  wretch  but  lean  relief  on  earth  can  find. 

Luc  Sweet  Ixird,  abandon  pa«Rion  ;  and  disaiin. 
Sinoe  by  the  fortune  of  the  tumbling  sea 
We  are  roli'd  up  upon  the  Venice  marsh, 
Ijet's  clip  all  fortune,  lest  more  lowenng  fate — 

Andr.  More  low'ring  fate  !  O  Lucio,  choak  that  breath. 

Now  1  defy  chance.     Fortune's  brow  hath  frown'd. 

Even  to  the  utmost  wrinkle  it  can  bend  : 

Her  venom's  spit.     Alas  !  what  country  resbi, 

What  son,  what  comfort,  that  she  can  deprive  .'' 

Triuntphs  not  Venice  in  my  overthrow  ? 
rGapes  not  niy  native  country  for  my  blood  'f 

j'ea  not  my  son  tomlVd  in  tihe  swelling  main  ? 

And  in  more  low'ring  fate  ?     There's  nothing  left 

UdIo  .fVndrugio  but  Andrugiu : 

And  that 

Nor  mischief,  force,  dustrew,  nor  hell  can  take  : 

Fortune  my  fortunes,  not  my  mind,  shall  shake. 

Lu<;.  Speak  like  yourself:  but  tjive  me  leave,  my  lord, 

To  wish  your  safety.     If  you  are  out  seen. 

Your  arms  display  you  ;  therefore  put  them  off. 

And  take 

Andr.  Would'sl  have  me  go  unarm'd  among  my  foea.'' 
*[Thii  bnc  IB  not  gn-en  by  Uullcn.] 


^2       SPECIMENS  OF  DKAMATIC  POETS 

Being  besieg'd  by  Passion,  entering  lists 
To  fonilwit  witli  Despair  and  iiiightv  Grief: 
My  soul  beleaguer'd  with  the  cnishing  strength 
Of  sharp  Iinjmtientc.     Ila,  Lucio  ;  go  unann'd  ? 
Come,  soul,  ii^umu  the  valour  of  thy  birth  : 
Mvself,  myself  will  dare  all  opposite^  : 
ril  muster  forces,  nn  iinvjinquish'd  power  : 
CV)niets  of  horw  shall  press  th*  ungrateful  earth  : 
This  hullow-woii)i}eil  mHaa  .^liall  inly  gnian 
>\jid  murmur  to  sustain  the  weight  of  armit : 
Gha.stly  Auiazement,  with  upstai-ted  hair, 
Shall  htm-y  on  before,  and  usher  m. 
Whilst  trumpets  clamour  with  a  wound  of  death. 

Lice.   Peace,  good  my  lord,  your  «peeth  is  all  too  light 
Alas  !  .suncy  your  fortunes,  look  what's  left 
Of  all  vour  forces  and  your  utmost  hopes  : 
A  weaic  old  man,  a  page,  and  V"ur  poor  self. 

Andr.  Andrugio  lives^;  an<f  a  Fair  Cause  of  Arms. 
Why,  that's  an  army  all  invincible. 
He  who  hath  that,  Kath  a  lutttalion  royal. 
Armour  of  pniof,  huge  troops  of  harbeo  irteeds, 
Main  stjuares  of  pikes,  millions  of  harquebnsh. 
C),  a  Fair  Cause  stands  firm,  and  will  abide  ; 
Legions  of  Angels  tight  upon  her  ^de. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.^] 

The  situauon  of  Andrugio  and  Lucio  rewmbles  that  ot  Lear  and  Kent,  in  that 
King's  difttreMea.  Andrugio,  like  I^2r,  manifciiU  a  kind  of  royal  in^patience,  a 
turbulent  greatnen,  an  allccted  resignation.  The  Enemies  which  he  enterv  lisU 
to  combat,  "  Despair,  and  mighty  Grief,  and  &harp  Impaitencc,"  and  the  forces 
("  Cornets  of  Horw,"  etc.)  which  he  btin^  to  vanquish  them,  are  In  the  boldest 
style  of  AllcRory.  They  are  such  a  "  race  of  mourners  "  as  "  the  infection  of  sorrows 
toud  "  in  the  intellect  might  beget  on  "  some  pregnant  cloud  "  in  the  imagination. 


ANTONIO'S  UEVENGE.  THE  SECOND  FAHT  OF  THE 
HISTORY  OF  ANTONIO  AND  MELLIDA  [PUB- 
LISHED   1602J.    BY   JOHN   M.AJISTON 

The  Prologue? 
Tlie  rawish  dank  of  clumsy  winter  ramps 
The  Huenl  summer's  vein  :  and  drizzling  sleet 

'[Marsion's  Warh,  edited  Bullen,  18H7,  vol.  i.] 

*Thie  prologue,  for  it^  jtasslonate  earnestness,  and  for  the  tragic  note  of  prepara- 
tion which  it  sounds,  might  have  preceded  one  of  those  old  tales  of  Thebes,  or 
Peloi>s'  line,  which  Milton  h.iB  »a  highly  commended,  as  free  from  the  common  error 
of  the  poeu  in  his  days.  "  of  intermixing  comic  stuff  with  tragic  sadness  and  gravity. 
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Chtileth  the  wan  bleak  cheek  of  the  numb'd  earth, 

Whilst  Miarliufc  gusti,  nibble  the  juiceless  leaves 

From  the  naked  shuihleriiig  bramh,  and  piUs  ^  the  skin 

From  off  the  soft  and  delicate  aspects. 

Ot  now  mcthinks  a  sullen  tragic  scene 

Would  suit  the  time  with  pleasing  congruence! 

May  we  be  happy  in  our  weak  devoir. 

Ami  all  |)art  pleawd  in  ino«it  nish'd  content. 

But  sweat  of  Hercules  can  ne'er  l)eget 

So  blest  an  issue.     Therefore  we  proclaim^ 

If  any  spirit  breathe:*  within  this  round 

Unca{iablc  of  weighty  passion, 

{An  from  hi^  birth  bein^  hugged  in  the  arms 

And  nuzled  'twixt  the  breasts  of  Happinewt)' 

Who  winks  and  shuts  liw  apprehension  up 

From  cuniinon  sense  of  what  men  were,  and  are ; 

Who  would  not  know  what  men  must  be :  let  such 

Harry  amain  from  our  black-visag'd  shows  ; 

We  shall  allright  their  eycit.     But  if  a  breast, 

Naird  to  the  earth  with  grief;  if  any  heart, 

Pierc'd  through  with 'anguish,  pant  within  this  ring ; 

If  there  be  any  blood,  whose  beat  is  choak'd 

And  utiflcd  with  true  senw  of  misery  ; 

If  aught  of  these  strains  fill  this  consort  up, 

They  arrive  most  welcome.     O,  that  our  power 

Could  lack[e]y  or  keep  wing  with  our  desires ; 

That  with  unused  poiw  of  style  and  sense 

We  might  weigh  massy  in  judieiuu>  Mrale! 

Yet  here*8  the  prop  that  doth  support  our  hopes: 

When  our  scenes  falter,  or  invention  halts, 

Your  favour  will  give  crutches  to  our  faults. 

Antoniot  Son  to  Andrugio  Duke  of  Ge-noat  whom  Piero  the 
Vetietian  Prince  and  father-in-law  to  Antonio  haa  cruelly 
murdered^  kilUt  Pieros  little  st»7i  7it/Vo,  as  a  aacrifice  to  the 
gftoet  of  Andrugio. — The  scene,  a  churchyard :  the  tvne^ 
midnight. 

Julio.        Antonio. 

Jul.  Brother  Antouio,  are  you  here  i'  faith  'f 
Why  do  you  frown  f     Indeed  my  sister  said, 

brought  in  wiUioul  diicietian  cotruptty  to  gratify  ihe  proplE." — II  is  a&  solemn  a 
preparative  a«  tbe  "  warning  voice  u'hich  he  who  &aw  the  Apocalypse,  hesid  cry  "— . 

>  Peel*. 

>"S>eck  bvouritn  of  Fonunc."     Preface  to  Poemi  by  S.  T.  Coleridge, 


W       SPECIMENS  OF  DKAMATIC  POETS 

That  1  fihoald  call  yoa  brother,  that  she  did, 

When  you  were  niorried  to  her.     Bush  lue :  good  truth, 

I  love  you  better  than  my  father,  Meed. 

Ant.  Thy  father  f*  g;raciouA,  ()  bounteous  heaven, 
I  do  adore  thy  justice.     Venit  in  noetraa  marnts 
Tandem  viniiteta^  wait  et  tola  auidem. 

Jul.  Truth,  since  my  mother  died,  I  loved  you  best. 
Something  bath  angcr'd  you  :  pray  you,  look  merrily. 

Ant.  I  will  laugh,  and'  dimple  my  thin  cheek 
With  capering  joy  ;  chuck,  my  heart  doth  leap 
To  grasp  thy  liosom.     Time,  place,  and  blood, 
How  fit  you  close  together !  heaven's  tones 
Strike  not  such  music  to  immortal  !«)uls 
As  your  accordance  sweets  my  breast  withal. 
Methinkfi  I  pace  upon  the  front  of  Jove, 
And  kick  corniptiuii  with  a  Nconiful  heeU 
Griping  this  flesh,  dis<lain  mortality. 
O,  that  1  knew  which  joint,  which  side,  which  limb 
Were  father  all  and  had  no  mother  in  it ; 
Tliat  I  might  rip<it  vein  by  vein,  ami  carve  revenge 
In  bleeding  racei4 !  but  since  'tis  mix'd  together, 
Have  at  adventure,  pell-mell,  no  reverse. 
Come  hither,  hoy  ;  this  in  Andrugio's  liearee. 

JiU.  O  Goil,  you'll  hurt  mc.     For  my  sister's  sake. 
Pray  you  don't  iiurt  me.     And  vou  kill  me,  'deed 
ril  tell  my  father. 

Ant.  C)  for  thy  sister's  sake  I  flag  revenge. 

Andruffio's  gkosi  cries  **^  FUiKnge." 

Ant.  Stay,  stay,  dear  father,  fright  mine  eyes  no  more. 

Hcvenge  as  swift  hn  lightning  bursleth  fortli 

.iVnd  clears  his  heart     Come,  pretty  tender  child. 

It  is  not  thee  I  hate,  or  thee  I  kill. 

Tliy  fathers  blood  that  flows  within  thy  veins. 

Is  it  I  loathe  ;  is  that,  revenge  must  suck. 

I  love  thy  soul :  and  were  thy  heart  lapt  up 

In  iinv  flesh  Imt  in  Piero's  blood, 

I  woiiid  thus  ki.ss  it:  but,  being  his,  thas  thus. 

And  thiis  I'll  punch  it.     .Mjandon  fears : 

Whilst  thy  wounds  bleed,  my  brows  shall  gush  out  tears. 

Jul.  So  you  will  love  me,  do  even  what  vou  will.  [Dies, 

AtU.  Now  bark.s  the  wolf  against  the  fuH-cheekt  moon; 

Now  lions'  hrtlf-claui'd  entrails  roar  for  fmxl ; 

Now  croaks  the  totul,  and  night-crows  screech  aloud 
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Fluttering  'bout  caaenienbi  of  departing  souls  ; 

Now  gape  the  graves,  and  through  their  yawns  let  loose 

imprison  d  apints  to  revisit  eartb  : 

Alia  now,  swart  Nig^t,  to  swell  thy  hour  out. 

Behold  I  spurt  warm  blood  in  thy  black  eyes. 

From  under  tfie  earth  a  ffroa/n. 

Howl  not,  thou  putry  mould ;  groan  not,  ye  graves ; 
Be  dumb,  all  breath.     Here  stands  Andnigio's  son. 
Worthy  hb  father.     So  ;  1  feel  no  breath  ; 
His  jaws  are  fall'n,  his  dixlodged  soul  U  6ed. 
And  now  there's  nothing  but  Piero  left 

■    He  is  all  Piero,  father  aD.    This  blood. 
This  brcast>  this  heart,  Piero  ail : 
Whuui  thus  I  mangle.     Spright  of  Julio, 
Foi^t  this  was  thy  trunk.     I  live  thy  friend. 
Mayst  thou  be  twined  with  the  soft'st  embrace 
B     Of  clear  eternity  : '  but  thy  father's  blood 
H    I  thus  make  incense  of  to  Vengeance.'  ,  , 


[Actiii.,  Sc.  1.] 


Day  breaking. 


■  see,  the  dapple  grey  coursers  of  the  mora 
Beat  up  the  heht  with  their  bright  sUver  hoofs 
And  chase  it  through  the  sky. 

One  toko  died,  UaTidered. 

Look  on  those  lip6, 
Those  now  lawn  pillows,  on  whose  tender  softneM 
Chaste  modest  Speech,  stealing  from  out  his  breast. 
Had  wont  to  rest  it%lf,  as  loth  to  po8t 
From  out  so  fair  an  Inn :  look,  Iook,  they  seem 
To  stir. 


[Acti.  Sc.1.] 


[Actii.,  Sc.  1.] 


And  l>reathe  defiance  to  black  obloquy. 

Wherein  fools  a/re  haqypy. 

Etui  in  that,  note  a  fool's  beatitude : 
He  li  not  capable  of  passion  ; 

I  "To  lie  tmmorul  in  the  arms  of  Fire."     Browne's  Religio  Medici.     OF  the 
panikhiDentf  in  bdl.    [Wilkin's  ed.,  Sect.  2,  p.  73.] 
'{Nine  lines  u>  complete  Scene.] 
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Wanting  the  power  of  distinction. 
He  bears  an  untum'd  fiul  with  every  wind : 
Blow  east,  blow  west,  he  steers  his  course  alike. 
I  never  saw  a  fool  lean :  the  chutvfated  fop 
Shines  i^leck  with  full  eruui'd  fat  uf  huppincsa  : 
Whilitt  studious  contemplation  suck»  the  juice 
FVom  wisard's*  checks,  who  making  curious  seardi 
For  nature's  secrets,  the  First  Innating  Cause 
Laughs  them  to  acorn,  as  nmn  doth  bu»y  Apes 
When  they  will  zany  vneo. 

[Act  iv- 


Sc.l.] 


Maria  {the  Duchess  of  Oenoa)  describes  the  death  of  Mellida, 
Mr  daughter  in  law. 

Beine  laid  upon  her  bed  she  grasp'd  my  hand. 

And  tciasing  it  apake  thus :  Thou  very  poor, 

Why  dost  not  weep  ?  the  jewel  of  thy  brow. 

The  rich  adornment  that  enchased  thy  breast. 

Is  lost ;  thy  iK)n,  my  love,  i.s  lost,  is  dead. 

And  have  I  li%*'(l  to  see  his  Wrtues  blurr'd 

With  guiltless  blots  'f    O  world,  thou  art  too  subtil 

For  honest  natures  to  converse  withal : 

Therefore  I'll  leave  thee :  farewell,  mart  of  woe  ; 

I  fly  to  clip  my  love,  Antonio. — 

With  that,  her  head  sunk  down  ujHin  her  breast ; 

Her  cheek  chang'd  earth,  her  senses  sltpt  in  rest. 

Until  my  Fool,*  that  crept  unto  the  bed, 

Screech'd  out  sn  loud  tliat  he  brought  back  her  soul, 

Call'd  her  again,  that  her  bright  eyes  'gan  o|)e 

And  stared  upon  him  :  he  audacious  fool 

Dared  kiss  her  hand,  wish'd  her  soft  re«^  la^d  Bride  ; 

She  fumbled  out,  thanks,  yvod :  and  so  she  died. 

[Actjiy.,  Scl.] 


THE   MALCONTENT.    A  TRAGICOMEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1604J.     BY  JOHN  MAR.saX)N 

The  Malcontent  describes  himself, 

I  cannot  sleep,  my  eyes'  ill-neightwuring  lids 

Will  hold  no  fellowship,     O  thou  pale  sober  night, 

'  Wise  men's. 

'Antonio,  who  is  thought  dead,  but  ttill  lives  in  that  disgaiBC 
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'nu>u  that  in  «lu^^^uth  fumes  all  sense  dost  steep ; 

'ITiou  that  giv'st  all  the  worlil  full  leave  to  play, 

Uiiliend'st  the  feebletl  veins  nf  sweaty  labour : 

The  gaily-slave,  that  ali  the  toilsome  dav 

Tugs  at  the  oar  against  the  stubborn  ware, 

Strainuig  his  rugged  \-ems,  snores  fast ; 

The  stooping  Bcvthe-nian,  that  doth  barb  the  field, 

Thou  maVVt  wink  Jiure;  in  night  all  creaturcn  sleep, 

Only  the  .Malcontent,  that  'gainst  his  fate 

Repines  and  quarrels*:  alasl  he's  Goodman  Tell-clock  ; 
_    His  satlow  jaw-bones  sink  with  u-astiiig  moan  ; 
■    >Miitst  others*  beds  arc  down,  hiit  pillow's  stone. 
K  [Actiii.,  Sc.  1.*] 

^^^  PUice  for  a  Penitent. 

^^^^  cell  'tis  Iftdy ;  where,  instead  of  ma<«ks. 

Mwtic,  tilts,  touniies,  and  such  court-like  shows. 

The  hollow  inurnmr  of  the  checkless  winds 

Shall  groan  again,  whilst  the  unquiet  sea 
K    Shakes  the  whole  rock  with  foamy  liattery. 
I    There  UsherlcMS^  tlie  air  comes  in  and  out; 

The  rheumy  vault  will  force  your  eyes  to  weep. 

Whilst  you  liehold  true  desolation. 

A  rocky  barrenness  shall  pierce  your  eyes  ; 

Where  all  at  once  one  reaches,  where  nc  stands. 

With  brows  the  roof,  both  waKs  with  ImjUi  his  hands. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  2.] 


THE  WONDER  OF  WOMEN;  OR  THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  SOPHONISBA  [PCBLISHEU  1606].  BY  JOHN 
MARSTON 

Description  of  the  Witch  Erictho. 

Here  in  this  desert,  the  great  Soul  of  Clianns 

Dreadful  Ericihn  lives  ;  whose  dismal  brow 

Contemns  all  roofs,  or  civil  coverture. 

Fun«aken  graves  and  tumlis  (the  ghosts  fore'd  out) 

She  joys  to  inhabit. 

A  loatiisome  y^How  leanness  spreads  her  face, 

*t^.,  witliout  tlie  ceremony  of  in  Usher,  to  ^tve  notice  of  iu  approach,  us  is  asu&l 
Coortf.    As  fine  a^  Shakspeare:  "ibe  bl^  air  thy  boUtcrous  CKamberlain  ". 
'Timoa  of  Athens."  iv.,  3,  3i3.] 
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A  heavy  helMike  paleness  loads  her  cheeks. 

Unknown  to  a  clear  heaven.     Rut  if  dark  winds 

Or  black  thick  clouds  drive  back  the  blinded  stars. 

When  her  deep  magic  makes  furc'd  heaven  quake, 

And  thunder,  spite  of  Jove ;  Krictho  then 

From  naked  grave»  stalks  out,  heaves  proud  her  head, 

With  long  unkemb'd  hair  leaden,  and  strives  to  snatch 

The  night's  quick  sulphur;  then  she  bursts  up  tombs 

From  lialf-rot  sear-cloths  ;  then  she  scrapes  dry  gums 

For  her  black  rites ;  but  when  slie  finds  a  corse 

But  newh  grav'd,  whose  entrails  are  not  turn'd 

To  slimy  filth,  with  greedy  havoc  then 

She  mokes  fierce  spoil,  ana  swells  with  wicked  trimnpb 

To  bury  her  lean  Knuckles  in  his  eyes : 

Then  doth  she  gnaw  the  pale  and  o'er-grown  nails 

From  his  dry  hand  :  but  if  she  find  some  life 

Yet  lurking  cla»«,  she  bites  his  gelid  lips, 

And  sticking  her  black  tongue  in  his  dry  throat, 

She  breathes  dire  muirnurs,  which  enforce  him  bear 

Her  baneful  secrets  to  the  spirits  of  horror/ 


Heri  Cave. 

Hard  by  the  reverent  ruins 

Of  a  once  glorious  Temple,  rear'd  to  Jove, 
Whose  very  rubbish  {like  the  pitied  fall 
Of  virtue  much  unfortunate)  yet  bears 
A  deathless  majesty,  though  now  quite  ras'd, 
Hurl'd  down  by  wrath  and  lust  of  impious  kings. 
So  that,  where  holy  Flamens  wont  to  sing 
Hwcct  hymns  to  heaven,  there  the  daw,  and  crow, 
The  ill-voic'd  raven,  and  atJll-chattering  pye. 
Send  out  ungrateful  sounds  and  hiathsome  filth  ; 
Where  statues  and  Jove's  acts  were  vively'  limn'd, 
Boys  with  black  coals  draw  the  veil'd  parts  of  nature 
And  lecherous  actions  of  imagin'd  lust ; 
Where  tombs  and  beauteous  urns  of  well-dead  men 
Stood  in  assured  rest,  the  shepherd  now 
Unloads  his  lielly,  corruption  moat  abhorr'd 
Mingling  itself  with  their  renowned  ashes: 
There  once  a  chamet-house,  now  a  vast  cave, 
Over  who»w  brow  a  pale  and  untrod  grove 
Throws  out  her  heavy  shade,  the  mouth  thick  arms 


'  [Twenty  Udci  omitted.] 
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Of  darksome  yew,  sun-proof,  for  ever  choke ; 
Within,  rests  barren  darkness,  fruitless  drought 
Pines  in  eternal  night ;  the  steam  of  hell 
Yields  not  so  lazy  air :  there,  that's  her  cell. 


[Activ.,Sc.  l.»] 


I 


THE  INSATIATE  COUNTESS:  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1613].     BY  JOHN  MARSTON 

Isabella  {the  CownUas),  after  a  long  BerUa  of  erinus  of  infiaUlity 
to  her  husband  and  of  murder,  is  brought  to  gujfer  on  a 
scaffold.  RobertOj  her  husband,  arrives  to  lake  a  laal  leave 
of  her. 

Roberto.  Bear  record,  all  you  blesaed  saints  in  heavan, 
I  come  not  to  torment  thee  m  thv  death ; 
For  of  himself  he's  terrible  enough. 
But  call  to  mind  a  Lady  like  yourself, 
Aud  think  how  ill  in  such  a  beauteous  muI, 
Upon  the  instant  morrow  of  her  nuptials. 
Apostasy  and  wild  revolt  would  show. 
Withal  imagine  that  she  had  a  lord 
Jealous  the  air  should  ravish  her  chaste  looks ; 
Doting,  like  the  Creator  in  his  models. 
Who  views  them  every  minute  and  with  care 
MisM  in  his  fear  of  their  obedience  to  him. 
Suppose  he  sung  through  famous  Italy, 
More  common  than  the  looser  ttongs  of  Petxarcli, 
To  every  seN^ral  Zany's  instrument : 
And  he  poor  wretch,  hoping  some  better  fate 
Might  call  her  back  from  her  adulterate  purpoee, 
Livefi  in  ob&cure  and  almost  unknown  life; 
Till  hearing  that  she  is  condemn'd  to  die. 
For  he  once  loved  her,  lends  his  pined  corpse 
Motion  lo  bring  him  to  her  stage  of  honour. 
Where,  drown'd  in  woe  at  her  so  dismal  chanoe, 
He  clasps  her :  thus  be  falls  into  a  trance. 

Isabella.  O  my  offended  lord,  lift  up  your  eyes ; 
But  yet  avert  them  from  my  loathed  Rig)it. 
Had  I  with  you  enjoyed  the  lawful  plea.sure, 
To  which  belongs  nor  fear  nor  public  shame, 
I  mi^ht  have  liv^d  in  honour,  died  in  fame. 
n  mv  falterii 


pardi 


ing 


beg; 


'[Marston's  Works,  vol.  ii.    The  whole  pungc  is  in  first  pcraon  aingulv  in  pUy.] 
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Which  shall  (x>ntirni  more  peace  unto  my  deatli. 
Than  all  the  grave  instructions  of  the  Church. 

Ilobe-rto.^  Freely  thou  hast  it.     Fai-eweli,  ui_v  IsalieHa ; 
Let  thy  death  raiiMiiii  thy  kouI,  ()  die  a  rare  exainple. 
The  kiss  thou  gavesl  me  in  the  church,  here  take : 
As  1  leave  thee,  .so  tliou  the  world  forsake.         [Exit. 

Executioner.  Madum,  tie  up  your  hair. 

ItmhcUa.  0  these  golden  nets, 
That  have  insnared  so  niany  wauton  youths ! 
Not  one,  but.  has  heeii  held  a  tlu-ead  of  life, 
And  KUperslitiiniiily  depended  on. 
What  else 't 

Ex6cv.tion^.  Modaoi,  I  must  eutrcat  you  blind  your  eyes. 

Isabella.  I  have  lived  too  long  in  darkneas,  my  friend ; 
And  yet  mine  eye«  with  their  majestic  light 
Have  got  new  Muses  in  a  I'oet's  spright. 
'ITjey've  lx.'eti  uioit  gay-'d  at  than  the  God  of  day; 
Tlieir  brightness  never  could  be  flattered  : 
Vet  thou  conimAud'st  a  fixed  cloud  of  lawn 
To  eclipse  eteraally  these  minutes  of  light. 
1  am  pix>|>Hred. — 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  V 
Women's  inconstancy. 

Who  would  liavc  thought  it .'    She  that  could  no  more 

Foniake  my  company,  than  can  the  day 

Forsake  the  glorious  pre.sence  of  the  sun, 

When  I  was  absent,  then  her  galled  eyes 

Would  have  shed  April  showers,  and  outwept 

The  clouds  in  that  same  o'er- passionate  mood 

When  tUey  drown'd  all  the  world:  yet  now  forsakes  me. 

Women,  your  eyes  shed  glances  like  the  sun  ; 

Now  sliines  vour  hrightneiis,  now  your  light  is  done. 

On  tbe  sweet'st  flowers  vou  shine,  'tis  but  by  chance, 

And  on  the  basest  weed  you'll  waste  a  glance. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  4,1 


WHAT    YOU    WILL.      A    COMKDV    [PUBLISHED   1607]. 
BY  JOHN  JLVRS1X>N 

Venetian  Merchant. 

No  knight, 
But  one  (that  title  off"),  was  even  a  prince, 
A  sultan  Solyman  :  thrice  was  he  made, 

![■•  paidon  belongft  unto  my  holy  weedt"  omiUcd  here]  *[Vol.  iii,] 
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In  dangerous  arms,  Venice'  Providetore. 

He  was  a  merchant,  but  so  bounteous. 

Valiant,  wise,  learned,  all  so  absolute. 

That  naught  watt  valued  praiseful  excellent, 

But  in't  was  he  most  praiseful  excellent. 

O  f  shall  ne'er  foi^el  how  he  wtnl  cloathed. 

He  would  maintain  it  a  bane  itl-u^^'d  fashion, 

To  bind  a  merchant  to  the  sullen  habit 

Of  precise  black,  chieHy  in  Venice  state 

Where  mercbanta  guilt  the  top.' 

And  therefore  should  you  have  him  pass  the  bridge 

Up  the  llialto  like  a  Sloldier ; 

In  a  black  bever  belt,  ash  colour  plain, 

A  Florentine  cloth-o'-uilver  jerkin,  sleeves 

White  satin  cut  on  tinsel,  then  long  stock  ; 

French  panes  embroider*d,  goldsmith's  work  :  O  God  ! 

Methinks  I  See  him,  how  he  would  walk, 

With  what  a  jolly  presence  he  would  pace 

Hound  the  Kialto.* 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.»] 

Scholar  cmd  hia  Dog. 

1  wu  A  adiolar:  seven  useful  springs 
Did  I  deflower  in  qiiotatiouK 
Of  crossM  opinions  'bout  the  soul  of  man  ; 
The  more  I  leamt,  the  more  I  learnt  to  doubt. 
Veluiht  my  spaniel  slept,  whilst  1  bau.t'd  leaves, 
'IWs'd  o'er  the  dunces,  pored  on  the  old  print 
Of  titled  words:  and  still  my  spaniel  slept. 
Whilst  1  wasted  lamp-oil,  baited  my  flesh. 
Shrunk  up  my  veins:  and  still  niy  spaniel  slept. 
And  still  1  held  converse  with  Xabarell, 
A{juiiins,  Scolus,  and  the  musty  saw 
Of  Antick  Donate:  still  my  spaniel  slept. 

'"Her  whtne  mercliMt  Sons  wetc  Kings."     Collins  ["Ode to  Ltbeny"]. 

'  To  judge  of  the  liberAliiy  of  theuff  notiofi*  of  dres*.  we  munt  advert  lo  the  day*  of 
Orcsham,  and  the  conMcmntion  which  a  phenomenon  habited  like  the  Merchant 
here  de&cribed  would  have  excited  among  the  flai  round  caps,  and  cloth  atockinga, 
open  Cbanec,  when  thoae  "original  argumenu  or  tokens  of  a  Citizen's  vocation 
«eie  in  £uoion  not  more  for  thrift  and  uiicfulncsa  than  foi  dietinction  and  grace." 
The  blank  uniformiiy  to  which  all  profc«6ional  distinctions  in  apparel  have  been 
long  hastening,  is  one  instance  of  the  Decay  of  Symbols  among  us,  which  wbethci  it 
has  contribuied  or  not  to  make  us  a  more  intellectual,  has  certainly  made  us  a  lets 
imaginative  people.  Shakspeate  knew  the  force  of  signs : — "  a  malignant  and  a 
lurban'd  Turk  '■  [■•  OUitllo,"  v.,  »,  353).  "  This  m«a1<ap  Miller,"  My*  the  Author 
[John  Reynolds]  of  God's  Revenge  against  Muider,  to  express  his  indignation  ai  an 
aitocious  outiage  committed  by  the  miller  Pierot  upcm  the  person  of  the  fair  Maricta. 

»CVol.  u.] 
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Still  on  went  I  ;  first,  an  sit  antma ; 
Then,  an  it  were  mortal.     O  hold,  hold  ;  at  that 
Thc^re  ftt  brain-buJf'eta,  fell  by  the  eai"s  auiain 
Peli-uiell  together:  still  my  spaniel  slept. 
Then,  whether  'twere  corporeal,  local,  fixt. 
Ex  traduce,  but  whether  't  had  free  will 
Or  no,  hot  philosophers 

Stood  Iwuiding  factions,  all  so  stronglv  propt, 
I  stafjger'd,  knew  not  which  was  firmer  part. 
But  thought,  quoted,  read,  observ'd,  and  pryed. 
Stuffs  noting-books :  and  stilt  my  spaniel  slept. 
At  lenf^h  he  wak'd,  and  yawn*d  ;  and  by  yon  sky, 
For  aught  I  know  he  knew  as  much  as  I. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  a.] 

Preparations  for  Second  Nuptials. 

Now  is  Albano's '  marriage-bed  new  hung 

With  fresh  rich  curtains ;  now  are  my  valence  up, 

Imbottt  with  orient  pearl,  my  grandaire's  gift. ; 

Now  are  the  lawn  sheets  fum'd  with  vioietB, 

To  fresh  the  pall'd  ]avciviou.s  appetite  ; 

Now  work  the  cooks,  the  pastry  sweats  with  slaves. 

The  marrh'panes  glitter ;  now,  now  the  musicians 

Hover  tt-ith  nimble  sticks  o'er  stpieaking  crowds,' 

Tickling  the  dried  guts  of  a  mewing  cat : 

The  tailors,  starcliera,  semsters,  butchers,  poulterers. 

Mercers,  all,  all none  think  on  me-* 

[Act  iii,  Sc.  «.] 


CeSAR  AND  POMPEY  :  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1631  :  PERFORMED  LONG  BEEORK].  BY  GEORGE 
CHAPMAN    [1659  ?.16S4] 

Saorijice^ 

Imperial  Ca-sar,  at  your  sacred  charge 
I  drew  a  milk-white  ox  into  the  Temple, 
And  turning  there  his  face  into  the  East 
(Fearfully  shaking  at  the  shining  light) 
Down  fell  his  homed  forehead  to  his  hoof. 
When  I  b^an  to  greet  him  with  the  stroke 

'Albano,  the  tirat  husband,  speaks;  stipposed  dead.  'Fiddles. 

'[For  other  cxtracUi  from  Marston  see  pages  419  (?)  and  531.] 


C-^SAR  AND  POMPEY 


78 


That  should  prepare  him  for  the  holy  rites, 
With  hideous  roars  he  laid  out  auch  a  throat 
As  made  the  secret  hirking^  of  the  God 
To  answer.  Echo-like,  in  threat'ning  sounds : 
I  struck  again  at  bim,  aud  then  he  slept ; 
His  life-blood  boiling  out  at  every  wound 
In  streams  as  clear  as  any  liquid  ruby. 

the  beast  cut  up,  ana  laid  on  the  altar, 

His  limbs  were  all  lickt  up  with  instant  flames ; 
Not  like  the  elemental  fire  that  bums 
In  household  uses,  lamely  .struggling  up. 
This  way  and  that  way  winding  as  it  rises, 
But  right  and  upright  reacht  hi8  proper  sphere 
Where  bums  the  fure  eternal  and  sincere. 


Joy  unexpected,  best, 

Joys  unexpected,  and  in  desperate  plight, 

Are  still  most  sweet,  and  prove  from  whence  they  come ; 

When  earth's  still  moon-like  confidence  in  joy 

Is  at  her  full :  True  Joy  de^icending  far 

From  past  her  sphere,  and  from  tluit  highest  hearen 

That  moves  and  is  not  moved. 

Inward  Help  the  beat  Selp. 
1  will  stand  no  more 


[Act  iii.'] 


[Act  T.] 


On  others*  legs,  nor  build  one  joy  without  me. 

If  ever  1  be  worth  a  house  agam, 

I'll  build  all  inward  :  not  a  light  shall  ope 

The  common  out-way :  no  expence,  no  urt, 

No  ornament,  no  door,  will  I  use  there  ; 

But  raise  all  plain  and  rudely  like  a  rampire, 

Agamst  the  fedae  society  of  men. 

That  still  batters 

All  reason  piece-meal ;  and,  for  earthly  greatness 

All  heavenly  comforts  rarities  to  air. 

I'll  therefore  live  in  dark  ;  and  all  my  light. 

Like  ancient  Temples,  let  in  at  my  top. 

That  were  to  turn  one's  back  to  all  the  world. 

And  only  look  at  heaven. 

When  our  diseaa'd  affections 

Harmful  to  human  freedom,  and  storm-like 
Inferring  darkness  to  th"  infected  mind, 
Oppress  our  comforts ;  'tis  but  letting  in 
■  [Cbapnian't  Works,  cd.  Sbcpbcid,  1871-    The  Ac(»  arc  not  divided  into  Scenes.) 
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The  light  of  reason,  and  a  purer  spirit 
Take  iii  another  way ;  lil<e  ruonis  that  fight 
With  windows  *gain8t  the  wind,  yet  let  in  light' 


[Act  v.] 


BUSSY    D'AMBOIS,    A    THAGEDY    fPT'BLISHED    160^57 
BY  GEORGE  CHAPMAN 

A  Nuntiiis  (or  Messtnger)  in  the  presence  of  King  Benry  the 
Third  of  France  and  his  oourt  tells  Vie  manner  of  a  combat, 
to  which,  he  was  tuitneaSy  of  three  to  three ;  in  which  D'Ani' 
bois  remained  sole  sv/rvivor ;  bet/un  upon  <m  affront  passed 
upon  D'Amhois  by  some  courtiers, 

Hkxhv,  Gcise,  BEAurnE,  Ncjvnus,  ktc. 

Nuntius.  I  aaw  fierce  D*AniI}oiB  and  hin  two  brave  friends 
Enter  the  field,  and  at  their  heels  their  foes. 
Which  were  tlic  famous  soldiers  iJaiTixur, 
L'Anou,  and  Pvrrbot,  great  in  deecU  of  arm& : 
All  which  arrivM  at  the  evenest  piece  of  earth 
The  field  aflorded,  the  three  rhallengere 
Tum'd  head,  drew  all  their  mpicr»,  and  stood  rank'd  ; 
When  face  to  face  the  three  defendants  met  them, 
Alike  prepaid,  and  resolute  alike. 
Like  bonnres  of  contributory  wood 
Every  man's  look  shewM,  fed  with  other's  spirit ; 
As  one  had  been  a  mirror  to  another. 
Like  forms  of  life  and  death  each  took  from  other: 
And  80  were  life  and  death  mix'd  at  theu*  heights, 
llrnt  you  could  see  no  fear  of  death  (for  life) 
Nor  love  of  life  (for  death)  :  but  in  their  brows 
Pyrrho's  opinion  in  great  letters  xhone  : 
That  "  life  and  death  in  all  respects  are  one,** 

Henry.  Past  there  no  sort  of  words  at  their  encounter  ? 

Ntintins.  As  Hector  twixt  the  hasts  of  Greece  and  Troy, 
When  Paris  and  the  Spai-tan  king  should  end 
The  nine  veaiV  war.  held  up  his  brazen  lance 
For  signal  that  lx>th  hosts  shoulil  cease  from  anns, 
And  hear  him  fineak  ;  so  Barrisor  (advis'd) 
Advanc'd  his  naVctl  rapier  ^wixt  both  sides, 
Ript  up  the  quaiTel,  and  conipai-'d  six  lives 

i[Foi  other  extracts  fiom  thia  play  sec  pages  484,  369.] 
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Then  laid  in  balance  with  six  idle  words ; 

Offered  remtasion  and  contrition  too  : 

Or  else  that  he  and  lyArobois  might  conclude 

The  others'  dangers.     D'Anibois  lik'd  the  last: 

But  Barrisor's  friends  (being  equally  cngajj'd 

In  the  main  quarrel)  never  woidd  expose 

His  life  alone  to  that  they  all  deserv'd. 

Aud  (for  the  other  offer  of  remission) 

IVAmbois  (that  like  a  laurel  put  in  fire 

Sparkled  and  spit)  did  much  uiueh  more  than  .sconi 

lliat  hiit  wrong  nhould  incense  liiui  ho  like  chafl' 

To  go  so  soon  out,  and,  like  li<;hted  paper. 

Approve  bis  spirit  at  once  both  fire  ancl  ashes : 

So  drew  they  lots,  and  in  thcni  fates  apiiointcd 

That  Barrisor  Khould  fij^ht  witli  fiery  iVAmbuis ; 

Pyrrhot  trith  Melynell;  with  Brisac  L'Anou : 

AJid  then  like  flame  and  powder  they  connnixt, 

So  spritely,  that  I  wishM  they  had  been  Spirits; 

That  the  ne'er-shuttinf;  wounds,  they  needs  must  open. 

Might  an  they  open'd  shut,  and  never  kill.^ 

But  D'Ambois'  sword  (that  lighVned  as  it  flew) 

Shot  like  a  pointed  comet  at  the  face 

Of  moldy  Barrisor  ;  and  there  it  stuck  ; 

Thrice  pluck 'd  he  at  it,  and  thrice  drew  on  tlirustft 

From  hini,  that  of  himself  was  free  a»  fire  ; 

Who  thrust  still,  an  he  pluck'd,  yet  (past  belief) 

He  witli  his  subtil  eye,  hand,  Iwdy,  'hcap'd  ; 

At  latrt  the  deadly  bitten  point  tug^'d  off, 

On  fell  his  yet  undaunted  foe  so  fiercely 

That  (only  made  more  horrid  with  hi^  wound) 

Great  D'Ambous  shrunk,  and  gave  a  little  ground  : 

But  soon  return'd,  redoubled  in  his  danger, 

And  at  the  heart  of  Barrisor  scol'd  his  anger. 

Then,  as  in  Arden  I  have  seen  an  oak 

I.ong  shook  with  tempests,  and  his  lofty  top 

Bent  \o  his  root,  whicn  being  at  length  made  loose 

(Kveu  groaning  with  his  weight)  he  'gan  tu  nod 

This  way  and  that,  as  loth  his  curled  brows 

(Wiich  he  had  oft  wrapt  in  the  sky  with  stonns) 

Should  stoop;  and  yet,  his  radical  fibres  burst, 

Storm-like  he  fell,  ami  hid  the  feai'-cold  earth  : 

So  fell  stout  Barrisor,  that  had  stood  the  shocks 


'  One  can  hardly  believe  but  that  ihese  lines  were  written  alter  Milton  bad  di>- 
tcribcd  his  warring  amgtlt. 
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Of  ten  (tet  battles  in  your  highness*  war 
'Gainst  the  sole  soldier  of  the  world  Navarre. 

Ouiae.  0  piteous  and  horrid  murder  I 

Beaupre,  Such  a  life 
MethinKa  had  metal  in  it  to  survive 
An  age  of  men. 

Benry.  Such  often  soonest  end. 
Thy  felt  report  calis  on ;  we  long  to  know 
On  what  events  the  other  have  arrived. 

Nuntius.  Sorrow  and  fury,  like  two  opposite  fumes 
Met  in  the  upper  region  of  a  cloud. 
At  the  report  made  by  this  worthy's  fall. 
Brake  fix)m  the  earth,  and  with  them  rose  Revenge 
Entering  with  fresh  pow'rs  his  two  noble  friends : 
And  under  that  odds  fell  surchari^'d  Brisac, 
The  friend  of  O'Ambois,  before  fierce  L'Anou ; 
Which  D'Ambois  seeing  ;  a^  I  once  did  see, 
In  my  young  travels  through  Armenia, 
An  angry  Unicom  in  his  full  career 
Charge  with  too  swift  a  foot  a  Jeweller 
That  watcht  him  for  the  treasure  of  his  brow ; 
And,  ere  he  could  get  shelter  of  a  tree. 
Nail  him  with  his  rich  antler  to  the  earth ; 
So  lyAmbois  ran  upon  reveng'd  I/Anou, 
Who  eyeing  th'  eager  point  borne  in  his  &oei 
And  giving  back,  ^11  back,  and  in  his  fall 
His  foe's  uncurbed  aword  atopt  in  his  heart : 
By  which  time,  all  the  life-strings  of  th'  two  other 
Were  cut,  and  both  fell  (a.s  their  spirit  flew) 
Upwards  ;  and  still  hunt  honour  at  the  view. 
And  now,  of  all  the  six,  sole  D'Ambois  stood 
Untoucht,  save  only  with  the  others*  blood. 

Henry.  All  slain  outright  but  he  ? 

Nnniius.  All  slain  outright  but  he  : 
Who  kneeling  in  the  warm  life  of  his  friends 
(All  freckled  with  the  blood  his  rapier  rain'd) 
He  kist  their  pale  lips,  and  bade  both  farewell. 

FdUe  Oreaineae. 

As  cedars  beaten  with  continual  storms, 
So  great  men  flourish  ;  and  do  imitate 
Unskilful  Rtatuaries,  who  suppose, 
In  forming  a  Colossus,  if  they  make  him 

^  {iitrmaid  Striu.  Chapman,  ed.  Pbclps.] 
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Strftddle  enough,  strut,  and  look  big,  and  gape, 
Their  work  is  goodly :  so  men  merely  great, 
In  their  affected  gravity  of  voice^ 
Sourness  of  countenance,  manners'  cruelty, 
Authority,  wealth,  and  all  the  spawn  of  fortune, 
Think  they  bear  all  the  kingdom's  worth  before  them  j 
Yet  differ  not  from  thuue  Colossick  statues, 
^^^^ich,  with  heroic  forms  without  o'erspread. 
Within  are  naught  bat  mortar,  flint,  and  lead. 

Vvrtrie. — Po  liey. 

as  great  seamen  using  all  their  wealth 

And  skills  in  Neptune's  deep  invisible  pathii. 
In  tall  ships  richly  built  and  ribb'd  with  brass, 
To  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  world ; 
When  they  have  done  it,  coming  near  the  haven, 
Are  fain  to  give  a  warning  piece,  and  call 
A  poor  staid  fiBherman  that  never  pass'd 
His  country's  sight,  to  waft  and  guide  them  U3 ; 
So  when  we  wander  furthest  through  the  waves 
Of  glassy  Glory,  and  the  gulfs  of  State, 
Topt  with  all  titles,  spreading  all  our  reaches, 
As  if  each  private  arm  would  sphere  the  earth, 
We  must  to  Virtue  for  her  guide  resort. 
Or  we  shall  shipwreck  in  our  safest  port. 

Niek  of  Tinu, 

There  is  a  deep  nick  in  Time's  restless  wheel 

For  each  man's  good,  when  which  nick  comes,  it  strikes  : 

As  Rhetoric  yet  works  not  persuasion, 

But  only  is  a  mean  to  make  it  work ; 

So  no  man  risetb  by  his  real  merit. 

But  when  it  cries  clink  in  his  Raiser's  spirit. 


[Act  i.] 


[Act  i.] 


[Act  i.] 


Difference  of  the  English  and  French  Courts, 
Henky.       GtnsE.       MoKTsuaay. 

OvAse,  1  like  not  their'  Court  fashion ;  it  is  too  crest-fall'n 
In  all  obeerrance,  making  demigods 
Of  their  great  Nobles,  and  of  their  old  Queen ' 
An  ever  young  and  most  immortal  Goddess. 

*  The  Eoglish.  *  Queen  Elizabeth. 
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Mont.  No  question  she's  the  rarest  yueen  in  Europe. 

Chiiae.  But  what's  that  to  her  immortality  ? 

Henry.  Assure  vou,  cousin  Guiae ;  so  great  a  Courtier, 
So  full  of  majeRty  and  royal  parts, 
No  Queen  in  t'hristendoin  may  vaunt  herself. 
Her  Court  approves  it.     Thai's  u  Court  indeed  ; 
Not  inix'd  with  clnwnenes  used  in  common  Houses : 
But,  as  Courts  should  be,  th'  abstracts  of  their  kingdoms, 
In  all  the  beauty,  state,  and  worth  they  hold. 
So  is  hers  amply,  and  by  her  infomi'd. 
The  world  is  not  contracted  in  a  Man, 
With  more  pro|wrtion  luid  expi-ession. 
Than  in  her  Court  her  Kingdom.     Our  French  Court 
Is  a  mere  mirror  of  confusion  to  it. 
The  King  and  Subject,  Lord  and  every  Slave, 
Dance  a  aiiitinual  hay.     C)ur  rooms  of  state 
Kept  like  our  stables  :  no  place  more  observ'd 
Than  a  rude  market-plare  ;  and  though  our  custom 
Keep  his  assur'd  confusion  from  our  eyes, 
'Tis  ne'er  the  less  essentially  unsightly.' 


[Act  i.] 


BYRON'S  tX^NSl'niACY   [PITBLISHKD  1608:   rUOUUCED 
1605].     BY  GEORGE  CHAPMAN 

Byron  described. 

he  is  a  man 


Of  matchless  valour,  ajid  wa^  ever  happy 

In  all  encounters,  which  were  still  niaac  good 

With  an  unwearie<l  sense  of  any  toil ; 

Having  continued  fourteen  days  together 

Upon  his  horse:  his  blood  is  not  voluptuotus, 

Nor  much  inclin'd  to  women  ;  his  desiivs 

Are  higher  than  his  state  ;  and  his  de-scrU 

Not  much  short  of  the  most  he  can  desire, 

If  they  l>e  weigh'd  with  what  France  feels  by  them. 

He  is  }mst  measure  glorious  :  and  that  liumour 

Is  fit  to  feed  his  spirit,  whom  it  possesseth 

With  faith  in  any  error  ;  chiefly  where 

Men  blow  it  up  with  ui'aise  of  bi.s  perfections : 

The  taste  whereof  in  him  so  soothes  his  palate, 

*CPor  other  extnict»  Irom  this  play  see  pagns  4&7  and  587.] 
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And  takes  up  all  his  appetite,  that  oft  times 
He  will  refuse  his  meat,  and  company, 
To  feast  utone  with  their  must  sti-ong  iroiiceit. 
Ambition  aUo  cheek  bv  cheelt  doth  march 
With  that  excess  of  glory,  both  8ustain*d 
With  an  unlimited  fancy,  that  the  king. 
Nor  France  itself,  without  hiin  can  sul^st. 


[Act  i.i] 


Men  a  Glories  eclipsed  wfien  they  tum  Traiton. 
As  when  the  moon  hath  comforted  the  night. 
And  set  the  world  in  silver  of  her  light. 
Tile  planebi,  asteriiims  and  whole  State  uf  Heaveit, 
In  beams  of  guld  descending:  all  the  winds 
Bound  up  in  caves,  charg'd  not  to  drive  abroad 
Their  cloudy  beads :  a  universal  peace 
(Proclaini'd  in  silence)  uf  the  quiet  earth  : 
Soon  as  her  hot  and  dry  fume.s  are  let  loose, 
Stonm  and  clouds  mixing  suddenly  put  out 
The  eyes  of  all  tho!>e  glories  ;  tiie  creution 
Tum'd  into  Cbau» ;  and  we  then  desire. 
For  alt  our  joy  of  life,  the  death  of  sleep. 
So  when  the  glories  of  our  Uves  (men's  loves. 
Clear  conHcieiices,  our  fames  and  loyal  tius),-         "i-     >    '  i> 
That  did  us  worthy  comfort,  are  eclip»'d  ; 
Grief  and  disgrace  invade  ua  ;  and  for  all 
Our  night  of  life  besiden,  our  misery  craves 
Dark  earth  would  ope  and  hide  us  m  our  grave»- 

[Act 
Opinion  tfu  Scale  of  Good  or  Bad. 

there  ia  no  truth  of  any  good 

To  be  discem'd  on  earth  ;  and,  by  conyendon. 
Nought  therefore  dimply  bad :  but  as  the  ^tufT 
Prepar'd  for  Arras  pictures,  is  no  picture 
Till  it  lie  fonn'd,  and  man  hath  cast  the  beams 
Of  his  iraaginotis  fani-y  thorough  it, 
In  forming  ancient  Kmgs  and  Conquerors 
As  he  conceives  they  look'd  and  were  attii''d. 
Though  they  were  nothing  so  ;  so  all  things  here 
Have  all  their  price  set  down  froui  men's  Conceits ; 
Which  make  all  terms  and  actions  goijil  or  bad, 
And  are  but  pliant  and  woU-colourd  threads 
Put  into  feigned  images  of  l>uth.  •    i     -i' 

[Act 
■[AfmiutiV  Strin,  ed.  Phclpt-J 


Ui.] 


iii.] 
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Ineinuatir^  Manners. 

We  miut  h&ve  these  lures,  when  we  hawk  for  friends  ; 

And  wind  about  them  tike  a  subtile  Uiver, 

That,  seeming  only  to  run  on  his  course. 

Doth  search  yet,  as  be  runs,  and  still  finds  out 

The  easiest  parts  of  entry  on  the  shore. 

Gliding  so  slyly  by,  an  scarce  it  touch'd. 

Yet  stili  eats  something  in  it. 


[Act  iii] 


The  Stars  not  able  to  foresheto  any  Thing. 

X  am  &  nobler  Rubfttance  than  the  stars : 

And  shall  the  baser  over-rule  the  better? 

Or  are  they  better  since  they  are  the  bigger  ? 

I  have  a  will,  and  faculties  of  choice, 

To  do  or  not  to  do ;  and  reason  why 

I  do  or  not  do  this  :  the  stars  have  none. 

Tliey  know  not  why  they  shine,  more  than  this  Taper, 

Nor  how  they  work,  nor  what      I'll  change  my  course, 

I'll  piece-meal  pnll  the  frame  of  all  my  thoughts ; 

Ana  where  are  all  your  Caput  Algols  then  ? 

Your  planebi  all  being  uuaenieath  the  earth 

At  my  nativity :  what  can  they  do  ? 

Malignant  in  aspects!  in  blooay  houses  1 

The  Master  Spirit. 

Give  me  a  spirit  that  on  life's  rough  sea 
Loves  to  have  his  saiLs  fill'd  with  a  lusty  wind. 
Even  till  his  sail-yards  tremble,  his  masts  crack. 
And  his  rapt  ship  run  on  her  side  so  low, 
That  she  drinks  water,  and  her  keel  ploughs  air. 
'ITiere  is  no  danger  to  a  man*  that  knows 
What  Life  and  Death  is :  there's  not  any  law 
Exceeds  his  knowledge ;  neither  is  it  lawf^il 
That  he  should  stoop  to  any  other  law : 
He  goes  before  them,  and  commands  them  all, 
That  to  himself  is  a  law  ratioual. 

Vile  Natures  in  High  Phices. 
-foolish  statuaries, 


[Act  iii.] 


[Act  iii.] 


That  under  little  Saints  suppose '  great  bases. 

Make  less  (to  sense)  the  saints :  and  »o,  where  fortune 


1  Put  under. 


BTEONS  TRAGEDY 

Advancetli  \'ile  mincb  to  states  great  and  noble, 
She  much  the  more  exiwseth  them  to  shame ; 
Not  able  to  make  good,  and  fill  their  bases 
With  a  coDforiued  structure. 
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[Act  iv.] 


Innocence  the  Harmony  of  the  FaoUrltUa, 
-Innocence,  the  sacred  amulet 


'Gainst  all  the  poUons  of  infirmity. 

Of  all  misfortune,  injury,  and  death : 

That  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  hinuiclf ; 

Free  from  tlie  hell  tu  be  hiH  own  accuser; 

Ever  in  quiet,  endle^  joy  enjoying, 

No  strife  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers  ; 

No  motion  in  his  will  against  hix  reason ; 

No  thought  'gainst  tliought ;  nor  (a»  'twere  in  the  confines 

Of  wishing  and  repenting)  doth  possess 

Onlv  a  wayward  and  tumultuous  {)cace: 

Hut,  all  parts  in  him  friendly  and  secure, 

Kruitful  of  all  best  things  in  all  worst  seasons, 

He  can  with  every  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 

When  the  infectious  guilt  of  one  foul  crime 

DestrovN  the  free  content  of  all  our  time. 

[Act  v.] 


BYRON'S  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1608:  PRODUCED 
1605].     RY  GEORGE  CHAPMAN 

King  Henry  the  Fowrih  of  France  blesnea  the  young  Dauphin. 

My  royal  blessing,  and  the  King  of  Heaven 
Make  thee  an  aged  and  a  happy  King ! 
Help,  nurse,  to  nut  my  swora  into  his  hand. 
Hold,  Ixjy,  by  tnis ;  and  with  it  may  thy  arm 
Cut  from  thy  tree  of  rule  all  traitorous  branches, 
That  strive  to  shadow  and  eclijwe  thy  glories. 
Have  thy  old  father's  Angel  for  thy  guide. 
Redoubled  be  his  spirit  in  thy  breast ; 
Wbi>,  when  tim  State  ran  like  a  turbulent  sea, 
In  civil  hates  and  bloody  enmity. 
Their  wraths  and  envies  (like  so  many  winds) 
Settled  and  burst :  and  like  the  Ualcvon's  birth 
Re  thine,  to  bring  a  calm  upon  the  shore; 
VOL.  IV. — 6 
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In  which  the  eyes  of  war  may  ever  slec|i, 
As  over-watch'd  with  former  inassacreit, 
When  guilty  niad  Noblesse  fed  on  Noblettw, 
All  the  Bweet  plenty  of  the  realm  exhausted ; 
When  the  nak  d  merchant  was  pursued  for  spoil ; 
When  the  [wor  pea-sunU  frighted  neediest  thieves 
With  their  pale  leanness,  nothing  left  on  them 
But  meagre  carcases,  sustained  with  air. 
Wandering  like  ghosts  affrighted  from  their  graves  ; 
When,  with  the  often  and  incassant  sounds 
The  very  bea.<>t^  knew  tlie  alarum  bell. 
And  hearing  it  ran  iK'Uowing  to  their  humc ; 
l^oiii  which  unchristian  liruils  and  huinicid&s 
I-*t  the  religious  sword  of  Justice  free 
Thee,  and  thy  kingdoms,  govern'd  after  nie ; 
O  Heaven  !  <>r  if  tlic  unsettled  bl(Kxi  of  Francev 
With  ease  and  wealth,  renew  her  civil  fui-iea, 
Ijet  a]]  my  powers  be  emptied  in  my  Son  ; 
To  curb  and  end  them  all  aa  1  have  done- 
het  him  by  virtue  (juite  cut  od'froui  Fortune 
Her  feather'd  shoulders,  and  her  winged  shoes, 
And  thrust  from  her  light  feet  her  turning  stone ; 
That  she  may  ever  tarry  by  his  throne. 
And  of  his  worth  let  after  ages  say, 
(He  fighting  for  the  lanil,  and  bringing  home 
Just  concjuests,  loaden  with  his  enemies'  sjwila,) 
HiB  father  pass'd  all  France  in  martial  deeds, 
But  he  his  Father  twenty  times  exceeds. 

[Act  I'J 

What  we  kavct  we  slight ;  what  we  wanU  we  think  excelUnt. 
-OS  a  man,  match'd  with  a  lovely  wife. 


When  his  most  heavenly  theory  of  her  lieauties 
Is  dull'd  and  quite  exhausted  with  his  practice,| 
He  brings  her  forlli  to  feiists,  where  he,  alas ! 
Falls  to  his  viands  with  no  thought  like  oUicrs, 
That  think  him  blest  in  her ;  and  they,  poor  men, 
Com*t,  and  make  faces,  offer  service,  sweat 
With  their  desires'  contention,  break  their  brains 
For  jests  and  tales,  sit  nnite,  and  loose  their  looks, 
Far  out  of  wit  and  out  of  countenance. 
So  all  men  else  do,  what  ttiey  have,  transplant ; 
And  place  their  wealth  In  thirst  of  what  they  want 

■(Edited  Phelps] 


[Act  iii.] 
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Soliloquy  of  King  Henry  deliberating  on  ike  Death  of  a  Traitor, 

O  thou  that  gD\'cnist  the  keen  tiwords  of  Kings, 

Direct  my  arm  in  this  iniuoriant  stroke ; 

Or  hold  it,  being  advanc'd  :  the  weight  of  blood, 

Even  in  the  basest  subject,  doth  exact 

Deep  co^^<u]tAtion  iu  the  highest  King: 

For  in  one  suhjett,  death's  unjust  affrights 

Passinn-s  and  |jains,  though  he  be  ne'er  so  poor, 

Ask  uiorc  rcuiontc,  than  the  voluptuous  Kpleeui 

Of  all  KiiigK  in  the  world  deserve  respect. 

He  §ihould  be  born  grey-headed,  that  will  bear 

The  weight  of  Euipire.     Judgment  of  the  life. 

Free  sUtte,  and  reputation,  of  a  Man, 

(If  it  be  juirt.  and  worthy),  dwells  so  dark. 

That  it  denies  access  to  sun  and  moon  : 

The  soul's  eye,  bharpcu'd  with  that  sacred  light 

Ur  whom  the  sun  itself  in  but  a  beam, 

Must  only  give  that  judgment.      O,  how  much 

F.rr  those  Kings  then,  that  play  with  life  and  death ; 

And  uothiug  put  into  their  M;riou!«  states 

But  humour  and  tlieir  lusU  ;  for  whit:h  alone 

Men  long  for  kingdoms :  whn»e  huge  counterpoi<ie 

In  carefl  and  dangers  could  a  fool  comprise. 

He  would  not  be  a  King,  but  would  be  wise!* 

[Act  iv.] 

The  Selcctiotu  whidi  I  have  made  Irom  this  poet  arc  sufficient  to  give  an  idea  of 
thai  "  full  and  heightened  style  *'  which  Wehbtci  makcfi  characteristic  of  Lhajiman. 
Of  all  the  English  Play-wnten,  Chapman  perhaps  approachcB  nearest  to  Shakspeare 
in  the  de»ciiptive  and  didactic,  in  pi».iavei)  which  are  leHK  puiety  dramatic.  Dramatic 
Imitation  was  not  his  talent.  He  could  not  go  out  of  himself,  an  Shak»pcate  could 
ithift  at  pleasure,  to  inform  and  animate  othei  cxiRtcnce^,  but  in  himself  he  had  an 
e>-e  to  pcrceiwe  and  a  soul  to  embrace  all  forms.  He  would  have  made  a  great  Epic 
Poet,  il  indeed  he  has  not  abundantly  shown  himself  to  be  one ;  for  his  Homer  is  not 
sn  properly  a  Tranalation  as  (he  bturics  of  Achilles  and  Ulysses  le-wridcn.  The 
camestrtcM  and  passion  which  be  has  put  into  every  part  of  these  pocmi  would  be 
Incredible  to  a  rcadet  of  mere  modern  translations.  HiH  almost  Greek  zeal  for  the 
honour  of  his  heroes  is  only  paialleied  by  that  tierce  spirit  of  Hebrew  bigouy,  with 
which  Milton,  as  if  personaun^  one  of  the  Zealots  of  the  old  law,  clothed  himaelf 
wben  he  sal  down  lo  paint  the  acts  of  Sampson  again<it  the  Unarcumciscd.  The 
great  obstacle  to  Chapman's  Translations  being  reul  is  their  unconquerable  quaint- 
neat.  He  pours  out  in  the  same  breath  the  most  just  and  natural  and  the  moat 
violent  and  forced  expreSAions.  He  kcem&  to  graap  whatevet  woids  come  ftrsi  to 
hand  (luring  the  impeluit  of  inftpiralion,  as  if  all  other  muKt  he  iriadequaic  to  the 
divine  meanin?-  But  passion  {the  all  in  all  in  Poetry)  is  everywhere  prewnt,  raising 
the  low,  dignifying  the  mean,  and  putting  sense  into  Uie  absurd.  He  makes  his 
readeri  glow,  weep,  trerahic.  take  anv  affection  which  he  pleases,  be  moved  by  words 
0(  in  spite  of  them,  be  disgusted  ana  overcome  thdr  disgust.  I  have  often  thought 
th«t  the  vulgar  misconception  of  Shakspeaic,  as  of  a  wild  irregular  genius  "  in 

■  [For  further  extracts  &om  Chapman  aUmc  ot  in  patiner&hip  see  pages  36S,  407, 
4&a.  483.  V*4.  487.  503.  370  and  57S-] 
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whom  greai  EaulU  are  compensiied  by  greit  beautieft,"  would  be  really  true,  applied 
to  Cha(>TTUin.  But  there  is  no  scale  by  which  to  balance  such  disprgportionaie 
subjects  as  the  faults  and  beauties  of  a  gteat  geaius.  To  set  olf  the  former  with  any 
(airnc*is  a^inst  the  lattrr,  the  pain  which  they  give  us  should  be  in  some  proportion 
to  the  plci&urc  which  <vc  receive  from  the  other.  As  these  transport  us  to  the  highest 
heaven,  those  should  steep  us  in  agonies  infernal. 


A  CHALLENGE   FOR   BEAUTY    [PRINTED   1636].      BY 
THOMAS  HE Y  WOOD  [DIED  1650.'] 

Petroeella^  a  fair  Spanish  Lady^  loves  Monl/errers,  an  Eng- 
lish sea  Captain,  who  is  Captive  to  Valladauray  a  nobis 
Spania/rd. — ValladauTa  loves  tfie  Lady;  and  ernploys 
mont/emra  to  be  the  Messenger  of  his  Love  to  her. 

l^ETftOCELUl.  MoNTPERRERfi. 

Pet.  What  art  thou  in  thy  country  ? 

Mont  Tliere,  a  nian. 

Pet.  What  here  ? 

Mont.  No  better  than  you  see  ;  a  slave. 

Pet.  Whose.' 

Mont.  His  that  hath  redeem'd  rae. 

Pet.    Vallatluura'a  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  I  proclaim't ;  I  that  was  once  mine  own, 
Am  now  become  his  creature. 

Pet.  I  perceive. 
Your  coming  \n  to  make  me  think  you  noble 
Would  you  jjersuftHe  me  deem  your  frienH  a  God  ? 
for  otily  stK-h  make  men.     iVre  vou  a  Gentleman.' 

Mont.  Not  here  ;  for  I  atii  alf  dejectedneDS, 
Captive  to  fortune,  and  a  slave  to  want ; 
I  cannot  call  these  clothes  1  wear  mine  own  ; 
I  do  not  eat  but  at  another's  cost ; 
'ITiis  air  1  breathe  is  borrowM  ;  ne'er  was  man 
So  poor  and  abject.     I  have  not  so  much 
III  all  this  universe  as  a  tbing  to  leave, 
Or  a  country  I  can  freely  boast  is  mine. 
My  e«senre  and  my  being  is  another's. 
What  should  I  say .''  I  am  not  anything ; 
And  I  jKJssess  a*i  tittle. 

Pet.  Tell  me  tliat  ? 
Come,  come,  I  know  you  to  be  no  9uch  man. 
You  ore  a  soldier  valiant  and  renown'd  ; 
Your  carriage  tried  by  lajid,  and  proved  at  sea ; 
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Of  which  I  have  heard  such  full  eKpreasion, 
No  contradiction  can  penuadc  vou  less  ; 
Aiid  ill  Ibis  faitli  I  am  constant. 

Mont.  A  meer  worm. 
Trod  on  by  e\'ery  fote. 

Pet.  R<us'd  by  your  merit 
To  be  a  common  argument  tlirough  Spain, 
And  speech  at  Princes'  tables,  for  your  worth  ; 
Your  presence  when  vou  ple:Lse  to  expose  't  abroad 
Attracts  111!  eves,  Hnii  draws  them  after  you  ; 
And  thcwe  that  understand  you,  call  their  frienda. 
And  pointing  through  the  street  sav,  Thi»  is  he, 
lljis  u  that  brave  and  noble  EngliJiman, 
Whom  soldiers  strive  to  make  tlieJr  precedent, 
And  other  men  their  wonder. 

Mont.  This  your  scum 
Makes  mc  appear  more  abject  to  niy^ielf. 
Than  all  diseases  I  have  tasti->d  yet 
Had  power  to  asperse  upon  me ;  and  yet,  L^dyi 
I  could  say  something,  durst  L 

Pet .  Speak'l  at  once. 

Mont.  And  yet 

Pet.  Nay,  but  we'll  admit  no  pause. 

Mont.  I  know  not  how  my  phrase  may  relish  you. 
And  loth  I  were  to  ofl'cnd ;  even  in  what's  past 
I  must  confess  I  was  too  bold.     Farewell ; 
1  shall  no  more  distaste  you. 

Pet.  Sir,  you  do  not ; 
I  do  proclaim  you  do  not.     Stay,  I  chat^  you  ; 
Or,  as  yuu  say  you  have  been  fortune's  scom, 
So  ever  prove  to  woman. 

Mont.  You  charge  deeply, 
And  yet  now  1  bethink  mc 

Pet.   As  you  are  a  soldier. 
And  F.ngli.shman,  have  ho|)e  to  Ik  redeem'd 
From  this  your  scorned  bondage  vou  sustain  ; 
Have  comfort  in  your  mother  ana  fair  sister ; 
Renown  so  blazed  m  the  ears  of  Spani ; 
Hope  to  rcbrealhc  that  air  you  tasted  tirst ; 
So  tell  me 

Mont.   What? 

Pet   Your  apprehension  catch*d, 
iVnd  almost  wa3  in  sheaf 

Mont.  Lady,  I  shall. 

Pet.  And  in  a  word. 
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Mont.  I  will. 
Pet.  Pronounce  it  then. 
Mont.  I  love  you. 
Pet  Ha,  bo,  ha. 
Mont.  Still  it  U  my  mwiery 
Thus  to  be  mook'd  in  all  things. 
Pet.  IVetty,  faith. 

Mont  I  louk'd  thuH  to  tie  laughM  at  ;  my  estate 
And  fortunes,  I  confess,  desene  no  less ; 
'llmt  mode  me  so  unwilling  to  denounce 
Mine  own  derinions :  but,  alas  !  I  HikI 
No  nation,  sex,  complesion,  birth,  degree. 
But  jest  at  want,  and  mock  at  misery. 
Pet.  Ivove  me  ? 

Munt.   ]  do,  I  do ;  and  niaugre  Fate, 
And  spite  of  all  sinister  e\*it,  shJall. 
And  now  I  charge  you,  by  that  HIial  zeal 
You  owe  your  father,  by  the  memory 
Of  your  dear  mother,  by  the  joys  you  hope 
In  blessed  marriage,  by  the  fortunate  issue 
Stored  in  your  womb,  by  these  and  all  things  else 
Tliat  you  can  style  with  goodnesfi ;  instantly, 
Without  evasion,  trick,  or  circumstance, 
Nay,  least  premeditation,  answer  me, 
Affect  you  me,  or  no  ? 

Pet.  How  speak  you  that  ? 
Mont.  Without  demur  or  pause. 
Pet.  Give  me  hut  time 
To  sleep  upon't. 

Mont  I  pardon  you  no  minute ;  not  so  much, 
As  to  apparel  the  least  phrase  you  speak. 
Speak  in  the  shortest  sentence. 

Pet.  You  have  vanquUh'd  me, 
At  mine  own  weapon  :  noble  sir,  1  love  you  : 
And  what  my  heart  durst  nevei'  tell  my  tongue. 
Lest  it  should  blab  my  thoughts,  at  last  I  speak, 
And  iterate  ;  I  love  you. 

Mont.  O,  my  happiness  ! 
Whftl  wilt  thou  feel  me  still  'f  art  thou  not  weary 
(Jf  making  me  thy  May-game,  to  possess  me 
Of  such  a  irea.sure's  mighty  magazine. 
Not  suffer  me  to  enjoy  it ;  ta'en  with  this  hand. 
With  tliat  to  give't  another  > 

Pet.  V"ou  are  sad.  Sir; 
Be  so  no  more  :  if  you  have  been  dejected. 
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It  lies  in  me  to  mount  you  to  that  height 
You  could  uot  aim  at  greater.     I  am  yours. 
These  lips,  that  only  witness  it  in  air, 
Now  wiU)  this  truth  confinn  it 

Mont  I  was  bom  to't ; 
And  it  shall  out  at  once. 

Pel.  Sir,  you  seem  pa^Lsionate  ; 
As  if  my  answer  pleas  d  not. 

Mont.  Now  my  death  ; 
For  mine  own  tongue  must  kit!  me  :  noble  I^ady 
You  have  eiidear'a  me  to  you,  but  my  vow 
Was,  ne'er  to  match  wttli  any,  of  what  rttate 
Or  birth  soever,  till  before  the  contract 
Some  one  thing  I  impose  her. 

Pet.  She  to  do  it  ? 

Mont.  Or,  if  tihe  fail  me  in  my  tirst  demand, 
I  to  abj  ure  her  ever. 

Pet.  I  ain  she, 
That  b^  to  be  imploy'd  so  :  name  a  danger, 
Whowe  very  face  wuufd  fright  all  wonianh<H>d, 
And  manhood  put  in  trance,  nay,  whose  flxi>ect 
Would  ague  such  as  ^thould  but  hear  it  tola  ; 
But  to  the  sad  iM^holdcr,  prove  like  tho»e 
lliat  gaz'd  upon  Medusa's  snaky  locks. 
And  tumM  them  into  marble  :  these  and  mure. 
Should  vou  but  s[}eak*t^  I'd  <]o, 

Mont  And  swear  to  this  r 

Pet.  I  vow  it  by  my  honour,  my  best  hopes, 
And  all  that  I  wish  gracious  :  name  it  then. 
For  I  am  in  a  longing  in  mv  ftoul. 
To  show  my  loveV  expression. 

Mont.  You  shall  then 

Pet.   ['11  do  it,  a.s  I  am  a  Virgin  : 
Lie  it  within  mortatity,  I'll  do  it, 

Mont.  You  shall 

Pet.  1  will :  that  which  appears  in  you 
So  terrible  to  speak,  I'll  joy  to  act  ; 
And  take  pride  in  performance. 

Mont,  'rhen  you  «hnJI 

Pet.    What,  tidier,  wliat  ? 

Mont,  love  noble  Valladaura 

And  at  his  soonest  appointment  uiiury  him.' 

Pet.  Then  I  am  lost 


[Kieses  kim. 


'  [Nine  lines  omitted.] 


[Act  iv..  Sc.  l.«] 

•[Heywood'a  Dram.  Workt,  1874,  vol.  y.J 
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Miracle  of  Beauty. 

I  remember,' 
There  lived  a  Spanish  Piiucess  of  uur  name. 
An  Isaliella  too,  and  not  long  since. 
Who  from  her  palace  windows  steadfastly 
Gazing  upon  the  Sun,  her  hair  took  fii*e. 
Some  augurs  held  it  as  a  prodigv  : 
I  rather  think  she  was  LatonaV  brood. 
And  that  Apollo  courted  her  Imght  hair  ; 
Else,  envviii*^  that  her  tresses  put  down  his, 
He  scorcht  Uiem  off  in  envy  :  nor  dare  I 
(From  her  deriv'd)  expose  me  to  hib  beams  ; 
Lest,  as  he  bunut  the  Phcenix  in  her  n&it. 
Made  of  the  sweetest  aroniaiic  wood. 
Either  in  love,  or  envy,  he  agree 
To  use  the  like  combustion  upon  me.^ 


[Act  ii,  Sc.  I.} 


THE  ROYAL  KING  AND  THF,  LOYAL  SUBJECT  [PUB- 
LISHED 1637:  PEHFOHMED  MUCH  EARLIER].  BY 
THOMAS  HEYWOOD 

Noble  Traitor. 

A  Persian  history 
I  read  of  late,  how  the  great  Sophy  once 
Flying  a  uoble  Falcon  at  the  Uenie, 
In  comes  by  chance  an  F^agle  souAlng  by  : 
Which  when  the  Hawk  espies,  leaves  her  first  game. 
And  boldly  ventures  on  the  King  of  Bii-ds  ; 
^^S  ^^gg'd  they  in  the  air,  till  at  the  length 
llie  Falcon  (better  breath'H)  seized  on  the  Eagle, 
And  struck  it  dead.     The  llarons  pmised  the  bird, 
Aiid  for  her  courage  she  was  peerless  held. 
The  Emperor,  after  some  dcliwrate  thoughts, 
Made  her  no  less  ;  he  caus'd  a  ci'owa  of  gold 
To  be  new  frani'd,  and  Htted  to  her  head. 
In  honour  of  her  courage  :  then  the  Bird, 
With  great  applause,  was  to  the  market-place 
In  triumph  borne  ;  where,  when  her  utmost  worth 
Had  been  proclaim'd,  the  common  executioner 
Firet  by  the  King's  command  took  off  her  crown, 

'  A  proud  Spanish  ptince»t>  lelatca  this.  *  [A  further  extiact  on  page  539.] 
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iVnd  after  with  a  sword  struck  off  her  head. 
As  one  no  better  Uuui  a  iiuble  Traitor 
Unto  the  King  of  Birds. 


[Act  v.,  Sc.  6.'] 


a  woman  kill'd  with  kindness:  a  tragedy 
[piblished  1607:  ruoduced  1603]*  by  thomas 
heyw(m:h> 

Mr.  FraTikford  diaoovera  that  hia  Wife  has  been  unfaithftU  to 

him. 

Mrt.  Fra.  O,  hy  what  words,  what  title,  or  what  name 
Shall  I  entreat  ^our  pardon  ?     Pardon  !  O  i 
I  atn  fU4  far  from  hoping  auch  sweet  graces 
Aa  Lucifer  from  heaven.     To  call  you  husband  ! 
(O  Die  most  wretched  !)     I  have  lost  that  name  : 
I  am  no  more  your  wife. 

Fran.  Spare  thou  thy  tears,  for  I  will  weep  for  thee  ; 
And  keep  thy  countenance,  for  I'll  bluAh  for  thee. 
Now,  I  protest,  I  Uiink,  'tist  I  am  tainted. 
Fur  I  ani  most  ashumeil  ;  and  'tis  more  hard 
For  me  to  look  upon  thy  gu'lty  face, 
Than  on  the  sun's  clear  brow  :  what  wouldst  thou  R|>eak  ? 

Mrs.  Fra.  I  would  I  had  no  tongue,  no  ears,  no  eyes. 
No  apprchemiiou,  uu  capacity- 

When  do  you  spurn  luc  like  a  dog  ?  when  tread  me 
Under  feet  ?  when  dmg  me  by  the  hair  ? 
'ITio'  I  deserve  a  thousand  thousand  fold 
Mure  than  vou  can  iuBict :  yet,  once  my  husbeuid, 
For  womanhood,  to  which  I  am  a  shame, 
Though  once  an  onmment ;  even  for  his  sake, 
That  hath  redecm'd  our  souk,  mark  not  my  face. 
Nor  hack  nie  with  your  swoi-d  ;  but  let  me  go 
Perfect  and  undeformetl  to  my  tomb. 
I  am  not  worthy  that  I  should  prevail 
Id  the  least  suit ;  no,  not  to  speak  to  you, 
Nor  look  on  you,  nor  to  he  in  your  presence  : 
Yet  as  on  abject  this  one  suit  I  crave  ; 
This  granted,  I  am  ready  for  m^'  grave. 

Fran.  My  God,  with  |)atience  arm  me !  rise,  nay,  rise. 
And  I'll  debate  with  thee.     Was  it  for  want 
Thou  play'dst  the  strumpet  ?     Wast  thou  not  supply'd 

■[Edited  Colliei,  Shakcspcaie  Soc,  1850.     Fiuthei  extracts  on  pp.  520,  373.] 
'[Not  divided  into  Acts,  cd.  1U74,  pp.  i39-i4:<,  147-131.  iS4-i56.j 
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With  every  pleasure,  faflhioii,  and  new  toy  ; 
Nay,  even  beyond  my  f&Iling  r' 

Mre.  Fra.  I  was. 

Fran.  Waa  it  then  disability  in  me  ? 
Or  in  thine  eye  seem'd  lie  a  properer  man  ? 

Mrs.  Fra.  O  no. 

Fran.  Did  not  I  lodge  thee  in  my  bosom  ? 
Wear  thee  in  my  heart  ? 

Mt8.  Fra.  You  did. 

Fran.  I  did  indeed,  witness  my  tears  I  did. 
Go  bring  my  iiifimU  hither.     ()  Nan,  ()  Nan  ; 
if  neither  fear  of  aliame,  regard  of  honour. 
The  bletni»h  of  my  house,  nor  my  dear  love, 
Could  have  withheld  thee  from  so  lewd  a  fact. 
Yet  for  these  infuiitti,  tliese  young  harmless  souls, 
On  whose  white  browa  thy  ananie  ia  charncter'd. 
And  grows  in  greatness  as  they  wax  in  years  ; 
Look  but  on  them,  and  melt  away  in  teai-s. 
Away  with  them  ;  lest  as  her  sfxitted  body 
Hath  stain'd  their  names  with  stripe  of  ba»tardy. 
So  her  adulterous  breath  may  blast  their  spirits 
With  lier  infectious  thuughta.     Away  witli  them. 

Mrs.  Fra.  In  this  one  life  I  die  ten  thousand  deaths. 

Fran.  Stand  up,  stand  up,  I  will  do  nothing  ratthly. 
I  will  retire  awhile  into  my  study, 
And  thou  shalt  hear  thy  sentence  presently.* 


[Exit. 


He  returns  vuith  Cranwel  his  friend.    She  falU  on  her  knees. 

Frun.  My  words  are  regtster'd  in  heaven  already. 
With  patience  bear  me.     I'll  not  martyr  thee, 
Nor  mark  thee  for  a  strumpet ;  but  with  usage 
Of  more  humility  torment  thy  soul, 
And  kilt  thee  even  with  kindnenii. 

Cran.  Mr.  Frankford. 

Fi'an.  Good  nir.  Oonwel. — ^ Woman,  hear  thy  judgment ; 
Go  make  thee  ready  in  thy  best  attire ; 
Take  with  thee  all  thy  gowns,  all  thy  ap|tare1 : 
Leave  nothing  that  did  ever  call  thee  mistress. 
Or  by  whose  sight,  being  left  hci*e  in  the  house, 
I  may  remember  such  a  woman  was. 
Chuse  thee  a  bed  and  hangings  for  thy  chamber  ; 
Take  with  thee  everything  which  hath  thv  mark, 
And  get  tiiee  to  my  ntanor  seven  miles  oft*; 
Where  live  ;  'tis  thine,  [  freely  give  it  thee  : 

*[Tweniy  lines  omitted.] 
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My  tenants  by  shall  furnish  thee  with  wains 
To  carry  all  thy  rtufl*  within  two  hours  ; 
No  longer  will  1  limit  thcc  my  ^igbt. 
Chu»e  which  of  all  uiy  RervanLi  tbou  lik'itt  best. 
And  they  are  thine  to  attend  thee. 

Mn.  Fra.  A  mild  aentenee. 

Fran.  But  as  thou  bop'st  for  hea\'en,  ad  thuu  believ^st 
Thy  name's  recorded  in  the  iKMik  of  life, 
I  charge  thee  newr  after  this  sad  day 
To  see  me  or  to  meet  me ;  or  to  send 
By  word,  or  writing,  pfi^  or  ollierwise. 
To  moTc'nie,  by  thyself,  or  by  thy  friends  ; 
Nor  challenge  any  part  in  mv  two  children. 
So  farewell.  Nan  ;  lor  we  will  henceforth  he 
As  we  had  never  seen,  ne'er  more  shall  see. 

Mrs.  Fra.  How  full  my  heart  is,  in  mine  eyes  appears ; 
What  wants  in  words,  I  will  supply  in  tears. 

Frail.  Come,  lake  your  coaca,  your  Ktufi*;  all  must  along : 
Servanbi  and  all  make  ready,  al)  be  gone. 
It  was  thy  hand  cut  two  hearts  out  of  one.* 

Ceanwel,  Kramki'^ro,  aTui  Nicholas,  a  Servant. 

Cran.  Why  do  you  scarcli  each  room  abuut  your  house. 
Now  that  you  have  desuatcti'd  your  wife  away  f 

Fran.  O  sir,  to  see  that  nolfiiug  may  \ie  left 
That  ever  was  my  wife's  :  I  lovM  her  dearly. 
And  when  1  do  hut  thiuk  of  her  uiikiiidiiess. 
My  thoughts  are  all  in  hell ;  to  avoid  which  torment, 
I  would  not  have  a  bodkin  nor  a  cutf, 
A  iMTu^let,  necklace,  or  rebate  wire. 
Nor  anything  that  ever  was  cati'd  her's. 
Left  me,  by  which  I  might  remember  her. 
Seek  round  alx)ut. 

Nic.  Here'K  her  lute  flung  in  a  comer. 

Fran.  Her  lute.^  Uh  God  .'  ujmu  thia  instrument 
Her  Hngers  have  ran  quick  division, 
Swifter  than  that  which  now  divides  our  hearts. 
These  fret^  have  made  me  pleasant,  that  liave  now 
Frets  of  mv  heart-strings  made.     O  master  Cranwel, 
Oft  hath  she  made  this  melancholy  wood 
(Now  mute  and  dumb  for  her  disastrous  chance) 
Speak  iweetly  many  a  note,  sound  many  a  !<train 
To  her  own  ravishing  voice,  which  being  well  strung. 
What  pleasant  strange  airs  have  they  jointly  nmg ! 

*  [Neaily  6vc  pages  omiued  here] 
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Post  with  it  after  her ;  now  nothing^s  left ; 
Of  her  ftiid  her's  I  am  at  once  bereft.' 

Nicholas  overtakea  Mrs.  Fkan'ki-'obu  on  her  journeyy  and 
delivers  the  1/u.U. 

Mrs.  Fra.  I  know  the  lute  ;  oft  have  I  sung  to  thee  : 
We  both  Are  out  of  tuue,  both  out  of  time. 

Ifie.^  My  master  conimendii  him  unto  ye  ; 
There's  all  he  can  find  that  was  ever  yours.' 
He  prays  you  to  forget  him,  and  »o  he  bids  you  farewell. 

Mrs.  Frti.  I  thank  him,  he  is  kind,  and  ever  was. 
All  you  that  have  true  feeling  of  my  grief. 
That  know  my  loss,  and  have  relenting  hearts. 
Gird  nie  about;  and  help  me  with  your  tears 
To  wash  my  sjiotted  sins  ;  my  lute  shall  groan  ; 
It  cannot  weep,  but  shall  lament  my  moan.* 
If  you  return  unto  your  uia^ster,  sav^ 
(Tho'  not  from  me,  for  I  am  unworthy 
To  btatt  his  name  so  with  a  Atrumpet's  tongue) 
That  you  have  seen  me  weep,  wish  myself  dead. 
Nay  you  umy  say  too  (for  uiy  vow  is  past) 
I<a>tt  night  you  saw  me  eat  and  drink  my  last. ' 
This  to  your  nuister  you  may  say  and  swear ; 
For  it  in  writ  in  heaven,  and  decreed  here.* 
Go  break  this  lute  on  my  coach's  wheel, 
Ai  the  last  muaic  that  I  e'er  shall  make ; 
Not  US  my  ha«ttiand's  gift,  but  my  farewell 
To  all  earth**  joy  :  and  so  your  master  tell.* 

Nic.  rU  do  voiu*  commendatioiis. 

Mrs.  Fra.  0  no  : 
1  dare  not  mi  presume  ;  nor  to  my  children  : 
1  am  dist'lainid  in  Ix^th,  alas!  I  am. 

0  m-n-r  tcarli  them,  when  they  come  to  speak» 
To  name  the  namt^  of  mother ;  chide  their  tongue 
If  tht>v  by  clmntv  light  on  tltat  hateil  word  ; 
Tell  tnem  'iis  naught,  for  when  that  word  they  name 
(Four  ptvtty  souls  !)  they  harp  on  their  own  shame.' 
So,  now  unto  my  coach,  then  to  my  home, 
So  to  my  death-bed  ;  for  fh>m  this  sad  hoar, 

1  nc\'cr  will  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  nor  taste 
Of  any  catc«  that  may  prest^rve  my  Hfe : 
I  never  will  nor  smile,  nor  *Ieejs  nor  rest. 
But  when  my  tears  hjL%-e  waiih'd  mv  black  aoul  white, 
Sweet  Saviour,  to  thy  hands  I  yielct  my  sprite. 

'rr*im/-feig  linei  otailteJ.!  *tA  ba*  oioiRcd.1  ■[Three  lincc] 

•fSfcn^r^tx  ttaec]  "(Ffn  Hbbi.]  ■(Tea  Uae*.]  ^(Sine  linet.] 
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Mrs.  Prankkdbo  {dying).  Sir  pRANrw  Acton  {her  brother). 
Sir  Chahles  Mountfoed,  Mr.  Malby,  and  other  of  her 
httsbaTid's  friends. 

MaL  How  fare  you,  mra.  Frankford  ? 

Mtb.  Fra.  Sick,  sick,  O  sick :  give  me  some  air.     I  pray 
Tell  me,  O  tell  me,  where  is  mr.  Frankford. 
Will  he  not  deign  to  see  me  ere  I  die? 

Mai,  Ves,  nire.  Prankiord  ;  divers  gentlemen 
Your  loving  neighbours,  with  that  just  ret{uest 
Have  mov'd  anoTtold  him  of  your  weak  estate: 
Who,  tho'  with  much  ado  to  get  belief. 
Examining  of  the  general  circumstHnec, 
Scehig  vour  sorrow  and  vour  penitence. 
And  hearing  therewitlml  Uie  great  desire 
You  have  to  see  him  ere  you  left  the  world. 
He  gave  to  us  his  faith  to  follow  us  ; 
And  sure  he  will  be  here  iniDiediately. 

Mth.  Fra.  You  have  half  reviv'd  me  with  the  pleaiting  news  : 
Haise  me  a  little  higher  in  my  Ijed. 
Blush  1  not,  brother  Acton  ?  blush  I  not,  sir  Charles  ? 
Can  you  not  read  my  fault  writ  iu  my  cheek  ? 
Is  not  my  crime  there?  tell  me,  gentlemen. 

Chwr.  Ala.*! !  goo«1  mwtrMs,  sicKneas  hath  not  left  vou 
Blood  in  vour  face  enough  to  make  you  blufih. 

^fr>i.  fra.  I'hen  sickness,  like  a  friend,  my  fault  woidd  hide. 
Is  my  husband  cuuie  ?  my  soul  but  tarries 
His  arrival,  then  I  am  fit  for  heaven. 

Acton.  I  came  to  chide  you,  but  my  words  of  hate 
Aie  tum'd  to  pity  and  compa<<aionate  grief. 
I  Cf!.';]e  to  rate  you,  but  my  brawls,  you  see, 
Melt  into  teare,  and  I  must  weep  by  thee. 
Here's  mr,  Frankford  now. 


Mr.  Fbavkfokd  enters. 

Fran.  Good-morrow,  brother ;  morrow,  gentlemen  : 
Goil,  that  hnlh  laid  this  crosH  U}K)n  our  heads, 
Might  (had  he  pleas'd)  tiave  made  our  cauite  of  meeting 
On  a  more  fair  and  more  contented  ground : 
But  he  that  nmde  us,  made  as  to  this  woe. 

Mrs.  Fra.  And  U  he  come  ?     methinks  that  voice  I  know. 

Fran.  How  do  vou,  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Fra.  Wclf,  ur.  Frankford,  well :  but  shall  be  better 
I  hope  wiUiin  this  hour.     Will  you  vouchsafe 
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(Out  of  your  prace  and  your  humanity) 
To  lake  a  .spotted  strumpet  bv  the  band  ? 

Fran,  'lliis  hand  once  held  my  heart  m  faster  bonds 
Than  now  'tis  ^ip'd  by  me.     God  pardon  them 
'ITiat  made  us  firet  break  hold. 

Mrs.  h'ra.  Amen,  amen. 
Out  of  my  zeal  to  heaven,  whither  I'm  now  bound, 
I  waft  so  impudent  to  wi^h  you  here  ; 
And  once  more  beg  your  pardon.     Oh !  good  man. 
And  father  to  nty  children,  pardon  me. 
Pardon,  O  pardon  me :  my  fault  fio  heinouR  in. 
That  if  you  in  this  world  forgive  it  not. 
Heaven  will  not  etcar  it  in  the  world  to  come. 
Faintne&.s  hath  .so  u^urp'd  upon  tnv  kiiec» 
That  kner-]  I  cannot:  Init  on  my  heart's  knees 
My  prostrate  soul  lies  thrown  down  at  your  feet 
To  beg  your  graciou-s  pardon.     Tardon,  O  pardon  me ! 

Fran.  As  freely  from  the  low  depth  of  my  soul 
Ar  my  Iledo(firer  hath  for  us  given  nis  death, 
1  pardon  thee  ;  1  will  shed  tejire  for  thee ; 
Pray  witli  thee ; 

And,  in  mere  pity  of  thy  weak  estate, 
Y\\  wi^  to  die  with  thee. 

AU,  So  do  we  all. 

Fran.  Kven  as  I  hope  for  pardon  at  that  day. 
When  the  great  judge  of  heaven  in  scarlet  sits 
So  be  thou  pardon'd.     Though  tliy  rash  ottenoe 
Divorc'd  our  bodies,  thy  re|)entant  team 
Unite  our  souia 

Char.  Then  comfort,  mistress  Frankford  ; 
You  see  jour  husband  hath  forgiven  your  fall ; 
Then  rou^  your  spints,  and  cheer  your  fainting  soul, 

Sv^an.  How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Act<m.  How  d'ye  feel  yourself? 

Mrs.  Fra.  Not  of  this  world. 

Fran.  I  see  you  are  not,  and  I  ween  to  see  it. 
My  wife,  the  mother  to  my  pretty  babe* ; 
Both  thu.se  lost  names  I  di>  restore  thee  back. 
And  with  this  kiss  I  wed  thee  once  again  : 
'llio*  Uiou  art  wounded  in  thy  bonour'd  uame, 
And  witli  that  grief  u{x>u  thy  deuth-bod  liest ; 
Honest  in  heai-t,  upon  my  soul,  thou  diest. 

Mrs.  Fra.  Pardon'd  on  eartb,  soul,  thou  in  heaven  art  free 
Oucc  more.     Thy  wife  d'len  thus  embracing  thee.' 

'[Heywood's  Works,  od.  Pearson.  J 
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Heywood  is  a  sort  of  ^mn  Shokspcate.  His  Kcnes  lie  to  the  Tall  u  natural 
and  affecting.  But  wc  miss  Ikt  Po4t,  that  which  in  Shakspeare  always  appcart 
out  nnd  ahove  tlic  (surface  of  tkt  nalurf.  He)-wi>a<I's  chaiaciers.  his  Country  Gentle- 
men, etc..  are  exactly  what  wc  see  (but  of  the  best  kind  of  Mhat  we  we)  in  life. 
ShakspKuc  makes  uk  believe,  while  we  are  among  his  lovely  crcaiion<i,  that  they 
are  nothini;  but  wbat  we  are  bmiliar  with,  as  in  dreams  new  things  seem  old ;  but 
we  awake,  and  aigh  for  the  dilTerence.' 


THE  ENGLL<H  THAVELLKH  [PUBLISHED  10331. 
BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD 

Young  Oeraldine  comfs  home,  fntm  his  Travelsy  and  finda  Aw 
Playfellow^  that  should  have  been  his  ITi/e,  iTunrried  to  old 
Wincott.  The  old  GentleTnan  receives  htm  hospitably  as  a 
Friend  of  his  Father's ;  takes  deliijhl  to  hear  him  tell  of  his 
Travels^  and  treats  him  in  all  respects  like  a  second  Faiker ; 
his  House  being  always  open  to  him.  Young  QeraXdine 
a?K2  the  Wife  agree  not  to  vrrong  Uie  old  Oentleman. 

VViFK.        Gkbaldikk, 

Ger.  We  now  are  left  alone. 

Wife.  Why,  say  we  be  ;  who  should  be  jealous  of  us? 
Thin  i.s  iKit  fifst  of  tniiny  hundred  night*, 
That  we  two  have  lieen  private,  fnmi  the  firet 
Of  our  arquaiatance  ;  when  our  tuiigues  but  dipt 
Our  mother's  tongue,  and  could  not  8|)eak  it  |)Uin, 
We  kiievr  each  other :  as  in  stature,  so 
lucreawd  our  sweet  society.     Since  your  tnwcl, 
And  iny  late  marriage,  through  mv  hashaml's  love. 
Mid-night  ha«  been  as  mid-day,  and  my  l)ed-chamber 
Afi  free  to  you,  as  your  own  father's  house, 
And  you  an  welcome  to  it 

Oer.  I  mufrt.  confess. 
It  u  in  you,  your  noble  cotirtesy ; 
tn  him,  a  more  than  eonimon  conHdcnce, 
And,  in  his  age,  can  scarce  Hud  precedent. 

Wife.   Most  true ;  it  18  withal  an  argument, 
I'hat  both  our  virtues  are  so  deep  imprest 
[n  his  good  thoughts  be  knows  we  cannot  err. 

Oer.  A  nllain  were  he,  to  deceive  such  trust. 
Or  (were  there  one)  a  much  worse  character. 

Wife.   And  she  no  less,  whom  cither  beauty,  youth, 
Tinie,  place,  or  opportunity  could  tempt 
To  injure  such  a  husband. 

Oer.  You  deserve, 

>  [See  abo  Lvnb'»  note  on  page  419.] 
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Eren  for  his  sake,  to  be  for  ever  young  ; 
Aj»d  be,  for  yours,  to  have  his  youth  rencwM  : 
So  mutual  is  vour  true  cuujugal  love. 
Yet  had  the  fates  so  picaited — 

Wife.  \  know  your  meaning. 
It  was  once  voic'd,  that  we  two  should  have  matcht ; 
ITie  world  »n  thought  and  many  tongues  so  spake ; 
But  Heaven  hath  now  dispos'd  us  other  ways; 
And  being  as  it  is  (a  thing  in  me 
Which  I  protest  was  never  wiaht  nur  sought) 
Now  done,  I  not  repent  it, 

G^r.  In  those  times 
Of  all  the  treasures  of  my  hof^s  and  love 
You  were  the  Exchequer,  they  were  stored  in  you 
And  had  not  mv  unfortunate  Travel  trost  them. 
They  had  been  Kere  reserv'd  still. 

Wife.  Troth  they  had, 
I  Rhould  have  lieen  your  trusty  Treasurer. 

Grr.   Howe\'er,  let  us  love  still,  I  entreat ; 
'ITiat,  ueighlx)urhood  iwmX  breeding  will  allow  ; 
So  ttiuchf  the  laws  divine  and  human  both 
Twixt  brother  and  a  sister  will  appro%-e  : 
Heaven  then  forbid  that  they  should  limit  us 
Wish  well  («  one  another. 

Wiff.  If  thev  should  not. 
We  might  pruelaim  they  were  not  charitable. 
Which  were  a  deadly  sin  but  to  conceive. 

0«r.  Will  you  resoU-e  nw  one  thing? 

Wifr.  A«  to  one, 
Tbat  in  mv  Uisoui  hath  a  second  place. 
Next  my  doar  hiLsl»ind. 

OfT.  ITiat's  the  thing  I  crave. 
And  only  that ;  to  have  a  plai-e  next  him. 

Wift.'  Presume  on  that  already,  but  perhaps 
You  mean  to  .stretch  it  further. 

Qn\  Only  thus  far: 
Your  huAbAJul's  old  ;  to  whom  my  soul  does  wish 
A  Nestor's  age,  so  much  he  merits  from  me  ; 
Yet  if  \Rs  pniof  and  nature  dailv  teach. 
Men  cAtuiot  alwa\-s  live,  especiafly 
Stirh  a>  aiv  old  and  craxnl ;)  he  be  called  Iiencc, 
Fairly,  in  full  nmturitv  of  time. 
And  wc  two  Ih"  rt^'rv'd  |o  a/\i'r  life  ; 
Will  you  wHifer  vour  widviw-hiKnl  on  me? 

Wift.  You  ask  tlw  thing  I  was  aU^ut  to  beg; 
\  our  tongue  hath  spoke  mine  own  thoughts. 
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Oer.  Ti»  enough,  that  word 
Alone  instates  me  happy  ;  now,  so  please  you, 
We  will  divide  ;  you  to  your  private  duunberj 
I  to  find  out  my  friend. 

Wife.  You  ore  now  mv  brother  ; 
But  theOf  mv  second  husband.  [They  part. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.*] 

Young  Geraldine  absents  himself  from  the  House  of  Mr.  Wincott 
longer  than  is  usual  to  him.  The  old  OentUman  sends  for 
Aim,  to  find  out  the  reason. — He  pleads  his  Fathe/a  eom- 
Tnands. 

WiKcorr.     Gkealuike. 

Qer.  With  due  acknowledgment 
Of  all  your  more  than  many  courteiiies : 
You  hft«  been  my  second  father,  and  your  nife 
My  noble  and  chaste  mistress  ;  all  your  ^n'ants 
At  my  comiiiand  ;  aiul  this  your  bounteous  table 
As  free  and  common  as  my  father's  hoase : 
Neither  'gainst  any  or  the  least  of  these 
Can  1  commence  just  quarrel. 

Win.  What  mijjht  then  be 
The  cause  of  this  constraint,  in  thus  absenting 
Yoiu^lf  from  such  as  love  you  r 

Qer.  Out  of  many, 
I  wilt  propose  some  few  :  the  care  I  have 
Of  your  (as  yet  unblemished)  renown  ; 
The  uiitoucht  honour  of  your  virtuous  wife ; 
And  (which  I  vahie  least,'  yet  dearly  too) 
My  own  fair  reputation. 

Win.   How  can  these. 
In  any  way  be  question'd  ? 

Qer.  O,  dear  sir, 
Bad  tongues  have  been  too  busy  with  us  all ; 
Of  which  I  never  yet  had  tiuie  to  think, 
But  with  sad  thoughts  and  griefs  uiLsjieakahle. 
It  hath  been  whispcr'd  by  some  wicked  ones, 
But  laudly  thunder'd  in  my  father's  cars, 
By  some  that  have  malign'd  our  liappineas 
(Aeaven,  if  it  can  brook  slander,  pardon  them) 
That  this  my  customary  cooling  hither, 
Hath  been  to  base  and  sordid  pur|)ose!J  ; 
To  wrong  your  bed,  injure  lier  chastity. 
And  be  mine  own  undoer:  whioh,  how  false 
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Win.  As  heaven  is  true,  I  know  it 

Oer.  Now  this  calumny 
Arriving  h'rst  unto  my  father's  oars, 
His  eanv  nature  wha  indui^H  tu  fliink 
That  tliese  things  might  perhaps  be  possible : 
I  anftwcr'd  him,  aa  V  would  do  to  heaven, 
And  dear'd  myself  in  his  suspicious  thoughts 
A«  truly,  as  the  High  alUknowiiig  judge 
Shall  of  these  stains  ac({uit  nie  ;  which  are  merely 
Aj4jK:rsiun.s  and  untrutlis.     'Hie  good  old  man 
PoiSRext  with  my  sincerity,  and  yet  careful 
Of  your  renown,  her  hoiioiu",  and  my  fame. 
To  Btop  the  worst  thai  scandal  could  inflict. 
And  lo  prevent  fal»e  rumours,  cliarges  ine. 
The  cause  rem(>\''d,  to  take  away  the  effect ; 
Which  only  could  be,  to  forbear  your  house : 
And  thi.s  upon  his  blessing.     Vou  hear  alt. 

Win.  And  I  of  all  acquit  you  :  this  your  absence. 
With  which  my  love  most  cavilPd,  orators 
In  your  behaEf.     Hml  such  things  pass'd  betwixt  you. 
Not  thrtats  nc)r  chidit)g>*  could  have  driv'n  you  hence  ; 
It  pleads  in  your  behalf,  and  s|>eaks  in  her*8; 
And  arms  me  with  a  double  confidence 
lioth  of  your  friendship  and  her  loysilty. 
I  am  happy  in  you  both,  and  only  doubtful 
Which  ot^you  two  doth  must  impart  my  love. 
You  shall  not  hence  to-night. 

Oer.  Pray,  pardon,  sir. 

Win.  You  are  in  your  lodging. 

Oer.  But  my  father's  charge. 

Win.  My  conjuration  shall  dispense  with  that ; 
You  may  be  up  as  early  as  you  pleate. 
But  hence  to-night  you  shall  not. 

Ger.   You  are  powerful. 

[Act  iv. 

Travellers'  Stories, 

Sir,  my  husband 
Hath  took  much  pleasure  in  your  strange  discourse 
About  Jerusalem  and  the  Holy  L^nd  ; 
How  the  new  city  differs  from  the  old  ; 
What  ruin.s  of  the  Temple  yet  remain  ; 
.tVnd  whether  Sion,  and  those  hills  about. 
With  these  adjacent  towns  a]id  villages. 
Keep  that  propurtion'd  dii^tance  as  we  read  : 
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And  then  in  Rome,  of  that  ffnat  P}Tami8 
Rear'd  in  the  front,  on  four  lioiis  mounted ; 
How  mauv  of  these  Idol  temples  stand, 
Fintt  dedicated  to  their  heathen  gods. 
Which  ruin'd,  which  to  better  use  ropair'd  ; 
Of  their  Pantlicon,  and  their  Capitol  ; 
What  structures  are  demolish 'd,  what  remain. 

And  what  more  pleasure  to  an  old  man's  ear, 

'lliat  never  drew  save  his  own  country's  air, 
ThAJi  hear  such  things  related  ? 


[Act  i^  Sc.  1.] 


Ship%(freok  by  Dri^ik. 


'Vhia  Gentleman  and  1 
Pa»>'d  but  just  nuw  by  your  next  neigh  hour's  houiie, 
Where,  as  they  say,  cfwells  one  young  Lionel, 
An  unthrift  youth  :  hi»  father  now  at  sea. 

llicre  this  night 

Was  a  great  feast. 

In  the  height  of  their  carousing,  all  their  brains 

Wanu'd  witii  the  heat  of  wine,  discourse  wa»  ofler*d 

()f  .ships  and  ntonus  at  iiea:  when  Huddenly, 

Out  of  his  giddy  wildness,  one  conceives 

'ITie  room  wherein  they  quaff M  to  be  a  Pinnace, 

Monng  and  Hoating,  ami  the  confuted  noise 

To  be  the  murmuring  winds  gn-^ts^  mariners ; 

That  their  uii»tcadfa»t  footing  did  proceed 

From  the  racking  of  the  vessel :  this  conceiv'd, 

Illach  one  begins  to  apprehend  the  danger^ 

And  to  look  out  for  safety.     Fly,  saitb  one. 

Up  to  the  main  top,  and  dl<^?ovcr.     He 

Climbs  by  the  licd-jtost  to  the  tester  there, 

Re|>ort.*  a  turbulent  sea  and  tem|}ertt  towards  ; 

And  wiUk  them,  if  they'll  save  their  ship  and  lives. 

To  cast  their  lading  overboard.    At  tiiis 

All  fall  to  work,  and  hoi»t  into  the  8trcet, 

As  to  tbe  (tea,  what  next  came  to  their  hand, 

Stools  tables  trcsscls,  trenchers,  Ix^dsteds,  cups. 

Pots,  plate,  and  glasses.      Here  a  felliiw  whistles; 

They  take  him  for  the  boatswain  :  one  lies  struggling 

Upon  the  floor,  as  if  he  swum  for  life : 

A  third  lakes  tlie  base-viot  for  the  cock-lxMit, 

Sits  in  the  belly  on't,  labours  and  rows ; 

Hii*  oar,  the  rtick  with  which  the  tidier  ptay'd : 

A  fourth  bestride*  his  fellow,  thinking  to  scape 
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(As  did  Arion)  on  the  dol^dun's  back. 

Still  fumblinff  on  a  gittem. The  rude  multitude. 

Watching  without,  and  gaping  for  the  spoil 

Cast  from  the  windows,  went  by  th'  ears  about  it ; 

The  Constable  is  called  to  atone  the  broil ; 

Whidi  done,  and  hearing  such  a  noise  within 

Of  eminent  ^pwreck,  enters  th*  house,  and  finds  them 

In  this  confusion :  they  adore  his  Staff, 

And  think  it  Neptune  s  Trident ;  and  that  he 

Comes  with  his  Tritons  (so  they  call'd  his  watch) 

To  calm  the  tempest  and  appease  the  waves : 

And  at  this  point  we  left  tnem.^ 

[Act  ii^  Sc.  1.] 

This  piece  of  pleaiuit  exaggsntion  (which  for  iti  life  and  httmour  mt^t  have 
been  told,  or  acted,  by  Petruchio  himaelf)  gave  riae  to  the  title  of  Cawley'm  Latin 
Play,  Naufragiuin  Joculare,  and  furnished  the  idea  of  the  best  scene  in  it. — Hey- 
wood's  Pre&ce  to  this  Play  is  interesting,  as  it  shows  the  heroic  indifference  about 
posterity,  which  some  of  these  great  writers  seem  to  have  felt.  There  is  a  magnan- 
imity in  Authorship  as  in  everything  else. 

"  If,  Reader,  thou  hast  of  this  play  been  an  Auditor,  there  is  less  apology  to  be 
used  by  intreating  thy  patience.  This  Tragt-comedy  (being  one  reserved  amongst 
aao  in  which  I  had  either  an  entire  hand  or  at  the  least  a  main  finger)  coming  accident- 
ally to  the  press,  and  I  having  intelligenoe  thereof,  thought  it  not  fit  that  it  ^oold 
'  pass  izfilius  populi,  a  Bastara  without  a  &ther  to  acknowledge  it :  true  it  is  that  my 
plays  are  not  exposed  to  the  world  in  volumes,  to  bear  the  title  of  woriu  (as  others  ^  : 
one  reason  is,  that  many  of  them  by  shifting  and  change  of  companies  have  been 
negligently  losL  Others  of  them  are  still  retained  in  the  handa  of  some  actors, 
who  think  it  against  their  peculiar  profit  to  have  them  come  in  print,  and  a  third 
that  it  never  was  any  great  ambition  in  me  to  he  in  this  kind  volnminously  read. 
All  that  I  have  farther  to  say  at  this  time  is  only  this :  censure  I  entreat  at  favour- 
ably as  it  is  exposed  to  thy  view  freely. 

"Ever 

Studious  of  thy  Pleasure  and  Profit, 

"  Th.  HsywooD.** 

Of  the  aao  pieces  which  he  here  speaks  of  having  been  concerned  in,  only  as,  aa 
enumerated  by  Dodsley,  have  oome  down  to  us,  for  the  reasons  assigned  in  the  prerace. 
The  rest  have  perished,  exposed  to  the  casualties  of  a  theatre.  Eieywood's  ambition 
•eems  to  have  been  confined  to  the  pleasure  of  bearing  the  Players  speak  hi*  linea 
^ile  he  lived.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  contem|dated  the  possibility  oi 
being  read  by  after -ages.  What  a  slender  pittance  of  &mie  was  motive  suffident  to 
the  production  of  such  Plays  as  the  English  Traveller,  the  Challenge  for  Beauty, 
and  the  Woman  Killed  with  Kindness  I  Posterity  is  bound  to  take  caie  that  a  Writer 
loses  nothing  by  such  a  noble  modesty. 

>  [For  further  extracts  from  Heywood  alone  see  pages  lox,  408,  436,  428,  433, 
458,  461,  sag,  570  and  573.] 

■  He  seems  to  glance  at  Ben  Jonson. 
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THE  LATK  LA.NCASHIRK  WITCHES:  A  COMEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1634].  BY  THOMAS  HEYWOQD, 
AND  RICHARD  BROME  [I'lUST  UALi'  SEVEN- 
TEENTH  CENTURY] 

Mr.  Generous,  by  tctking  off  a  Bridle  from  a  seeming  Borse  in 
hie  Stahle^  discovers  it  to  be  his  Wife,  who  has  transformed 
herself  by  Mai/ical  Practices,  and  is  a  Witch. 

Ma.  Generous.         Wife.  Robin,  a  grooTn. 

Gen.  Mv  blood  is  tum'd  to  ice,  fuid  all  my  vitals 
Have  ceas'3  their  working.     Dull  8tupidity 
SurpriMeth  me  at  once,  and  hath  arrested 
That  vigorous  agitation,  which  till  now 
Exprc-st  a  life  within  me.     I,  methinkA, 
Am  a  mere  aiorble  Htatue,  and  no  man. 
Unweave  vay  age,  O  time,  to  my  first  thread  ; 
Let  me  lose  fifty  years,  in  ignorance  spent ; 
That  being  made  an  infant  once  again, 
I  may  begin  to  know.     What,  or  where  am  I, 
To  be  thus  loBt  in  wonder? 

Wife.  Sir. 

Gsn.  Amazement  still  pursues  me,  how  am  1  chang'd, 
Or  brought  ere  I  cad  understand  myself 
Into  this  new  world  ! 

Rob.  You  will  believe  no  witches.'' 

Gen.  'JTiis  makes  me  believe  all^  ay,  an^-thing ; 
And  that  my»elf  am  nothing.     IMthee,  Robin, 
Ijay  me  to  myself  open  ;  what  art  thou, 
Or  this  new  transfonn'd  creature  f 

Rob.  I  am  Robin  ; 
And  this  your  wife,  tny  mistress. 

Qen.  Tell  nie,  the  earth 
Shall  leave  its  seat,  and  mount  to  kiss  the  moon  ; 
Or  that  tlie  moon,  enaroour'd  of  the  earth, 
Shall  leave  her  sphere,  to  stoop  to  us  thus  low. 
What,  whafti  this  in  my  band,  that  at  an  instant 
Can  firora  a  four-legg'd  creature  make  n  thing 
So  like  a  wife  P 

Rob.  A  bridle  ;  a  jughng  bridle,  sir. 

Gen.  A  bridle !     Hence,  enchantment. 
A  viper  were  more  safe  within  my  hand, 
Hian  this  chami'd  engine, — 
A  witch  I  my  wife  a  witch ! 
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The  more  I  strive  to  unwind 
M\T*elf  from  this  meander,  I  the  piore 
Tlierein  am  intricated.     Pritliee,  womui, 
Art  thou  a  witch  P 

Wife.  It  ctuiiiot  be  denied, 
I  nm  Hiich  a  cui'st  creature. 

Ge-n.   Keep  aloof: 
And  do  not  come  too  near  me.     ()  my  Iritsfc; 
Have  I,  nince  first  I  understood  mvbeu, 
Been  of  my  soul  so  (iliary,  Ktill  to  study 
What  best  was  for  iU  health,  to  renounce  all 
'ITie  works  of  that  black  Hend  with  my  best  force ; 
And  hath  that  ser|>eiit  twined  me  so  about, 
'l*hat  I  must  lie  so  often  and  so  long 
With  a  devil  in  my  bosom  ? 

Wife.  Pardon,  sir.         [She  looks  down.\ 

Gen.  Panlon  !  can  such  a  thing  an  that  be  ho|)ed  r' 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  lost  woman,  to  yon  hills ; 
It  must  be  thence  expected  :  look  not  down 
Unto  that  liorrid  dwelling  ;  which  thou  hast  sought 
At  such  dear  rate  to  purchase.     Prithee  tell  me, 
(For  now  I  [dan  believe,)  art  thou  a  witch? 

Wife.  lam. 

Gen.  With  thiit  word  I  am  thundei-Htruck, 
And  know  not  what  to  answer  ;  yet  resolve  me, 
Hast  thou  made  any  contract  witti  that  Hend, 
'nie  enemy  of  mankind  ? 

Wife.  0,  I  have. 

Gen.  What?  and  how  far.* 

Wife.  I  have  promis'd  him  my  soul. 

Qen.  Ten  thousand  tinicR  Ijetter  thy  body  had 
Been  promis'd  to  the  stake ;  ay,  and  mine  too, 
To  have  suffer'd  with  thee  in  a  hedge  of  flames, 

llian  such  a  eonipact  ever  had  been  mode.     Oh 

UesoU'e  me,  how  far  doth  that  contract  stretch  ? 

Wife.  What  interest  in  thi-s  Soul  myself  could  claim, 
I  freely  gave  him :  but  his  part  that  made  it 
1  still  reserve,  not  Ijeing  mine  to  give. 

Gen.  O  cunning  devil:  fooMith  woman,  know, 
Where  he  can  claim  but  the  least  little  part, 
He  «ill  usui-p  the  whole.     Thou'rt  a  lost  woman. 

Wife,   I  hope,  not  so. 

Gen.  Why,  hast  thou  any  hope  ? 

Wife.   Yes,  sir,  I  have. 

Gen,  Make  it  appear  to  nw. 
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Wife.  I  hope  1  never  bargainM  for  that  fire, 
Further  than  penitent  tears  have  fwwer  to  queucli. 

Qen.  1  would  see  stime  of  th<;m. 

Wift.  You  behold  theni  now 
(If  ynu  look  on  me  with  charitable  eyes) 
Tinctured  in  blood,  blood  issuing  from  the  heart. 
Sir,  I  am  sorry ;  when  I  look  tuwanls  heaven, 
I  heg  a  pnicioiu  pardon  ;  when  on  vou, 
Metiiinks  your  native  goodnes*  should  not  l>e 
\jes»  pitiful  ttmn  tliey :  'gainat  both  I  have  err'd  ; 
From  both  I  beg  atonement. 

Qen.  May  I  nresume't? 

Wife.  1  lineel  to  both  your  mercies. 

Gen.  Knowest  thou  what 
A  wilch  is.'' 

Wife.  Alas  1  none  better ; 
Or  after  mature  recollection  can  be 
More  sad  to  think  on't. 

Gen.  Tell  me,  are  those  tears 
As  full  of  true-hearted  ]x;nitence. 
As  mine  of  sorrow  to  l)ehold  what  state. 
What  desperatt:  state,  thou'rt  fain  in  ? 

Wife.  Sir,  they  are. 

Gen.  Ritw ;  and,  as  I  do  vou,  ho  heaven  |>ardon  me  \ 
We  all  offend,  but  from  sucli  falling  off 
Defend  us!     Well,  I  do  remember,  wife. 
When  I  first  took  thee,  'twas /or  yood  and  bad. 
O,  chan^  thy  bad  to  good,  tliat  I  may  keep  thee 
(As  then  we  pass'd  our  faiths)  'till  Death  us  sever. 
O,  woman,  thou  hast  need  to  weep  thyself 
Into  a  fountain,  ^iuch  a  penitent  spring 
Ak  may  have  power  to  (piench  invisible  flames ; 
In  which  my  eyes  shall  aid  :  too  little,  all.' 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.'] 

Frank  Hoepitality, 

Gentlemen,  welcome,  'tis  a  word  I  use ; 
From  me  expect  no  further  coniptiment ; 
Nor  do  I  name  it  often  at  one  meeting ; 
Once  spoke,  to  tho»c  that  understand  me  best. 
And  know  I  always  purpose  as  I  s|>eak, 
Hath  ever  yet  sufficed  ;  so  let  it  you. 

'  Compare  this  with  a  vtory  in  ihe  Arabian  NigfaU.  whae  a  man  diKOven  hti 
wib  to  be  a  goul. 

>LHerwood'f  Workh  vol.  iv.J 
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Nor  do  I  love  that  common  phrase  of  guests, 
Ar,  we  make  bold,  or,  we  are  trool^efloine. 
We  take  you  unprovided,  and  the  like! 
I  know  yoa  understanding  Crcntleineo, 
And  knowing  me,  caimot  persuade  yourselves 

With  me  you  shall  be  troublesome  or  bold. 

Nor  shall  you  find, 

Being  set  to  meat,  tbat  I'll  excuse  your  fare. 

Or  say,  I  am  aany  it  falls  out  so  poor* 

And,  had  I  known  your  coming,  we'd  have  bad 

Such  things  and  such ;  nor  blame  my  Cook,  to  aay 

This  dish  or  that  hath  not  been  sauc't  with  can: 

Words  fitting  best  a  common  hostess'  mouth. 

When  there's  perbam  some  i  ust  cause  of  dislike ; 

But  not  the  taole  of  a  Gentleuian.' 


[Act  i.,  S&  1.] 


A  FAIR  QUARREL:  A  COMEDY  [PUBUSHED  1617}, 
BY  THOMAS  MIDDLKTON  [1570  r-lGST] ,  AND 
WILLIAM  ROWLEY  [1585?-16«?] 

Captain  Ager  in  a  digptUe  with  a  Colonel  his  friendy  receives 
from  the  Colonel  the  ofipei^vm  of  Son  of  a  Whore.  A 
ehaUengt  is  gitten  and  aeoepted ;  but  the  Captain^  before  he 
goes  to  the  fieldy  is  willing  to  be  eonfirmed  of  his  mother's 
honour  from  her  own  Kp«.  Lady  Ager^  beintj  questioned 
by  her  son,  to  prevefU  a  duel,  falsely  danders  herself  of 
unchastity.  The  Captain,  thinking  thai  he  has  a  bad  cause, 
refuses  to  fight.  Bui  being  reproached  by  the  CoUmvU  with 
cowardice^  he  esteems  thai  he  has  now  sugicisnt  cause  for  a 
quarreU  in  the  vindieaiwnq  of  his  hvaZwr  from  thai  aS' 
persion ;  and  draws,  and  disarms  his  oppoTient. 

Lady.        Caftain,  her  son. 

Lady.  Where  left  you  your  dear  friend  the  Colonel  ? 

Cap.  O,  the  dear  Colonel,  I  should  meet  him  soon. 

Lady.  O,  fail  him  not  then,  he's  a  tientleman 
The  fame  and  reputation  of  your  time 
Ii  mudi  engag'd  to. 

Cap.  Y«s,  and  you  knew  all,  mother. 

I  [For  u\oib«  extract  bom  this  pUy  sec  page  408.    For  Heywood  in  piitoenhip 
Mt  alM  pAgtt  416.    For  Bromc  aec  pa^c  4&4-] 
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Lady.  I  thousrht  I'd  known  so  much  of  his  fair  goodness. 
More  could  nut  huvl'  lieen  luuk'd  for. 

Cap.  O  yea,  yea,  Madam  : 
And  this  hu  last  exceeded  all  the  rest. 

Lady.  For  gratitude's  sake  let  nie  know  this  [  prithee. 

Cap.  Then  thus ;  and  1  desire  your  censure  freely. 
Whether  it  appeared  not  a  strange  ooble  kindness  in  him. 

Lady.  Trust  me,  I  long  to  hcar't. 

Cap.  You  know  he's  hasty ; 
That  by  the  way. 

Lady.  So  are  the  best  conditions  : 
Your  father  was  the  like. 

Cap.  I  begin  now 
To  doubt  me  more :  why  am  not  I  so  too  then  P 
Blood  follows  blood  through  forty  grnerations ; 
And  I've  a  slow-j>aced  wTath  :  a  sluiiwd  dilemma. —  {atidt.) 

Lady.  Well,  an  you  were  -saying.  Sir. 

Cap.  Marry,  thus,  good  Madnm. 

There  was  in  company  a  foul-mouth'd  villain 

Stay%  stay, 

Who  should  I  liken  him  to  that  you  have  seen  ? 

He  comes  so  near  one  that  I  would  not  match  him  with, 

Faith,  just  o'  the  Colonel's  pitch  :  he's  ne'er  the  worse  man; 

Usurers  have  been  compor  a  to  magistrates, 

Extortioners  to  lawyers,  and  the  like, 

But  they  all  prove  ne'er  the  worse  men  for  that. 

Lady.  That's  bad  enough,  they  need  not. 

Gap.  This  rude  fellow, 
A  ihame  tu  all  huuiaiiity  and  manners. 
Breathes  from  the  rottenness  of  his  gall  and  malice, 
The  foulest  stain  that  ever  man's  fame  btemish'd, 
Part  of  which  fell  upon  your  honor,  madam, 
Which  heighten'd  my  aiHiction. 

Lady.  Mine,  my  fionor,  sir? 

Cop.  'ITie  Colonel  soon  enrag'd  (as  he's  all  touchwood) 
Takes  fire  before  me,  makes  the  quarrel  his. 
Appoint:^  the  Held  ;  u\\  wrath  »)uld  not  lie  heard, 
Utt  was  80  high  pitcht,  so  gtonouslv  mounted. 
Now  what's  the  friendly  fear  that  iights  within  me. 
Should  hi)*  brave  noble  fury  undertiike 
A  cause  that  were  unjust  in  our  defence. 
And  so  to  lose  him  everlastingly^ 
In  that  dark  deptii  where  all  bad  quarrels  sink 
Never  to  rise  again,  what  pity  'twere, 
Ftret  to  die  here,  and  never  to  die  there ! 
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Lady.  Why,  what's  the  qoflrrcl,  speak,  Sir,  that  ^ould  riae 
Sudi  fearful  doubt,  my  honor  ticaring  part  on't  ? 
The  words,  whate'er  they  were 

Cap.  Son  of  a  whore. 

Lady.  Thou  Uest ; 
And  were  my  love  ten  thousand  times  more  to  thee. 
Which  is  as  much  now  as  e*er  mother^s  was. 
So  thou  shouldst  fwl  my  anger.     IXwt  thou  call 
That  quarrel  doubtful  ?  where  are  all  my  merits  ?  [Strike*  him.] 
Not  one  Ktand  up  to  tell  this  man  his  error? 
Uliou  might'st  as  well  call  the  Sun's  truth  io  question. 
As  thy  birth  or  iiiv  honour. 

Cap.  Now  blessmgR  crown  you  for*t ; 
It  is  the  joj-full'st  blow  that  e'er  flesh  felt. 

Lady.  Nay,  stay,  stay.  Sir ;  thou  art  not  left  »o  soon  : 
lliLs  hi  no  ()ue»tion  to  tie  slighteii  off. 
And  at  your  pleasure  closed  up  fair  again. 
As  though  you'd  never  touchM  it,  no ;  honor  doubted 
Is  honor  deeply  wounded  ;  and  it  rages 
More  than  a  counnon  smart,  being  of  thy  making. 
For  thee  to  fear  my  truth  it  kills  my  comfort. 
Where  should  fame  seek  for  her  reward,  when  he 
That  is  her  own  by  the  great  tye  of  blood 
Is  farthest  oif  in  lioiinty.'  O  poor  Goodness, 
'ITiat  only  pay'st  thyself  with  thy  own  works ; 
For  nothmg  else  looks  toward  tliee.     Tell  me,  pray, 
Which  of  my  loving  cares  d<»st  thou  requite 
With  tiiis  v\\e  thought  ?  which  of  my  prayers  or  wishes? 
Muiiv  thou  ow'st  me  for.     This  seven  year  host  thou  known  me 
A  widow,  onlv  married  to  my  vow ; 
That's  no  small  witness  of  my  faith  and  lore 
To  hiui  that  in  life  was  thy  honunr'd  father : 
And  live  I  now  to  know  that  good  mistrusted  .■' 

Cap.  No,  it  shall  appear  that  my  belief  is  chearful ; 
For  never  was  a  mother's  reputation 
Noblier  defended  ;  'tis  my  joy  and  pride 
I  have  a  linnneas  to  bestow  upon  it. 

Lady.  What's  that  you  said.  Sir  ? 

Cap.  "IVei-e  too  IkjIcI  and  soon  yet 
To  crave  forgiveness  of  you.     I  will  earn  it  first. 
Dead  ornlive  I  know  I  shall  enjny  it. 

Lady.  What's  all  this,  Sir  f 
Cap.  My  joy's  beyond  expression 
I  do  but  tfiink  how  wretched  I  had  I)een, 
Were  this  another's  quon-el  and  not  mine. 
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Lady.     Why,  is  it  your*s? 

Cap.  Mijie  ?  think  uie  uot  su  oiiserable. 
Not  to  be  mine  :  then  were  I  worse  than  abject. 
More  to  be  loathM  than  vileness,  or  sin's  dunghill : 
Nor  di(i  I  fear  your  foodues^,  faithful  Madam, 
But  cauie  with  greedy  joy  to  be  confinnM  in't. 
To  cive  the  nobler  onset :  then  shines  valour, 
Ano  admiration  from  her  fix'd  sphere  draws, 
When  it  {.-oines  burnish'd  with  a  n^hteou!>  c&um  ; 
W^ithout  which  I'm  ten  fathonw  under  coward, 
That  DOW  aw  ten  degrees  above  a  man. 
Which  is  but  one  of  wtue's  easiest  wunden. 

Lady.  But  pray  stay ;  all  this  while  I  undemtood  you 
The  Colonel  waa  the  man. 

Cap.  Yes,  he's  the  man. 
The  man  of  injury,  reproach,  and  slander. 
Which  I  must  turn  into  hia  soul  again. 

Lady.  The  Colonel  do't !  that's  stnmge. 

Cap.  'Vhe  villain  did  it : 
That's  not  bo  strange.     Your  bl««tng,  and  vour  leave — 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Rhall  not  ga 

Cap.  Not  go  ?  were  Heath 
Sent  now  to  summon  me  to  my  eternity, 
I'd  put  him  off  an  hour :  wfav,  the  whole  world 
Has  not  chains  strong  enougli  to  bind  me  from  it : 
The  strongest  is  my  Reverence  for  you. 
Which  if  you  force  upon  me  in  this  case, 
1  must  be  forced  to  break  it 

Lady.  Stay,  I  itay. 

Gap.  [n  anvlhing  command  me  hut  in  this,  Madam. 

Lady.  'Las!  I  shall  lose  him.     You  will  hear  me  Kntf 

Cap.  At  my  return  I  will. 

Lwdy.   You'll  never  hear  me  more  then. 

Cap.  How! 

Lady.  Come  back,  L  i^ay! 
You  may  well  think  theres  cause,  I  call  so  often. 

Cap.  Ha  ?  cauHe  ?  what  cause  ? 

Lady.  So  much,  you  must  not  ga 

Cap.  Mu»t  not?  why.*' 

Lady.  I  know  a  reason  for't ; 
Which  I  could  vvih  you'd  \neld  to,  and  not  know : 
If  not,  it  must  come  forth.     Faith,  do  not  know ; 
And  yet  obey  my  will 

Cap.   Why,  I  desire 
To  know  no  other  than  the  caiiHe  I  have, 
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Nor  should  yoii  wiah  it,  if  you  take  your  injury ; 
For  one  more  great  I  know  the  world  includes  not. 

Lady.  Yes;  one  that  umkes  this  nothing: — yei  be  ruJedt 
And  if  you  understand  not,  neck  n»  farther. 

Cap.  I  must,  for  this  is  nothing. 

Lady.  Then  take  ol) ; 
jVud  if  amongst  it  you  receive  that  secret 
That  will  oHend  you,  though  you  condemn  me, 
Yet  blame  yourself  a  little,  for  jjerbaps 
1  would  have  made  my  reputation  sound 
Upon  another's  hazard  with  leas  pity ; 
But  upon  yours  I  dare  not. 

Cap.  How? 

Lady,  i  dare  not : 
Twas  Your  own  seeking,  this. 

Cap.  If  you  mean  evilly, 
1  cannot  understand  you,  nor  for  all  the  riches 
This  life  has,  would  1. 

Lady.  Would  you  never  might ! 

Cap.  Why,  your  goodness,  that  I  joy  to  fight  for. 

Lady.  In  that  you  neither  right  your  jov  nor  me. 

Cap.  What  an  ill  orator  has  virtue  got  here! 
Why,  shall  I  dare  to  think  it  a  thing  poieible. 
That  you  were  ever  false  ? 

Lady.  Oh,  fearfully; 
As  much  as  you  come  to. 

Cap.  Oh  silence  cover  iiie  ; 
Vve  felt  a  deadlier  wound  than  man  can  give  me. 
False  ? 

Lady.  I  was  betrayd  to  a  most  ^nful  hour 
By  a  corrupted  soul  1  put  in  trust  once, 
A  kinswomaiL 

Cap.  Where  is  she?  let  me  pay  her. 

Lady.  Oh  dead  long  since. 

Cap.  Nay  then,  she  has  all  her  wages. 
False  ?  do  not  say't ;  for  honor's  goodness  do  not ; 
You  never  a»uld  be  so  :  he  I  calt'd  father 
Deserved  you  at  vour  best ;  wheu  youth  and  merit 
Could  boast  at  highest  in  you,  you'd  nu  grace 
Or  virtue  that  he  matrh'd  not ;  no  delight 
That  you  invented,  but  he  sent  it  crown'd 
To  your  full  wishing  soul. 

Lady.  That  heaps  my  guiltiness. 

Cap.  O,  were  you  so  unhappy  to  be  false 
Both  to  yourself  and  me,  but  to  me  chieHy  ? 
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What  a  day's  bojK  is  here  lost,  and  with  it 

The  joys  of  a  just  cAUse  t     Had  you  hut  thought 

On  such  a  noble  quarrel,  you'd  ha'  died 

Ere  youM  ha*  yi^'idcd,  for  the  sin's  hate  (iriit. 

Next  for  the  hate  of  this  hour's  cowardice. 

Curst  be  the  heat  that  lo«t  me  nuvh  a  rause, 

A  work  that  I  was  made  for.     Quench,  my  spirit. 

And  out  with  honor's  Haintng  lights  within  thee ; 

Be  dark  and  dead  to  all  resiKK^tx  of  manhood  ; 

1  never  shall  have  use  of  valour  more. 

Put  ofTyour  vow  for  shame  :  why  should  you  hoard  up 

Such  justice  for  a  barren  widowhood, 

Hiat  was  Ro  rnjurious  to  the  faith  of  wedlock  f 

I  should  be  dead :  for  all  my  life's  work's  ended. 

I  dare  not  fight  a  stroke  now,  nor  engage  [Sxit  Lady. 

The  noble  resolution  of  my  friends ; 

Enter  two  Friends  of  Captain  Ag£b'& 

Tliat  were  more  vile.     They're  here.     Kill  me,  mv  shame. 
I  am  uut  for  the  fellowship  of  honor. 

1.  Friend.  Captain,  fie,  come.  Sir:  we've  been  seeking  for  you 
Very  late  to-day ;  this  was  not  wont  to  be, 

Vour  enemy  s  in  the  field. 
Cap.  Truth  enters  chearfully. 

2.  Friend.  Good  faith,  Sir,  you've  a  royal  quarrel  on't. 
Cap.  Yes,  in  some  other  country,  Spain  or  Italy, 

It  would  be  held  so. 

1.  Friend.  How !  and  is't  Dot  here  so  ? 

Cap.  Tifi  nut  so  contumeliously  received 
In  ihesie  parta,  and  you  mark  it. 

1.  Friend.   Not  in  these 't 

Why  prithee  what  is  more,  or  can  be  ? 

Vap.   Yes : 
That  ordinary  (x>mniotioner  ike  lye 
Is  father  of  most  quarrelt  in  this  climate. 
And  held  here  capital,  and  you  go  to  that. 

2.  Friend.  But,  sir,  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to  that. 
Or  change  vour  own  for  it ;  son  of  a  wkorc  f 

Why  there's  the  lye  down  to  posterity  ; 
The  Ive  to  birth,  the  lye  to  honesty. 
Why  would  you  cozen  yountelf  so  and  beguile 
So  lirave  a  cause,  Manhood's  best  master-piece  r* 
Do  you  ever  hope  for  one  so  brave  again  ? 

Uap.  Consider  then  the  man,  the  Colonel, 
Exactly  worthy,  absolutely  noble, 
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However  spleen  aud  rage  abuses  him : 
And  'tis  not.  well  nor  manly  to  purnue 
A  man's  infirmity. 

1.  Friend.  0  mirat-le! 
So  hupefuS,  valiant  and  eompleie  a  Captain 
Powest  with  a  tame  devil :  come  out,  thou  R|K>i)e9t 
The  most  improved  younj?  soldier  of  seven  kingdoms. 
Made  Captain  at  ninctcuu  ;  whidi  Mas  deserved 
ITie  year  liefore,  but  honor  conies  liehind  still : 
Come  out,  I  say :  this  was  not  wont  to  be  ; 
'Iliat  sj)h-it  ne'er  stood  in  need  of  provocation, 
Nor  shall  it  now.     Away,  Sir. 

Cap.  Urge  me  not 

1.  Friena.  By  Manhood's  reverend  honor  but  we  must. 

Cap.  I  will  nut  fight  a  i(ti*oke. 

1.  Friend.  O  hiasphemy 
To  sacred  valour ! 

Cap.  Lead  me  where  you  list. 

1.  Friend.  Pardon  this   traitorous  ftlumbcr,  clo^d    with  evik: 
Give  Captains  rather  wives  than  such  tame  devils. 

[Actii,  Sc.  1.'] 
The  FUld. 
Enter  Captain  Acer,  with  hia  two  Friends. 

(km.  Well,  your  wills  now. 

1.  Friend.  Our  wills?  our  loves,  our  duties 
To  honour'd  fortitude  :   what  wills  have  we 
But  our  desires  to  nobleness  and  merit. 
Valour's  advancement,  and  the  sacred  rectitude 
Due  to  a  valorous  cause  ? 

Cap.  (),  that's  not  mine. 

*.  Friend.  War  has  hw  Court  of  Justice,  that's  the  field, 
Where  all  cases  of  Manhood  are  determined, 
And  your  case  Is  no  mean  one. 

Cap.  Tnie  ;  then  'twere  virtuous  : 
But  mine  is  in  extremes,  foul  and  unjust. 
Well,  now  y«*ve  got  me  hither,  ye  are  as  far 
To  seek  in  your  desire  as  at  first  minute : 
For  by  the  strength  and  honour  of  a  vow 
[  will  not  lift  a  finger  in  this  quairel. 

1.  Friend.  How  !  not  in  this  .''  be  not  so  rash  a  »tnner. 
Why,  air,  do  you  ever  hope  to  fight  again  then  ? 
Take  heed  on't,  you  must  never  look  for  that. 
Why,  the  universal  stock  of  the  World's  injury 

[Middleton'g  Worki,  ed.  Bullcn,  t»S5,  vol  iv.     The  entire  Scene  with  tbe 
G«ption  of  the  6rit  rorty-lhree  lines.] 
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Will  be  too  poor  to  fiud  a  quarrel  for  you. 

Give  up  vour  right  and  title  to  desert.  Sir ; 

If  voii  fail  virtue  here,  she  needs  you  not 

All  vour  time  after  :  let  her  take  this  wrong, 

And  never  presuaie  then  to  iferve  her  more : 

Rid  farewell  to  the  integrity  of  Armt*, 

And  let  that  honourable  name  of  -soldier 

Fall  from  you  like  a  shivci-'d  wTcath  of  laurel. 

By  thiuider  struck  from  a  desertless  forehead 

Tnat  wears  another's  right  by  usurpation. 

Good  Captain,  do  not  wilfully  cast  away 

At  one  hour  all  the  fame  yuur  life  liai;  won. 

This  IK  your  native  seat.     Here  ynu  should  fteek 

Most  to  preserve  it ;  or  if  you  will  doat 

So  much  on  life,  |H)or  life,  which  in  respect 

Of  life  in  honor  is  but  death  aiul  darkness, 

TTiat  you  will  prove  neglectful  of  yourself, 

(Which  is  to  me  too  fearful  to  imagine,) 

Yet  for  that  virtuous*  Lattv'!*  cause,  your  Mother, 

Her  reputation^  dear  to  nobleness. 

As  grace  to  penitence  ;  whose  fair  niemory 

E'en  crowns  fame  in  your  i.sHUc  :  for  that  ulesaedneas 

Give  not  tliin  ill  place,  hut  in  Kuite  of  hell 

And  all  her  base  fears  be  exactlv  valiant. 

Cap.  Oh!  Oh! 

2.  Friend.  Why,  well  said  ;  there**  fair  ho[>e  in  that. 
Anotlier  such  a  one. 

Cap.  Came  they  in  thousands, 
Tis  all  against  you. 

1.  Frvend.  "nien  |Kx>r  friendless  merit. 
Heaven  be  good  to  thee !  thy  professor  leaves  thee. 

Enter  Colonel  and  hia  two  FriemU, 

Hq*h  come  ;  do  you  but  draw  :  we'll  Aght  it  for  you. 

Cap.  I  know  too  much  to  grant  that. 

I.  Friend.  O  dead  mantiooil ! 
Had  ever  such  a  cause  so  famt  a  servant  P 
Shame  brand  me  if  I  do  not  Huffer  for  him. 

Col.  I've  heard.  Sir,  youSe  been  guilty  of  much  boasting 
For  your  brave  earliness  at  such  a  meeting. 
You've  lost  the  glory  of  that  way  this  muming: 
I  was  the  rirst  to-day. 

Cap.  So  were  you  ever 
In  my  respect.  Sir. 

1.  Friend.  O  most  base  pneludium ! 


Ill 
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Cap.  I  never  thought  on  victory  our  inistreas 
With  greater  reverence  than  I  have  your  worth, 
Nor  ever  lovVl  her  Ix^tter  •   *   •   •  » 
Soccer  in  you  has  been  my  absolute  joy. 
And  when  I've  wish'il  conteut  I've  wish'd  your  friendship 

Col.  I  came  not  hither,  Sir,  for  an  encomium. 
I  came  provided 

For  storms  and  tempests  and  the  foulest  season 
That  ever  rage  let  forth,  or  blew  in  wildness. 
From  the  incensed  prison  of  man's  blood. 

Cap.  'Tis  otherwise  with  me :  I  come  with  mildness, 
Peace,  constant  amity,  and  calm  forgiveness. 
The  weather  of  a  Christmn  and  a  friend. 

1.  Friend.  Give  me  a  valiant  Turk,  though  not  worth  tenpenee. 

Cap.   Yet,  Sir,  the  world  will  judge  the  injury  mine, 
Insuflerable  mine,  mine  lieyund  injury. 
ThauRands  have  made  a  less  wrong  reach  to  hell, 
Ay  and  rejoyc'd  in  his  most  endless  vengeance 
(A  mi^rablc  triumph  though  a  juxt  one)  ; 
But  when  I  call  to  memory  our  long  friendship, 
Mctliinks  it  cannot  be  too  great  a  wrong 
That  then  I  should  not  pardon.     Why  should  Man 
For  a  poor  hasty  .svHable  or  two 
(iVnd  vented  only  in  forgetful  fur)*) 
Chain  all  the  hopes  and  riches  of  his  soul 
To  the  revenge  of  that  ?  die  lost  for  ever  ? 
For  he  that  makes  hw  last  |ieace  with  his  Maker 
In  anger,  anger  is  his  peace  eternally : 
He  must  expect  the  same  return  again. 
Whose  venture  is  deceitful.     Must  he  not,  Sir? 

Col.  I  see  what  I  must  do,  fairly  put  up  again, 
For  here'll  be  nothing  done,  I  jjeiceive  that. 

Cap.  What  shall  be  done  in  such  a  worthless  business 
But  to  be  sorry  and  to  be  forgiven  ? 
You,  Sir,  to  bring  repentance ;  and  I  pardon. 

Col.  I  bring  repentance,  Sir? 

Cap.  IPt  be  too  much 
To  say,  repentance  ;  call  it  what  you  pleaw,  Sir ; 
Chuse  your  own  word  ;  I  know  you're  sorry  for  it. 
And  that's  as  good. 

Col.  I  sorry  ?  by  fame*8  honor,  I  am  wrong'd : 
Do  you  seek  for  peace  and  draw  the  quarrel  larger? 

Cap.  Then  'tis  I'm  sorry  that  I  thought  you  so. 

1.  Friend.  A  Captain !  I  could  gnaw  his  title  off. 

'  [Thiee  lines  omitted,] 
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Cap.  Nor  is  it  any  inUbeconiing  virtue.  Sir, 
In  the  be«t  uuuilineK.H,  \q  rejK^nt  a  wrong: 
VVliich  made  mc  bold  with  you. 

1.  Friend.  I  could  cuff  his  head  oft". 

2,  Friend.   Nay,  pJah. 

Col.  So  omie  a^ain  take  thou  thy  |)eaceful  rest  then  ; 

[To  kU  Sword. 
But  OS  I  put  thee  up,  1  uiu^it  proclaiui 
This  Captain  here,  noth  to  his  friends  and  mine. 
That  only  came  to  see  fair  valor  righted, 
A  IxLse  submissive  (ViwanI :  so  I  leave  him. 

Cap.  O,  Heaven  has  pitied  my  excessive  patience, 
And  sent  me  a  Cause ;  now  I  have  a  C-ause : 
A  Coward  I  was  never. — —Come  vou  back.  Sir. 

Col.  How! 

Gap.  You  left  a  Coward  here. 

Col.  Yes  Sir,  with  you. 

Cap.  Ti^  «ueh  ba.%  metal,  Sir,  'twill  not  be  taken, 
It  must  home  a{;aiii  with  you. 

2.  Friend.  Should  this  be  true  now-     -^- 

1.  Friend.  Impossible !  Coward  do  more  than  Rahtard ! 

Col.  I  prithee  mock  me  not,  take  heed  vou  do  not, 
For  if  I  draw  once  more  I  shall  f^row  terrible. 
And  rage  will  force  me  do  what  will  grieve  honor. 

Cap.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Col.  He  Kmiles,  dare  it  be  he.^  what  think  ye.,  Gentlemen  ? 
Your  judgments ;  shall  1  not  be  cozen'd  in  him 't 
This  cannot  be  the  man  ;  whv  he  was  liookish. 
Made  an  invective  lately  agamut  fighting, 
A  thing  in  truth  that  mov'd  a  little  with  me; 
Put  up  a  fouler  contumely  far 
Tlian  thuasaiid  Cowards  came  to,  and  grew  thankful. 

Gap.  RIeRsefl  remembrance  in  time  of  need  : 
I'd  lo«t  my  honour  else. 

SL  Frie-nd.  Do  vou  note  his  joy  ? 

Cap    I  never  felt  a  more  severe  necessity  : 
Then  came  thy  excellent  pity.     Not  yet  ready! 
Have  you  such  confidence  in  my  just  manhooil 
That  you  dare  so  long  trust  mc,  and  yet  tempt  me 
Heyond  the  toleration  of  man's  virtue? 
Whv,  would  you  be  more  cruel  than  your  injury.^ 
IXj  vou  first  take  pride  to  wrong  me,  and  then  Uiink  me 
Not  worth  your  furv  f  do  not  u.-*  nic  so  : 
I  shall  deceive  vou  then  :  Sir,  either  draw. 
And  that  not  slightingly,  but  with  the  care 
VOL.  IV. — 8 
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Of  your  best  preservation,  with  that  wat<:bfulnes» 
As  you'd  defend  yourself  from  circular  fire. 
Your  sin's  rage,  or  her  Lord  (this  will  require  it) 
Or  you'll  be  too  won  lost :  for  I've  an  auger. 
Has  gather'd  mighty  strength  against  you  ;  mighty. 
Yet  you  .nhall  iiiiH  it  honest  to  the  last. 
Noble  and  fair. 

Col.  I'll  venture  it  once  again, 
jVnd  ift  lie  but  as  true  as  it  is  wondroua, 
I  shall  have  that  I  oome  for.     Y'^our  leave.  Gentlemen. 

[TKeyJlgkt 

\.  Friend.  If  he  should  do't  indeed,  nnii  deceive  ua  all  now — 
Stay,  by  this  lianil  he  offers ;  tights  i'  faith  ; 
Fights:  by  this  light,  he  Hghts,  Sir. 

2.  Friend.  So  mcthinks,  Sir. 

1.  Friend.  An  alKolute  Funlo,  ha? 

2,  Friend.  "IVas  a  Passado,  Sir. 

1.  Friend.  Why,  let  it  pass,  and  'twas;   I'm  sure  'twas  ftome- 
what. 

IVhat's  that  now  ? 

2.  Friend.  That's  a  Punto. 
1.  Friend.  O,  go  to  then, 

I  knew  'twas  not  far  off:  What  a  world's  this  I 
Is  Coward  a  more  stirring  meat  than  Bastard  ? 

ho !  I  honor  thee  : 

Tis  right,  and  fair,  and  he  that  breathes  against  it 
He  breathes  against  the  justice  of  a  man ; 
And  man  tu  cut  him  of,  'tis  no  injustice. 
Thankii,  thanks,  for  this  muett  unex[iected  noblenesR. 

(The  Colonel  is  diearmed.) 

Cap.  Truth  never  fails  her  sen-ant.  Sir,  nor  leaves  him 
With  the  day's  shame  upon  hiui. 

1.  Friend.  Thou'st  redeemed 
'ITiy  worth  to  the  same  height  'twas  first  esteem'd.' 

[Act  iii.,  Sc  L] 

The  insipid  levelling  morality  to  which  the  modem  stase  is  tied  down  woald  not 
admit  of  ftuch  sdmirable  putions  »  these  «cenei  axe  blled  with.  A  puritanical 
obtutenestt  of  Bentiment,  a  Htupid  infantile  goodness,  is  creeping  among  ui,  instead 
of  the  vigorous  passions,  and  virtuei  clad  in  flesh  and  blood,  with  which  the  old 
dramatietH  present  u&.  Tho&e  noble  and  liberal  c-t*ui».ts  could  dtKcm  in  the  differ- 
ences, the  quarrels,  the  animosities  of  man.  a  beauty  and  izuth  of  moral  feeling,  no 
leas  than  in  the  iterately  inculcated  duties  of  forgiveness  and  atonement.  With  us 
all  is  hypoctitical  mcekjic«s.  A  reconciliation  scene  (let  the  occasion  be  nei,-er  %o 
absurd  oi  unnatuial)  is  always  sure  of  applause.  Out  atidiences  come  to  the 
theatre  to  be  complimented  on  their  goodness.      They  conipaie  not«s  with  the 

>  [Further  exuacts  on  pages  $73  and  5&8.  For  .Middleton  alone  sec  page  144; 
in  p«rtnership  see  page&  ^2,  573  and  568.] 
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amiable  characters  in  the  play,  and  find  a  wonderful  airailanty  of  diapMition  between 
them.  We  have  a  common  stock  of  dramatic  morality  out  of  which  a  writer  may 
be  supplied  without  the  tiouble  of  copying  it  frOtn  oripinaU  within  his  own  breast. 
To  know  the  boundaries  of  honour,  to  be  judiciouflly  valiant,  to  hive  a  temperance 
which  shaJI  beget  a  amoothnest  in  the  an^ry  swellinCE  of  youth,  to  eHlecm  life  as 
nothing  when  the  sacred  rcpuution  of  a  parent  is  to  be  dclcndcd,  vet  to  shake  and 
tremble  under  a  pious  cowardice  when  that  ark  of  an  honest  contidcnce  is  found  to 
b«  frail  and  tottering,  to  feel  the  (rue  blows  of  a  real  disgrace  blunting  that  sword 
which  the  imafcinary  strokes  of  a  supposed  false  imputation  had  jml  so  keen  an 
edge  upon  but  lately;  lo  do,  or  to  imagine  this  done  in  a  feigned  story,  asks  some- 
thmg  more  of  a  moral  sense,  somewhat  a  rreaier  delicacy  of  perception  in  questions 
of  tight  and  wrong,  than  goes  to  the  writing  of  two  or  three  hackneyed  Mrntcncea 
about  the  taws  of  honour  as  opposed  to  the  laws  of  the  land,  or  a  common-place 
against  duelling.  Yet  ^uch  things  would  stand  a  wiitei  now-a-day»  in  far  better 
stead  than  Captain  Acer  and  bis  conscientious  honour ;  and  he  would  be  considered 
as  a  far  belter  teacher  of  morality  than  old  Rowley  or  Middleton  if  Ihey  were 
living. 


ALL'S  LOST  BY  LUST.     A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1633]. 
BY  WILLL\M  ROWLEY 

Roderigo  King  of  Soain  takes  the  opportunity  to  t^io(<ite  the 
Daughter  of  Jtilianua,  while  that  old  Oeneral  is  fighting 
his  Sattlea  against  the  Moors.  Jacinta  seeks  her  Father  in 
the  Camp,  at  the  moment  of  Victory. 

JuuANUtf.    Servant. 

8erv.  Sir,  here's  a  Woman  (forc'd  by  romc  tide  of  sorrow) 
With  tears  entreats  your  pity,  and  to  see  you. 

Jul.  If  any  Soldier  has  done  violence  to  her, 
Beyond  our  military  discipline, 
Death  sliall  divide  liini  from  us:  fetcli  her  in. 
I  have  mv»elf  a  Daughter,  on  whiwe  face 
But  thinlting,  I  mu*tt  needs  be  pitiful : 
^Vnd  when  1  have  told  my  conquest  to  my  Kin^, 
Mv  poor  girl  then  shall  Icnow,  how  for  her  sake 
I  did  one  piouH  act. 

Servant  returns  loith  Jacixta  veUed. 

Is  this  the  creature  ? 

Serv.  Yes^  my  Lord,  and  a  sad  one. 

Jul.  Leave  us.     A  sad  one  ! 
The  down-cast  look  calls  up  compassion  in  me : 
A  corse  going  to  the  grave  looks  not  more  deadly. 
WTiv  kneel'st  thou  ?  art,  thou  wrong'd  by  any  Soldier  ? 
Rise  :  for  this  honor  is  not  due  to  me. 
Hast  not  a  tongue  to  read  thy  sorrows  out? 
This  booJc  I  undentand  not. 
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Jacin.  O  niv  dear  father ! 

Jul.  Thy  father,  who  ba^i  wrong'd  him  ? 

Jaein.  A  great  Comnumder. 

JiU,  Under  me  f 

Jaein.  A  bow  vou. 

Jvl.  Above  me  !  whn*»t  above  a  general  f 
None  but  the  general  of  all  Spain't  armies ; 
And  that's  the  king,  king  Koderick  :  he*s  all  goodnes, 
Ue  cannot  wrong  thy  father. 

Jacin.  What  wa**  Tarquin  r 

JvX.  A  king,  and  yet  a  ravisher. 

Jaciii.  Such  u  sin 
Was  in  those  davii  a  mnn.tter  ;  now  ''tU  commoti. 

J'ul.  Prithee  &e  plain. 

Jacin.  Ha%e  not  you.  Sir,  a  daughter  r 

JvX.  If  I  have  not,  I  aui  tlie  wrelched'st  man 
That  this  day  lives :  for  all  the  wealth  I  have 
Lives  in  that  child. 

Jticin.  ()  for  your  daughter'.*)  sake  then  hear  my  woes. 

Jul.  RJM  then,  and  h[)eak  them. 

Jadn,  No,  let  me  kneel  still : 
Sucli  a  resemblance  of  a  daughter'^  duty 
Will  make  you  mindful  of  a  father's  love : 
For  HUch  my  injuries  must  exact  from  you. 
As  vou  would  mr  your  own. 

JvX.  And  so  they  do  ; 
For  whilst  1  !KC  thee  kneeling,  1  think  of  my  Jacinta. 

Jacin.  Say  your  Jacinta  then,  chaste  as  the  rose 
Coming  on  sweetly  in  the  springing  hud, 
And  ne'er  felt  heat,  to  spread  the  summer  sweet  ; 
But,  to  increase  and  multiply  it  more, 
Did  to  ilKetf  keeji  in  its  own  perfume  ; 
Say  that  some  rapine  hand  had  plw^k'd  the  hluom,' 
.lacinta,  like  that  flower,  and  ravish'd  her, 
IX'filing  her  white  lawn  of  chastity 
With  nglv  blacks  of  lust :  wliat  would  you  do  ? 

Jxd.  ()  'tis  tiMi  hard  a  question  to  resolve, 
Witi»out  a  solemn  council  held  within 
Of  umnV  Iwst  understanding  facullieji: 
llicn-  must  he  love,  and  fatherhood,  and  grief. 
And  rage,  and  many  |NC«ion.s  ;  and  they  must  all 
Ik'gi't  H  thing  raird  \-pngeance :  but  they  must  sit  upouX 

./iMMH.  Sa^  this  were  done  by  him  that  carried 
'l*ht'  fairetit  neeming  face  of  friendship  to  yourself. 

' "  Cropi  thi«  tor  Ko«e,"  etc— Olwrty  ("  The  Orphan."  Act  tv.,  Sc.  a) 
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Jul.  We  rhouUi  U\\  out 

Jaein.  Would  you  in  »uch  a  ca»e  respect  degrees  ? 

Jul.  I  know  not  thttt. 

Jacin.  Sav  he  were  noble. 

Jul.  Impossible  :  the  act's  i^oble.     The  Bee  can  bix-ei! 
No  poison,  though  it  fuck  the  juice  of  buintock. 

Jacin.  Say  a  King  should  do  it ;  were  the  aet  leu  done, 
Kv  the  i^at-er  (niwerr  does  niajeRly 
Extenuate  a  crime .' 

Jul.  Augment  it  ratlier. 

Jacin,  sky  then  that  Hoderick,  your  king  and  master. 
To  i^uit  the  honours  you  are  bringing  home, 
Hail  ravlsh'd  youc  Jacinta. 

Jul.  Who  has  sent 
A  Fury  in  this  foul-fair  shape  to  vex  me  f 
1  ha'  Been  that  face  methinks,  yet  know  it  not : 
How  (Iare»t  thou  speak  this  treason  'gainst  my  king  ? 
Duntt  anv  man  in  the  world  bring  me  this  lie, 
Bv  thirty  fie  had  Iteen  in  hell  :  Koderick  a  Tarquin  ! 

Jacin.  Ves,  and  thv  daughter  (had  ^he  done  her  part) 
Sliuuld  be  the  second  Luci-eee.     View  me  well : 
1  am  Jacinta. 

Jul.H&l 

JctciTL  The  king  my  raviaher. 

Jul.  The  king  thy  ravisher  !  O,  unklngly  sound. 
He  dares  not  sure  ;  yet  in  tin  sullied  eyes 
1  read  a  tragic  atory. 

Antonio,  Ai-onsto,  and  otker  Officers^  enter. 

Jul.  O  noble  friend-s 
Our  war»  arc  ended,  arc  they  not  ? 

All.  They  are,  sir. 

Jul.  But  Spain  has  now  licgun  a  civil  war. 
And  to  confound  me  only.     .See  you  my  daughter  ? 
She  sounds  tlie  trumpet  which  tiraws  forth  my  sword 
To  lie  revenged. 

AUyti.  On  whom  r  npeak  loud  your  wrongs ; 
Digest  yom-  choler  into  temiferance  : 
Give  your  considerate  thoughts  the  upper  hand 
In  your  hot  pawion^i,  'twill  assunge  the  swelling 
Of  your  big  heart ;  if  you  have  injuries  done  you. 
Revenge  them,  and  we  second  yoa 

Jacin.  Father,  dear  father. 

Jul.   Daughter,  dear  daughter. 

Jucin.  Why  do  \ou  kneel  to  me.  Sir  ? 
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Jul.  To  auk  tiiee  panlun  that  I  (ltd  beg«t  thee. 
I  brought  thee  to  a  »<haiiie,  staina  all  the  way 
Twixt  earth  and  Acheron  :  not  all  the  clouds 
{The  skies*  large  canopy),  could  Ihey  drown  the  seas 
With  a  perpetual  inundation. 
Can  wajth  it  ever  out :  leave  me,  I  pray.     [FaMs  dovm. 

Alon.  His  fighting  passions  M-ill  be  o'er  antm. 
And  all  will  be  at  peace. 

Ant   Best  in  iny  judgment 
We  wake  him  M-ith  the  sight  of  his  won  honors. 
Call  up  tlie  army,  and  let  them  pi'eseiii 
HiH  prisoners  tu  him  ;  xuch  a  signt  as  that 
Will  brook  no  sorrow  near  it. 

Jul.  Twas  a  good  doctor  tliat  prescribed  that  physic. 
I'll  tie  ynur  patient,  Sir ;  show  me  niv  .soldiers. 
And  my  new  honors  won  :  I  will  trufy  weigh  them 
With  my  full  griefs  ;  they  may  perliaps  o'ercomc. 

Alon.  Why,  now  there's  lio{>c<i  of  his  ixicoverv. 

Jut.  Jacinta  welcome,  Uiou  art  my  child  still : 
No  forced  stain  of  lust  can  alienate 
Our  consanguinity. 

Jacin.   liear  father, 
Kecollect  yom-  noble  spirits  ;  conquer  grief, 
'llie  manly  way  :  you  nave  brave  foes  sulxJued, 
Then  let  no  female  passions  thus  o'erwhelm  you, 

Jid.  Mistake  nte  not.  my  child,  I  am  not  road. 
Nor  must  be  idle  ;  for  it  were  more  Kt 
(If  I  could  purchase  more)  I  had  more  wit. 
To  help  in  these  designs  :  I  am  grown  old  ; 
Yet  I  have  found  more  strength  within  this  arm 
Thau  (without  proof)  I  durst  ha'  boasted  un. 
Roderick,  thou  Iting  of  monsters,  couldst  thou  do  this, 
^Vnd  for  thy  lu«t  confine  me  from  the  court  r* 
'ITicrc's  reason  in  thy  shame,  thou  shouldst  not  see  me. 
Ha !  they  come,  .Jacinta,  they  come,  Itark,  hark  ; 
Now  thou  slmlt  see  what  cause  I  have  given  my  king. 


[Act  iv.»] 


Vanquiahed  Moon's  address  to  the  Stm. 

Descend  thy  sphere,  thou  burning  Deity. 
Haste  fi*om  our  shame,  gu  blushing  to  thy  bed  ; 
Thy  sons'  we  are,  thou  everlasting  Ball, 
Yet  never  shauicd  these  our  impressive  brows 


■  [Ed.  1633,  no  Scenes.] 
lYoungJ. 


■ "  Childrea  of  the  Sun."— Zonyd  i»  *'  The  Reveo^  " 
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Till  uuv :  n-e  that  are  stauipt  with  thine  own  seal, 
Whic-h  the  whiilc  tK*Mn  cannot  wfmU  away. 
Shall  those  cold  ague  cheeks  that  Nature  mouUI« 
Within  her  winter  sliup,  Lbuse  sniuoUi  white  skins, 
That  witli  a  palsy  hand  she  jxiintt  the  liinbft. 
Make  us  recoil  ? 

Man's  Heart. 

I  would  fain  know  what  kind  thing  *  a  man's  heart  is. 

were  you  ne%*er 

At  Barber  Surgeons'  ilall  to  see  a  dissection  ? 
I  will  re{)orf  it  to  you:  Mi.s  a  thing  framed 
With  divers  comers,  and  into  every  comer 
A  man  may  entertain  a  friend  ;  (there  came 
ITie  proverb,  A  man  may  love  one  well,  and  yet 

Hetain  a  friend  in  a  cunier.) 

tush,  'tis  not 

ITie  real  heart ;  but  the  unseen  faculties,- — — 

Those  I'll  decipher  unto  you  :  (for  surely 

The  moMt  part  are  but  ciphers.)     The  heart  indeed 
For  the  mo«t  part  doth  keep  a  letter  guest 
FThan  himself  in  him  ;  that  is,  the  soul.     Now  the  soul 
Being  a  ti"ee,  there  are  divers  branches  spreading  out  of  it, 
jVs  loving-art'cction,  suffering -sorrows,  and  the  like. 
Then,  Sir,  these  affections  or  sorrows  being  but  branches, 
Are  fiometimeH  lopt  off^  or  of  themselves  wither  ; 
And  new  shoot  in  their  rooms:  as  for  example  ; 
Your  friend  dies,  Uiere  appears  sorrtiw,  but  it  quickly 
Withers  ;  then  is  tliat  branch  gone.     Again,  you  Inve  a  friend  ; 
There  affection  springs  forth  :  at  last  you  distaste  ; 
Then  that  branch  witlier^  again*  oud  another  buds 
In  bi«  room. 

[Aa.  ii.] 


A  NEW  WONDER:   A  WOMAN  NEVER  VEXT.     A 
COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1632].     BY    WILLIAM   ROWLEY 

The  Woman  never  Vexi  states  her  Case  to  a  Divine. 

WlOOW.  DotTOH. 

Doct,  You  sent  for  me,  gentlewoman  f 
Wid.  Sir,  I  did.  and  to  this  end. 
I  have  some  scruples  in  my  conscience ; 

>  ["  Kind  of  thing  "  in  1808  ed.] 
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Soine  dotiblt'iii  problems  wlurh  I  camiut  answer, 
Nnr  reconcile ;  Vf\  have  yu\i  tiuike  them  plain. 

Doct  This  i-*  my  duty;  pray  speak  your  mind. 

WicL  And  tu*  I  speak,  I  must  )-en)ciiil)cr  heaven 
That  gave  tliose  blessings  which  I  must  relate : 
Sir,  you  now  liehuld  a  wondurous  woman  ; 
You  only  wonder  at  the  epithet ; 
1  can  approve  it  good  :  j!;ue«s  at  mine  age. 

Doct.  At  the  half  way  'twixt  tliirty  and  forty. 

Witi.  Twas  not  inurh  anii*s  ;  yet  nearest  to  the  last. 
How  tliink  von  then,  h  not  this  a  Wonder, 
Tliat  II  Woman  lives  full  seven  and  thirty  veara, 
Maid  to  a  wife,  mid  wife  unto  a  wiciow, 
Now  widow'd,  and  mine  own  ;  yet  all  this  while. 
From  the  extremest  verpe  of  my  remembrance, 
Kv'n  fit>ni  my  weaning  hour  unto  this  minute, 
Did  never  ta^te  what  wan  calamity. 
I  know  not  yet  what  grief  is  yet  have  sought 
A  hundred  ways  for  its  acquaintance :  witji  me 
IVosperity  hatn  kept  so  close  a  watcli. 
That  ev'n  thoMc  thingx  that  I  have  meant  a  itoss, 
Have  that  way  tum'd  a  blessing.     Is  it  not  strange  ? 

Doct.  Unparallel'd  ;  this  gift  is  singular. 
And  to  yoti  alone  Iwlonging :  you  are  the  moon, 
Tor  there's  but  one,  all  women  else  are  stars. 
For  there  are  none  of  like  condition. 
Knit  oft  and  many  have  I  heani  complain 
C>f  discontents,  thwarts,  and  adversities  ; 
Bui  a  second  to  yourself  1  never  knew. 
To  gi-oan  under  the  sujjerHux  of  blessings. 
To  have  ever  lieen  alien  unto  sorrow. 
No  trip  of  fate  'f  sure  it  is  wonderful. 

WicL  Ay,  sir,  'tis  wonderful,  but  is  it  well  ? 
For  it  is  now  my  chief  afiliction. 
I  have  heard  you  say,  that  the  ('hild  of  Heaven 
Shall  suffer  many  tribulations; 

Nay,  kings  and  princes  share  them  with  their  sabjects : 
Then  I  that  know  not  any  chastisement. 
How  may  I  know  my  part  of  childhood  ? 

Doct.  *Tis  a  good  doubt ;  but  make  it  not  extreme. 
'Tis  some  alHiction,  that  you  are  afflicted 
For  want  of  affliction  ;  cherish  that : 
Yet  wrest  it  not  to  misconstnirtion  ; 
For  all  your  blessings  are  free  pfta  from  heaven, 
Health,  wealth,  and  (leitce ;  nor  can  thev  luni  Into 
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I 


Cui-ws  Hut  bv  abu^.     Pray  let  me  <{uefltion  you : 
You  IokI  a  huxlwnd,  wns  it  no  grief  to  you  i* 

Wi(f.   It  was  hut  very  snmll :  no  sooner  I 
Had  giveu  it  entertainment  as  a  Mirrow, 
But  straight  it  tuni'd  unto  my  treble  joy  : 
A  comfortable  revelation  protuptH  nie  then, 
That  husband  (whom  in  life  I  held  ro  dear) 
Had  chang'd  a  frailty  to  umrhiui^iig  joya ; 
Methou^t  1  SAW  him  '<tc-'llitietl  in  heaven. 
And  sin^ng  hallelujahs  'mongst  a  ijuire 
Of  white  sainted  !«auU:  then  a^ain  it  ttpake, 
And  said,  it  waK  a  Kin  fur  uie  to  grieve 
At  his  bett  good,  that  I  psteomed  best : 
And  thus  thi-*  slender  shadow  of  a  grief 
Vantsli'd  again. 

Doet.  All  this  was  happy,  nor 
Can  you  wrest  it  from  a  heavenly  bleflriing.     Do  not 
Appoint  the  rod  ;  leave  hHW  the  stroke  unto 
The  magistrate :  the  time  is  not  \ya»i,  but 
You  may  feel  enough. — 

Wid.  One  taste  more  I  had,  although  but  little. 
Yet  I  would  aggi-avate  to  make  the  most  on't ; 
Twas  thus :  Uic  other  day  it  was  uiy  hap, 
In  crot«ing  of  the  Thames 
To  drop  that  wedlock  ring  from  off  my  finger. 
That  once  conjoined  me  and  my  dead  hintbond : 
It  sunk  ;  1  prized  it  dear ;  the  dearer,  'caoae  it  kept 
Still  in  mine  eye  the  memory  of  my  loss: 
Yet  I  grieved  the  loss;  and  did  jov  withal. 
That  i  had  found  a  grief.     And  this  is  all 
The  sorrow  I  can  boast  of. 

Iktct.  This  is  but  small. 

Wid.  Nay,  Rure  1  am  of  this  opinion, 
That  had  I  snfTer'd  a  draught  to  tie  made  for  it. 
The  bottom  would  have  sent  it  up  again ; 
1  am  so  wondruuxlv  fortunate.  [Act  i. 


Sc.  l.»3 


Foster,  a  wealthy  Merciufniy  fias  a  projligaU  Brother^  Stephen^ 
whom,  Robert^  Son  to  Foster^  mlievea  out  of  Prison  with 
aome  of  his  father's  Money  tntrusled  to  hvin.  Fur  (Ais, 
Am  Father  turns  him  out  of  doors  and  dinnJi«rit8  him. 
Meantime  by  a  reverae  of  fortune,  Stephen  heeomea  rich  ; 
and  Foster  by  JLoosea  vti  Trade  is  thrown  into  the  aamie 
Prison  (Ludgatf)  from  which  his  Brotfier  fiad  been  relieved 

'[IlDtlAlcy,  ed.  Harliu,  \o\.  %»,} 
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Stephen  adopt»  his  Na^eWt  on  ths  eonditi^yn  fhcU  he  ghall  not 
aan^  or  go  near  his  Father :  butjUial  piety  prevails  above 
the  eonsuieration  either  of  hia  UncU's  displeaaurf  or  of 
his  Faiher's  late  unkindTMss ;  awl  he  tfisite  hia  Father  in 
Prison. 

F06TEB.         KOBEftT. 

Fob.  O  tormenl  tu  my  soul,  what  mak'H  thou  here  P 
Cannot  the  picture  of  uiy  miser}- 
Be  dniwn,  and  hung  out  to  the  eyes  of  ii>en. 
But  thou  must  come  tu  itcom  and  laugh  at  it  'f 

Rob.  Dear  sir,  I  come  to  thnut  my  back  under  youi-  load, 
Tu  make  the  burtheu  lighter. 

F08.  Hciice  from  my  sight,  dissembling  villain,  go: 
Thine  uncle  sends  defiance  to  my  woe. 
And  thou  must  bring  it:  hence,  thou  liasilisk. 
That  kill'st  me  with  thine  eyes.     Nay,  never  kneel ; 
These  M-omful  muclcs  more  tlian  my  woen  I  feet. 

Rob.  Was,  I  mock  ye  not,  but  come  in  love 
And  natuml  duty,  Sir,  to  heg  your  blessing; 
And  for  mine  uncle 

Fos.  Him  RuH  thee  I  curw. 
V\\  starve  ere  I  eat  bread  from  bis  purse. 
Or  from  thy  hand  :  out,  villain  ;  tell  that  cor, 
Thy  barking  uncle,  that  I  lie  not  here 
Upon  my  bed  of  riot,  as  be  did, 
(  over'd  with  all  the  villanies  which  man 
Had  ever  woven  ;  tell  him  I  lie  not  so  ; 
It  was  the  hand  of  hea\-»i  struck  me  tliwi  low. 
And  I  do  thank  it.     Get  thee  gone,  1  say. 
Or  I  Khali  cunte  thee,  strike  thee  ;  prithee  away : 
Or  if  thou'lt  laugh  thy  fill  at  my  [Kxir  .ntate, 
'ITien  stav.  and  listen  to  the  prison  grate. 
And  hearthv  father,  an  old  wretched  man, 
That  yeifterday  had  thousands,  b^  and  cry 
To  get  a  penny :  Oh,  my  miser)- .' 

A>6.  Dear  S!ir,  for  pity  hear  me. 

Fos.  Upon  my  curie  I  cliarge,  do  nearer  come ; 
I'll  be  no  father  to  so  vile  a  seta. 

Rob.  0  mv  abortive  fate. 
Why  for  my  goutl  um  I  thutt  paid  with  hate  ? 
I->om  this  Rao  place  of  Ludgate  here  1  freed 
An  uncle,  and  1  liwt  a  father  for  it ; 
Now  is  my  father  here,  whom  if  I  succour, 
I  then  mtist  lose  my  uncle's  los-e  and  favour. 
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My  father  unce  beiug  rich,  and  uncle  pour, 
I  him  relieving  was  tJirust  forth  of  doors 
IJatHed,  reviled,  and  disinherited. 
Now  mine  own  father  hei'e  must  beg  for  bn^. 
Mine  uncle  being  rich  ;  and  yet,  if  1 
Feed  him,  mjttelf  must  beg.     Oh  miwry  : 
How  bitter  is  thv  taste;  yet  I  will  drink 
Thv  strongest  poison;  fret  what  uiiM-tiief  can, 
I'll  feeil  my  fatiier ;  though  like  the  Pelican, 
I  peck  mine  own  breast  for  him. 

His  Father  appears  above  at  the  OreUe^  a  Box  hanging  dotun. 

Fob.  Bread,  bread,  one  [lenny  to  buy  a  loaf  of  l)read,  for  the 

tender  mercy. 
Rob.  O  me,  my  shame !  1  know  that  voice  full  well ; 
ril  help  thy  wants  although  thou  cune  me  still. 

He  staruU  when  he  is  unseen  by  his  Father. 

Foa.  Bread,  bread,  some  christian  man  »en<l  luick 
Your  charily  to  a  number  of  poor  prisoneni. 

One  penny  for  the  tender  mercy —  [Robert  puts  in  Money. 

The  nand  of  heaven  reward  you,  gentle  Sir ; 
Never  may  you  want,  never  feel  misery ; 
Let  blessings  iu  imuumber'd  measure  grow. 
And  fall  upon  your  head,  where'er  yuu  go. 

Rob.  O  nappy  c»mfort !  cui>ies  to  the  ground 
Fint  struck  me :  now  with  blessings  I  am  crown'd.' 

Foe.  Bread,  bread,  for  the  tender  mercy,  one  penny  for  a  loaf  of 
bread. 

Rob.  I'll  buy  more  ble!i8ing!i :  take  thou  all  my  store  ; 
I'll  keep  no  coin  and  see  my  father  poor. 

Foa.  Good  angel»  guard  you,  Sir,  my  prayers  shall  be 
That  heaven  may  hle»«  you  for  this  charitv> 

Rob,  If  he  knew  me,  sure  he  would  not  say  so : 
Vet  I  have  comfort,  if  by  any  means 
I  get  a  blessing  from  my  father's  hands. 
How  clteap  are  good  pravcrs !  a  j>oor  penny  buys 
That,  by  which  man  up  fn  a  minute  flies 
And  mounts  to  heaven. 

Enter  Stephex. 
O  me,  mine  uncle  sees  me. 

'  A  Ueariac  stolen  at  least  u  fairly  as  Jacob's  wai  [Genesis,  ch.  xxvii.J. 
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Si«p.  Now,  Sir,  what  makes  you  here 
So  near  Hie  prison  ? 

Rob.  1  was  going,  wir. 
To  buy  meat  tor  a  poor  bin!  I  h&ve. 
That  sits  so  sadly  in  the  cage  of  late, 
1  tiiink  he'll  die  for  sorrow. 

SU^.  So,  Sir: 
Your  pity  will  not  quit  your  painis  I  fear  me, 
I  shall  Hnd  that  bird  (I  think)  to  be  that  churlish  wretch 
Your  father,  that  now  has  taken 
Shelter  here  in  I^udgate.     Go  to,  sir ;  urge  me  not, 
Yon'd  best ;  I  hare  giv'n  you  warning :  fawn  not  on  him» 
Nor  come  not  near  him  if  you'll  have  ray  love. 

Rob.  'Las !  Sir ;  tlial  lamb 
Were  most  unnatural  that  should  hate  the  dam. 

StfV.  Lamb  me  no  lambes,  Sir. 

Rob.  Good  uncle,  'las !  you  know,  when  you  lay  here, 
1  sucx:(mr'd  you  :  ho  lei  me  now  help  him. 

Step.   Yes^  as  he  did  me  ; 
To  laugh  and  triumph  at  my  misery. 
You  freed  me  with  his  gold,  but  'gainst  hi»  will : 
For  him  I  might  have  rotted,  and  lain  still. 
So  shall  he  now. 

Rob.  Alack  the  day ! 

Step.  If  him  thou  pity,  'tis  thine  own  decay. 

Fo8.  Bread,  bread,  some  choiitable    man  remember   the  poor 
Prisoners,  bread  for  the  lender  nieixv,  one  jHUtny- 

Rob.  0  listen,  uncle,  that's  my  poor  father's  voice. 

Sup.  There  let  him  howl.    Get  you  gone,  and  come  not  near 
him. 

Rob.  O  my  soul, 
What  tortures  dost  thou  feel  !  earth  ne'er  shall  find 
A  son  so  true,  yet  forced  to  be  unkind. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

Robert  disobeya  hie  Unclfi's  Injunctions,  ami  again  visits  his 

Fattier. 

Foster.         Wifk.         Robkbt. 

Fos.  Ha!  what  art  thou?     Call  for  the  keeper  there, 
And  thrust  him  out  of  doors,  or  lock  me  up. 

Wife.  O,  'tis  your  son. 

Foa.  I  know  bim  not. 
I  am  no  king,  unless  of  scorn  and  woe : 
Why  kneePst  thou  thent*  why  dost  thou  mock  uw  so^ 
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Rob.  O  my  dear  father,  hither  am  I  conw. 
Not  like  B  threatening  storm  to  increase  vour  wrack, 
For  I  would  lake  all  sorrows  from  your  back. 
To  lay  them  all  on  my  own. 

Fo8.  Ki.se,  miitchief,  rise  ;  away,  and  ;^t  thee  gone. 

Roh.  1),  if  I  Ite  thuR  hateful  to  your  eye, 
1  will  depart,  and  wish  1  soon  mav  die; 
Vet  let  your  blesKinfr,  Sir,  but  fall  on  me. 

Fos.  My  heart-  utill  hates  thee. 

Wife.  Sweet  husband. 

Fw.  Get  yuii  both  gone  ; 
I1iat  misery  taken  some  r«it  that  dwellK  alone. 
Awav,  thou  villain. 

Rob.  Heaven  can  tell  ; 
Ake  but  your  Hnger,  I  to  make  it  well 
Would  cut  my  hand  off. 

Foa.  Hang  thee,  hang  thee. 

Wife.  Hasbaiid. 

Fos.   Destruction  meet  thee.     Turn  the  key  there,  ho. 

Rob.  Good  Sir,  I'm  gone,  T  will  not  stay  In  giieve  you. 
Oh,  knew  you,  for  your  woes  what  pains  1  feel, 
Vuu  would  not  scorn  me  so.     See,  Sir,  t«i  eoot 
Your  heat  of  burning  sorrow,  I  have  got 
iTwo  hundred  pounds,  and  glad  it  is  ray  lot 
To  lay  it  down  with  reverence  at  your  feet; 
[No  oinifort  in  the  world  to  me  is  sweet> 
iTiVhilht  thus  vou  live  in  moan. 

FoH.  Stay.' 

Rob.  Good  truth,  Sir,  I'll  have  none  of  it  hack. 
Could  but  one  penny  of  it  save  my  life. 

Wife.  Yet  stay,  and  hear  him  :  Oh,  unnatural  strife 
In  a  hard  father's  Ijosoni ! 

Fos.  I  ftee  mine  error  now  :  Oh,  can  there  grow 
A  ro«e  upon  a  bramble  ?  did  there  e'er  riow 
Niiirtm  and  health  together  in  one  tide.'' 
I'm  bom  a  man  :  rea^wn  may  step  a^idc. 
And  lead  a  father's  love  out  of  tne  «ay  : 
forgive  me,  my  good  boy.  I  went  astray  ; 
^XjOOK,  on  my  knees  I  beg  it :  not  for  joy, 
Thou  bring'st  this  golden  rubbish  ;  which  I  spurn  ; 
But  glad  in  this,  the  heavens  mine  eye-balls  tuni. 
And  fix  them  right  to  Iwik  upon  tliat  fact:. 
Where  love  remains  with  pity,  duty,  grace. 
Oh  mv  dear  wronged  hoy. 
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Rob.  Gladness  oVrwhclms 
My  heart  witli  joy  :   I  cannot  ^peak. 

Wife.  CrossfcH  of  this  foolish  world 
Did  never  grieTc  my  heart  with  toniiciits  more 
Than  it  is  now  grown  light 
With  joy  and  t-omfort  of  this  happy  sight.' 

[Act  T.,  Sc  1.] 

The  old  ptay-n^tters  are  distinguished  by  an  honest  boldness  of  exhibition,  they 
show  ever>-' thing  without  being  ashamed.  If  a  leverse  in  fortune  be  the  thing  to  be 
pcTitcnified,  they  fairty  bring  us  lo  the  prison-grate  and  the  alms-basket.  A  poor 
man  on  oui  slase  is  always  a  gentleman ;  he  may  be  known  by  a  peculiar  neatness 
of  apparel,  and  ny  wearing  black.  Our  delicacy,  in  fact,  forbics  the  dramatizing  of 
Otsuehs  at  a1I.  It  is  never  «hewn  in  its  e«sentia1  properties  ' ;  it  appears  but  as  the 
adjunct  to  some  virtue,  as  something  which  is  to  be  relieved,  from  ihe  approbation 
of  which  relief  the  specutors  ate  to  derive  a  certain  soothing  of  self^referred  satis- 
faction. We  turn  away  from  the  real  ef>ence»  of  things  to  hunt  after  their  relative 
shadows,  moral  duties:  whereas,  if  the  truth  of  things  were  fairly  represented,  the 
relative  duties  might  be  safely  trusted  lo  ihem&elvcs,  and  moral  philosophy  lose  the 
name  of  a  science. 


l{For  another  extract  from  Rowley  see  p.  $yo.     For  ptays  by  Rowley  in  partner- 
ship see  pages  104,  145,  563,  416,  573  and  58S.] 

'Guifman  dc  Alfarachc,  in  that  good  old  book  "  The  Spanish  Rogue."  has  sum- 
med up  a  fei,v  of  the  properties  of  poverty: — "that  po\-erty,  which  is  not  the 
daughter  of  the  »pirii.  is  but  the  mother  of  vhame  and  reproach  ;  it  i»a  disreputation 
that  drowns  all  the  other  20od  parts  that  are  in  nan  :  it  is  a  disposition  to  all  kind 
of  evil ;  it  is  man's  roost  foe  ;  it  is  a  leprosy  full  of  anguish  ;  it  is  a  way  that  leads 
unto  hell ;  it  is  a  isea  wherein  otir  patience  is  overwhelmed,  oiir  honor  is  consumed, 
out  lives  are  ended,  and  our  souls  are  utterly  lost  and  cast  sway  for  ever.  The 
poor  man  is  a  kind  of  money  that  in  not  current;  the  aubject  of  every  idle  hus- 
wi\'e's  chat ;  the  olTscum  of  the  people  ;  the  dust  of  the  street.  &ist  trampled  under 
foot  and  then  thrown  on  the  dunghill ;  in  conclusion,  the  poor  man  is  the  rich  man's 
ass.  He  dincib  with  the  last,  fareth  of  the  woist,  and  pay^-th  dearrst ;  his  sixpence 
will  not  go  so  far  as  a  rich  man's  threepence ;  his  opinion  is  ignorance :  his  dis- 
cretion, foolishness;  his  sulfraee,  scorn;  his  stock  upon  the  common,  abuMd  by 
many  and  abhorred  of  all.  If  he  come  in  company,  he  is  not  heard  :  if  any  chance 
to  meet  him,  they  seek  to  shun  him ;  if  he  advine,  though  never  so  Mnaely,  they 
grudge  and  murmur  at  htm  :  if  he  work  miracles,  they  say  he  is  a  witch  :  if  virtuous, 
that  he  gocth  about  to  deceive ;  hiK  venial  ain  is  .1  blasphemy ;  his  thought  is  made 
treason  ;  his  cause,  be  it  never  so  just,  it  is  not  regarded  ;  and,  to  have  his  nTongs 
righted,  he  must  appeal  to  that  other  life.  All  men  crush  him  ;  no  man  favoureth 
him  ;  there  is  no  man  that  will  relieve  his  wants  :  no  man  that  will  comfort  him  in 
his  miseries;  nor  no  man  that  will  bear  him  company,  n-hen  he  is  all  alone,  and  op- 

Eressed  with  ^rief.  None  help  him ;  all  hindei  htm  ;  none  give  him,  all  take  from 
im  ;  be  is  debtor  to  none,  ana  yet  must  make  payment  to  all.  O,  the  unforturute 
and  poor  condition  of  him  that  is  poor,  to  whom  even  the  very  hours  are  sold, 
which  the  clock  siriketh,  and  pays  custom  for  the  sunshine  in  August!  " 
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WOMKN  BEWARE  WOMKN  :  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1657:  WRirrK.N  MANY  YEARS  REFORE].  BY 
THOMAS  MIDDLETON  [>570M627] 

Livia,  the  Duke'a  creature,  cajoUs  a  poor  iVidow  with  tht  ap- 
pearaTice  of  Hospitality  and  neighhourly  Attentions^  (Aa( 
she  may  get  her  Dav.ghter-in-Laviy  {who  is  left  in  the 
Mother's  care  in  tlie  Son's  absence)  ijito  her  trains^  to  eerve 
the  Duke's  pleasure. 

LiviA.       Widow.       A  Gentleman^  Livia's  guest 

Liv.  Widow,  ct>me,  come,  I  have  a  great  quan-el  to  you ; 
•  Faith  I  must  chide  you  that  you  must  be  sent  for; 
Y'du  Diakc  yourself  so  strange,  never  come  at  us, 
[And  yet  so  near  a  neighbour,  and  so  unkind  ; 

rot^  youVe  la  blame ;  you  cannot  be  more  welcome 
To  any  house  in  Florence,  that  I'll  tell  you, 
Wi^,  My  thanks  must  needs  acknowledge  so  much,  madam. 
Liv.  How  can  you  lie  so  strange  then  ?  L  sit  here 
I  Sometimes  whole  dav.s  together  without  com|Muiv, 
'"When  business  draws  this  gentleman  from  home,  • 

And  should  be  happy  in  society 
Which  I  so  well  affect  as  that  of  your*. 
I  know  you're  alone  too  ;  why  should  not  we 
I,lke  two  kind  neiju;hbuurs  then  supply  the  wonts 
(Kone  another,  having  tongue-dt-n'ourse, 
Ex|>erience  in  the  world,  and  AUch  kind  helps, 
To  laugh  down  time  and  meet  age  merrily  ? 

Wi<L  Age,  madam  !  you  speak  mirth  :  'tis  at  ray  door. 
But  a  long  journey  from  your  I^x-nhip  yet. 

Liv.   My  faith,  [*m  nine  and  thirty,  every  stroke,  wench : 
And  'tiR  a  general  ol>«cnatiou 

'MongBt  knights  ;  wives,  or  widows,  we  account  ourselves 
Then  old,  when  young  men's  eyes  leave  looking  at  u«. 
Come,  now  I  have  thy  company,  I'll  not  part  with  it 
Till  after  supper. 

Wid,  Yes,  I  must  crave  pardon,  madam. 

Viv.  1  Kwear  yon  fihall  .stay  supper ;  we  have  no  strangers,  woman, 
None  but  my  soioumera  and  I,  tnis  gentleman 
And  the  voung  neir  his  ward  ;  you  knuw  your  company. 
Wid.  Some  other  time  I  wilt  make  bold  mth  you,  madam. 
Liv-  Faith  she  flhall  not  go. 
Do  you  think  I'll  be  for&worn  ? 
Wid.  Tis  &  great  while 
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Till  Bupper-time ;  I'll  take  my  leave  then  now,  madam. 
And  come  again  in  the  evening,  since  your  ladyship 
Will  have  it  so. 

Liv.  In  the  evening !  by  my  troth,  wench, 
I'll  keep  you  while  I  have  you  :  youVe  great  business  sure. 
To  sit  alone  at  home :  I  wonder  strangely 
What  pleasure  you  take  in't.     Were't  to  me  now, 
I  should  be  ever  at  one  neighbour's  house 
Or  other  all  day  long ;  having  no  charge, 
Or  none  to  chide  you,  if  you  go,  or  stay, 
Who  may  live  merrier,  ay,  or  more  at  heart's  ease  ? 
Come,  we'll  to  chess  or  draughts ;  there  are  a  hundred  tricks 
To  drive  out  time  till  supper,  never  fear't,  wench, 

{A  cheea-bowrd  is  set) 

Wid.  ril  but  make  one  step  home,  and  return  straight,  madam. 

Liv.  Come,  I'll  not  trust  you,  you  make  more  excuses 
To  your  kind  friends  than  ever  I  knew  any. 
What  business  can  you  have,  if  you  be  sure 
You've  lockM  the  mx)rs  ?  and,  that  being  all  you  have, 
I  know  you're  careful  on't :  one  afternoon 
So  much  to  spend  here !  say  I  should  entreat  you  now 
To  lie*a  night  or  two,  or  a  week,  with  me, 
Or  leave  your  own  house  for  a  month  together ; 
It  were  a  kindness  that  long  neighbourhood 
And  friendship  might  well  nope  to  prevail  in : 
Would  you  deny  such  a  request  ?  i'  faith 
Speak  truth  and  freely. 

Wid.  I  were  then  uncivil,  madam. 

lAv.  Go  to  then,  set  your  men :  we'll  have  whole  nights 
Of  mirth  together,  ere  we  be  much  older,  wench. 

Wid.  As  good  now  tell  her  then,  for  she  will  know  it ; 
I've  always  found  her  a  most  friendly  lady.  {Aeide.) 

Liv.  Why,  widow,  where's  your  mind  ? 

Wid.  Troth,  even  at  home,  madam. 
To  tell  you  truth,  I  left  a  gentlewoman 
Even  sitting  all  alone,  which  is  uncomfortable. 
Especially  to  young  bloods. 

Liv.  Another  excuse. 

Wid.  No,  as  I  hope  for  health,  madam,  that's  a  truth ; 
Please  you  to  send  and  see. 

Liv.  What  gentlewoman  ?  pish. 

Wid.  Wife  to  my  son  indeed. 

Liv.  Now  I  beshrew  you. 
Could  you  be  so  unkincl  to  her  and  me, 
To  come  and  not  bring  herP  faith,  'tis  not  friendly. 
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Wid.  I  fear'd  to  be  too  bold. 

Liv.  Too  bold !  Oh  what's  become 
Of  the  true  hearty  love  was  wont  to  be 
IMongst  neishbouTs  in  old  time  ? 

Wid.  And  ahe^a  a  stranger,  madam. 

Liv.  The  more  should  be  her  welcome :  when  is  courtesy 
In  better  practice,  than  when  'tis  employed 
In  enterteuning  strangers  ?    I  could  chide  ye  in  faith. 
Leave  her  behind,  poor  gentlewoman — alone  too  1 
Make  some  cunends,  tuul  send  for  her  betimes,  go. 

Wid.  Please  you  command  one  of  your  servants,  madam. 

Liv,  Within  there. — 
Attend  the  gentlewoman.^ ^  [Act  ii.,  Sc.  2.'] 

Braiieha  reaista  the  Duke'a  attempt. 

Bran.  O  treachezy  to  honor ! 

Duke.  Prithee  tremble  not 
I  feel  thy  breast  shake  like  a  turtle  panting 
Under  a  loving  hand  that  niakes  much  on't. 
Why  art  so  fearful  ? 

Bnm.  O  my  extremity ! 
My  lord,  what  seek  you  ? 

Duke.  Love 

Bra/n.  Tis  gone  abeady : 
I  have  a  husband. 

DvJce.  That's  a  single  comfort ; 
Take  a  friend  to  him. 

Bra/n.  That^s  a  double  mischief; 
Or  else  there's  no  religion. 

DvJee.  Do  not  tremble 
At  fears  of  thy  own  making. 

Bran.  Nor,  great  lord. 
Make  me  not  bold  with  death  and  deeds  of  ruin, 
Because  they  fear  not  you ;  me  they  must  fright ; 
Tlien  am  I  best  in  health :  should  tiiunder  speak 
And  none  regard  it,  it  had  lost  the  name. 
And  were  as  good  be  still.     I'm  not  like  those 
That  take  their  soundest  sleeps  in  greatest  tempests ; 
Then  woke  I  most,  the  weatbier  fearfullest, 
And  call  for  strength  to  virtue. [Act  ii.,  Sc.  2.] 

>  This  is  one  of  those  scenes  which  has  the  air  of  being  an  immediate  transcript 
from  life.  Livia  the  "  good  neighbour  "  is  as  real  a  creature  as  one  of  Chaucer's 
characters.    She  is  such  another  joUy  Housewife  as  the  Wife  of  Bath. 

'[Nearly  five  pages  omitted.]  *[Middleton,  ed.  Bullen,  voL  vi.] 

VOL.  IV. — 9 
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Winding  SHmL 
-to  have  a  beinf;.  and  to  live  'mongst  men, 


Ift  n  fuarful  livirif^  and  a  poor  oue ;  let  u  luau  tiiily  think  on't. 

T»  liavc  Llie  lull  and  griefs  of  fourscore  years 

Put  up  in  a  white  tihect,  tied  witit  two  knolA: 

Mrtliinkn  it  tihould  strike  earthquakes  in  adulterers. 

When  even  the  vcr^'  ttheets  they  cuumiit  sin  in 

May  prove  for  augbl  they  know  all  their  last  f^anuentn. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 
Oreat  Men's  looks. 

Did  not  Ihe  duke  look  up?  mcthought  he  saw  us, — 

That's  every  one's  conceit  that  sees  a  duke. 

If  he  look  steadraHtly>  he  looks  .straight  at  them : 
When  he  }>erhaps,  good  careful  gentleman. 
Never  minds  an^,  but  the  look  he  casts 
Is  at  his  own  intentions,  and  his  object 

Only  the  public  good. 

[Act  i^  Sc.  3.] 

Weeping  in  Lovt, 

Wiy  should  tliose  tears  be  fetch'd  fortli  ?  cannot  love 

Be  even  a.<t  well  express'd  in  a  good  look. 

But  it  must  sec  her  fiicc  stilt  in  a  fountain/ 

It  KhowH  like  a  country  maid  dressing  her  bead 

By  A  dish  of  water :  conw,  'tis  an  olcf  custom 

To  weep  for  lox-e. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  S.] 

tover'g  Chidings. 

— prithee  forgive  me, 
I  did  but  (4ikle  in  jest :  the  best  lores  use  it 
iHttnetinir* ;  it  set*  an  edge  upon  aflectian. 
When  wv  invite  our  best  fricods  to  a  fBul, 
*IV  not  alt  K«tH'tuK«ta  dwi  «v  set  before  *em ; 
TtMK^  WHIM  thing  *faM?  •»<)  ^t.  both  to  wfaet  appetite, 
And  «Mlk»  Vn  taite  tfafcir  « inr  «tU  .-  so  OKthmka, 
AfW  a  ftW«dk,T  ikMrp  and  mxcrt  chidaifc 
A  ki«  lniKH  wMKlnHtt  »tU.  aMd  fbU  o*  &  gnpe. 

[Actii^Sc,  1.] 

WnMi  Ml  Ml  nMMitiK  Iw^  vwNftoai  tifMi 
CVmIi  «Mi  1^  Mi  «b^  b«uv  ia  cam.  « 
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O,  that's  a  fruit  that  ripens  hastily, 
After  ''tis  knit  to  marriage ;  it  begins, 
~  5  soon  US  tlic  sun  shines  upon  the  hride, 

little  to  show  colour. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.] 

Marrying  the  AdvUteresa^  the  Husband  dead. 

Is  not  sin  sure  enough  to  wretched  man. 
But  he  must  hioH  himself  in  chains  to't  ?  worse  I  • 
Must  marriage,  that  immaculate  robe  of  honor. 
That  renders  Virtue  glorious,  fair,  ajid  fruitful. 
To  her  great  master,  be  now  made  the  gaj'ment 
Of  leprosy  and  foulness  ?  is  thi-*  penitence, 
To  sanctify  hot  lust  ?  what  is  it  otherwa)ti 
Than  worship  done  to  devils  ?  in  this  tlie  best 
Amends  than  sin  can  make  after  her  riotJi  ? 
A-t  if  n  drimkard,  to  appea>ie  heaven's  wrath, 
Should  ofler  up  his  surfeit  for  a  sacrifice  : 
If  that  be  comely,  then  lust's  offerings  are 
On  wedlock's  saovd  altar. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.] 


MORE  DISSEMBLERS  BESIDES  WOMEN:  A  COMEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1667:  WIiriTEN  MANY  YEARS  BE- 
FORE].   BY  THOMAS   MIDDLETON 

Death. 

• when  the  heart's  above,  the  body  walks  here 

But  like  an  idle  servingmon  below. 

Gaping  and  waiting  for  his  master's  coming,' 

He  that  li%'es  fourscore  years,  is  but  like  one 

That  stays  here  for  a  friend  ;  when  death  conies,  t-hen 

Away  he  goes,  and  is  ne'er  seen  again. 


Loving  a  WoTnan. 
-of  all  the  frenzies 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.«] 


That  follow  flesh  and  blood. 
The  moat  ridiculous  is  to  fawn  on  women  ; 
There's  no  excuse  for  that :  'tis  such  a  madness, 
There  is  no  cure  set  down  for't ;  no  physician 
Ever  spent  hour  about  it,  for  they  guess'd 

HA  Uae  omitted.]  «[£d.  cit.    VoLvi.] 
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Twas  all  in  vain,  when  they  first  lov'd,  themselTes, 

And  never  since  dunit  practiae :  cry  fieu  mtAi  ; 

That's  all  the  help  thej  have  for*t.     I'd  rather  meet 

A  witch  fai'  north  than  a  fine  fool  in  love ; 

The  sipht  would  less  afflict  me.     But  for  modesty, 

I  should  fall  font  in  words  u|»n  fond  man, 

Tiiat  can  forget  his  excellence  and  honor, 

His  serious  meditations,  being  the  end 

C)f  his  creation,  to  learn  well  to  die ; 

And  live  a  prisoner  to  a  woman's  eye. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  a] 

Widow's  Vow, 

fjord  Cardinal.  Increase  of  health  and  a  redoubted  eoucage 
To  chastit^s  great  soldier :  what,  so  sad,  Madam 't 
The  memory  of  her  seven  years  deceased  Lord 
Springs  yet  into  her  eyes,  an  fresh  and  full 
As  at  the  seventh  hour  after  his  deimrture. 
What  A  perpetual  fountain  is  her  virtue! 
T(M)  mucn  t*j  afflict  y«i'n**?lf  with  ancient  sorrow 
la  not  so  strictly  for  your  strength  required  : 
Your  vow  is  charge  enough,  believe  me  ^tis.  Madam  ; 
You  need  no  weightier  task. 

Dwch.  Religious  Sir, 
You  heard  the  last  words  of  my  dying  Lord. 
I^ord  Card.  Which  I  shall  ne'er  forget. 
Duch.  May  I  entreat 
Your  goodness  but  to  speak  'em  over  to  me, 
As  near  as  memory  can  befriend  your  utterance : 
That  I  may  think  awhile  I  stand  in  prenenoc 
Of  my  departing  Htisbaiui. 

Lord  Card.   What's  your  meaning 
In  this,  most  virtuous  Madam  ? 

DtLch.  Ti«  a  courteHv 
1  stand  in  need  of.  Sir,  at  this  time  especially ; 
Urge  it  no  farther  yet :  as  it  proves  to  me, 
You  shall  hear  from  me  ;  only  1  desire  it 
Effectually  from  you,  sir;  that's  my  request. 

Lord  Card.  1  wonder ;  yet  I'll  spare  to  question  farther : 
You  Fliall  have  your  desire. 
Duch.  I  thank  you.  Sir: 

A  blessing  come  along  with  it.  

Lord  Card,  [repeats]  "  You  see,  my  Lords,  what  all  earth's  glory 

is. 
Rightly  defined  in  me,  uncertain  breath ; 
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A  Jrcam  of  threescore  years  to  the  long  sleeper, 

To  most  not  half  the  time.     Beware  ambition  ; 

Heaven  is  not  reach*d  with  pride,  but  with  subinisnon, 

^Vnd  you,  Lonl  Curdiual,  lubuur  tu  pcTfect 

Good  purjMisea  begun  ;  be  what  you  seem, 

Stedfa.tt  and  uncorrupt,  your  actionK  noble. 

Your  goodness  simple,  witJiout  gain  or  art ; 

And  not  in  vesture  holier  than  m  heart. 

But  'tis  a  pain  more  than  the  pangs  of  death 

To  think  that  we  must  part,  fellows  of  life. — 

Tliuu  richness  of  uiy  joys,  kind  and  dear  Princeaa, 

Death  had  no  sting,  but  for  our  separation  ; 

Twould  come  more  calm  than  an  evening's  peace, 

That  brings  on  rest  to  labours :  Thou  art  ho  precious, 

I  should  de[)arL  in  everlasting  envy 

ITnto  the  man,  that  ever  should  enjoy  thee. 

O,  a  new  torment  strikes  his  force  into  me ! 

When  IJ>ut  think  on%  I  am  rack'd  and  turn 

(Pitv  me)  in  thv  virtues." 

/>uoA.  "  My  lov-d  l^rd, 
Let  your  confirm'd  opinion  of  my  life, 
My  luvu,  my  faitliful  love,  seal  an  aviuraiice 
Of  quiet  to  your  spirit,  that  no  forgetfulness 
Can  cast  a  sleep  so  deadly  on  my  sensesi, 
To  draw  my  anections  to  a  second  liking.'' 

Lord  Card.  "  It  has  ever  been  the  promise,  and  the  spring 
Of  my  great  love  to  thee.     For,  once  to  marry 
Is  honorable  in  woman,  and  her  ignorance 
Stands  for  a  virtue,  coming  new  and  (resh  ; 
But  second  marriage  show^  dcsiix-s  in  tk-sh  ; 
Thenoe  lust,  and  heat,  and  coinmoa  custom  grows : 
But  she's  |)art  virgin,  who  but  one  man  knows. 
I  here  expect  a  work  of  thy  great  faith : 
At  niy  last  parting  I  can  crave  nu  mure ; 
And  with  thy  vow,  I  rest  m\-self  for  ever ; 
My  soul  and  it  shall  fly  to  heaven  together : 
Seal  to  ray  spiiit  that  quiet  satisfaction. 
And  I  go  hence  in  ix^ce." 

Duc/L.  '*  Then  here  I  vow,  never ** 

Lord  Card.  Why,  Madam 

Duch.  I  can  go  no  further. 

Lord  Card.  What,  have  you  forgot  your  vow? 

Duch.  I  have,  too  certainly. 

lAtrd  Card,  Vour  vow.?  that  cannot  be;  it  follows  now. 
Just  where  I  left. 


134      .SPECIMENS  OF  DRAAL\T1C  POETS 

Duck.  My  frailty  gets  bet  ore  it ; 
NoUiiuK  nrcvalh  but  ill. 

Lord  Card.  NVhat  ail  you,  Madam  P 
Duck.  Sir,  fm  in  love. 


[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 


NO  iJ^^Lp}^*^*^  ^  WOMAN'S.  A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1657:  WRI'lTEN  POSSIBLY  IN  1618].  BY  THOMAS 
MIDDLE TON 

Virtuom  Poverty. 

'Life,  Imd  be  not  liia  answer?  what  strange  impudence 

GovemH  in  umn,  when  lusl  is  loiil  of  him  I 

I'hinlcs  he  me  mad  r  'caase  I  liave  no  monies  on  earth. 

That  I'll  go  forfeit  my  estate  in  heaven, 

^Viid  live  eternal  l)eggar  ?  he  sliall  pai'don  me  : 

That^B  my  soul's  jointure  ;  I'll  atarve  ere  I  sell  that. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  a.'] 
Comfort 

-iiusband, 

te,  wake,  and  let  not  patience  keep  thee  poor ; 
Rouse  Lip  thy  spirit  fi-oin  thi«  falling;  skimber; 
Make  thy  disti-ess  seem  but  a  weeping  dream. 
And  this  the  opening  morning  of  thy  comforts. 
WijM?  the  salt  dew  from  off  thy  c-areiul  eyes. 
And  drink  a  draught  of  glaxlnejis  next  thy  heart 
To  expel  the  infection  of  all  poisonous  sorrows. 


Oood  and  HI  Fortune. 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.] 


0  my  blessing ! 
I  feel  a  hand  of  mercy  lift  nie  up 
Out  of  a  world  of  watent,  and  now  sets  me 
Upim  a  mountain,  whei*e  the  sun  plays  most. 
To  cheer  my  heart  even  as  it  dries  my  limbs. 
What  Lleejw  I  see  beneath  me !  in  whose  fallB 
Many  a  nmible  mortal  toiln, 

AnA  scarce  can  feed  himself:  the  streams  of  fortune, 
'Gainstt  which  he  tugs  in  vain,  still  beat  him  down. 
And  will  not  suEIer liiiu  (past  hand  to  mouth) 
To  lift  his  arm  to  his  posterities'  blessing, 
I  bee  a  cai-eful  sweat  run  in  a  ring 

»[Vol.  iv.) 
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About  his  temples,  but  all  will  uot  do : 
For  till  some  happy  me&iu  relieve  his  state. 
There  he  must  stick  and  bide  the  wrath  of  fate. 

Partvng  in  Amity. 

Ijet  our  Parting 
Be  full  as  charitable  as  our  meeting  was ; 
That  the  pale  enviuu.s  world,  glad  uf  the  food 
Of  others'  niLsertes,  civil  diaseiuiions, 
And  nuptial  strifes,  may  not  feed  fat  witJi  ours. 


[Ad  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 


[Actv.,Sc.l.] 


Meeting  milk  a  Wife  mtjtpoeed  Dead. 

0  my  reviving  joy  !  thy  quickening  presence 
Makes  the  lua  night  of  threescore  and  ten  yeara 
Sit  like  a  youthful  spring  upon  my  bloud. 

1  cannot  make  thy  welcome  rich  enough 
With  all  the  wealth  of  words. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

Mother's  Forgiveness. 

Molh.  Why  do  your  wurds  start  back  f  are  tliey  afraid 
Of  her  that  ever  loved  them  ? 

Philip.   I  have  a  suit  to  you,  Madam. 

Moth.  You  have  told  me  that  already  ;  pray,  what  is't  ? 
IFt  be  so  great,  oiy  present  state  refuse  it, 
I  shall  be  abler,  then  command  and  use  it. 
Whatever'l  he,  let  me  have  warning  to  pro\Hde  for't. 

Philip.  Provide  forgiveness  then,  for  that's  the  want 
My  conscience  feels.     O,  my  wild  youth  has  led  me 
Into  unnatural  wrongs  against  your  freedom  once. 
I  spent  the  ransom  which  my  father  sent, 
To  ael  my  pleaiurcs  fix-c ;  while  you  lay  captive. 

Moth,  And  is  this  all  now  ? 
You  use  me  like  a  stranger :  pray,  stand  up. 

Philip.  Rather  fall  flat :  I  shall  deserve  yet  worse. 

Moth.  Whate'er  yoiu"  faults  arc,  esteem  me  still  a  friend ; 
Or  else  vou  wrong  me  more  in  asking  {lardon 
Than  when  you  did  the  wTong  you  a^tk'd  it  for : 
Ami  since  you  ha^e  prepared  me  to  foi^ve  you, 
Pray  let  me  know  for  what ;  tlie  first  fault's  nothing. 

Philip.  Here  comes  the  wrong  then  that  drives  home  the  rest. 
I  saw  a  face  at  Antwerp,  that  quite  drew  me 
From  conscience  and  obedience :  in  that  fray 
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I  lost  my  heart,  I  must  needs  lose  my  way. 

There  went  the  I'an^Mme,  to  redeem  my  mind; 

'yiead  of  the  money,  I  brought  over  her  ; 

And  to  cast  mists  before  my  father's  eyes, 

Told  him  it  was  my  sister  (lost  so  long) 

And  that  yourself  was  dead. — You  see  the  wrong. 

Moth,  'i'his  is  but  youthful  still — 
I  for^ve  thee 

As  freely  as  thou  didst  it.     For,  alas, 
This  may  be  call'd  good  dealing,  to  some  parts 
That  love  and  youth  plays  daifv  among  sons. 

[Act  a.,   Sc.  «.] 


THE    WITCH:      A    TnAGI-COMEDY    [FIRST   PRINTED 
1T78].  BY  THOMAS  MIDDLETON 

Hi-x-ATE,  and  the  other  WiteheSt  at  their  Ohamu. 

Bee.  Titty  and  Tiffin,  Suckin 
And  Pidgen,  Liard,  and  IXtthln  ! 
White  spirits,  black  spirits,  grey  sjiirits,  red  spirits, 
Devil-toad,  devil-ram,  devil-cat,  and  devil-dam, 
Why  Uoppo  and  StadUn,  Hellwain  and  i'ucklel 
Stad.  Here,  sweating  at  the  vessel. 
Hec.  Boil  it  well. 
Hop.   It  galIo|)S  now. 
ffec.  Are  the  flnmes  blue  enough. 
Or  shall  I  use  a  little  seeten  '  more  ? 

Stad.  Tiie  nips  of  Eau'ies  upon  maids'  while  hips 
Are  not  more  perfect  azure. 

Hec.  Tend  it  carefully. 
Send  Stadlin  to  mc  with  a  brazen  dish. 
That  I  may  fall  tu  work  u^Hin  these  serpents. 
And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  second  hour. 
Why,  when  ? 
Stad.  Here's  Stadlin  and  the  dish. 
Hee.  Here  take  this  unbaptized  brut : 
Boil  it  well— preserve  the  fat : 
You  know  'tis  precious  to  transfer 
Our  'nointed  flesh  into  the  air. 
In  moonlight  nighU,  o'er  steeple  tops. 
Mountains,  and  pine  trees,  that  like  pricks,  or  stops, 
Seem  to  our  height:  high  towers,  and  roofs  of  princes, 

>  Seething. 
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Like  wrinkles  in  the  earth  :  whole  provinces 
Appear  to  our  sight  then  even  tike 
A  russet-mole  upon  some  lady's  check. 
When  hundred  leagues  in  air,  we  feast  ami  sing. 
Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,  use  everythine: 
What  young  man  can  we  wish  to  pleasure  us. 
But  we  enjoy  Iiiui  in  au  Incubus? 
Thou  know'at  it,  Stadlin  ? 
Stad.  tTeually  that's  done. 
Bee.  Away,  in. 
Go  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  hour. 
Stad.  Where  lie  the  miu^cal  herbs  ? 
Hec.  They're  down  his  throat,* 
His  mouth  cramm'd  full ;  his  earH  and  nostrils  stuft. 
1  thrust  in  Kleasetinum,  lately 
Aconitum,  frondes  ix>puleas,  and  soot. 
You  may  see  thnt,  he  looks  so  black  i'  th*  mouth. 
Tlien  ^iium,  Acharuui,  Vulgaro  ton, 
Dentaphillon,  the  blood  of  n  flitter-mouse, 
Solanum  somniKcuat  et  oleum. 
Siad.  Then  thci-e's  all,  Hecate. 
Hec.  Is  the  heart  of  wax 
Stuck  full  of  ma^c  needles  ? 
Stad.  'T'is  done,  Hecate. 

Hec.  And  is  the  farmer's  picture,  and  his  wife's, 
Laid  doum  to  the  lire  yet  ? 

Stad.  They  are  a  roa.sting  both  too. 
Hec.  Giood; 
Then  their  maiTow-t  are  a  melting  subtillv, 
^Vnd  three  montlis'  hickness  sucks  up  life  In  *em. 
They  denied  me  often  tlour,  harm, land  milk. 
Goose-grease  and  tar,  when  I  ne'er  hiut  their  churnings, 
Their  brew-locks  nor  their  batches,  nor  forespokc 
Any  of  their  breedings.     Now  I'll  lie  meet  with  'cm. 
Seven  of  their  young  pigs  I  have  hewitch'd  already 
Of  the  last  litter,  nine  diicklin(j:s,  thirteen  goslings,  and  a  hog 
Fell  lume  last  Sunday,  after  even-song  too. 
And  mark  how  their  sheep  prosper;  or  what  soup 
Each  milch-kine  gives  to  the  pail :  I'll  send  these  snakes 
Shall  milk  'em  all  beforehand:  the  dew\j-sktrted  dairy  wenches 
Shall  Btroke  dry  dugs  for  this,  and  go  home  curbing : 
m  mar  their  sillabubs,  and  swarthy  fea-ftings 
Under  cows'  bellies,  with  the  parish  youths, 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.»] 

'  The  dead  child's.  *[VoI.  v.] 
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Sebastian  coneulU  the  Witch  for  a  Charm,  to  be  revenged  on  hi 
suecessftd  Rival. 

Hec.  UrchuiH,  elves,  hags,  Hatirea,  pans,  fawns  silence. 
Kit  with  the  candteittick  ;  tritxins,  ceittaurx,  dwarfs,  imps. 
The  spoon,  the  mare,  the  man  i*  th'  oak,  the  hcllwain,  the 
hrc-drnke,  the  pLickle.     A.  ab  hur.  iiiLi. 

Sf:b.  Heaven  knows  with  what  unwillingneHs  and  hate 
I  enter  this  damii'd  place  :  but  such  extremes 
Of  wrongs  in  love  tight  'gaiast  religion's  knowledge, 
Tliat  were  I  led  hy  thin  disease  to  deatha 
As  numljerleiifi  as  creatures  that  must  die, 
I  could  not  shun  the  way.^1  know  what  'tis 
To  pity  niatl  men  now]:  they're  wretched  things 
That  ever  were  created,  if  Uiey  he 
Of  woman's  making  and  her  faithless  vows. 
I  fear  thc\''re  now  a  kissing  :  what's  a  clock  ? 
"Vis  now  hut  .sup[)er  time  :  l)ut  night  will  cume. 
And  all  new-married  cou]>les  make  short  xupjient. 
Whate'er  thou  ai-t,  I  have  no  spare  time  to  fear  thee ; 
My  horrors  arc  so  strong  and  great  already 
That  thou  seeu^st  nothing  :     Up  and  laze  not : 
Hadst  thou  my  busin&ts,  thou  couldst  ne'er  sit  so  ; 
Twotdd  firk  thee  into  air  a  thonitand  mile, 
Beyond  thy  ointments :  I  would  I  were  read 
So  much  in  thy  Lliu^k  pow'r,  us  mine  own  griefs. 
I'm  in  great  need  of  help :  wilt  give  me  any  ? 

Hec.  Thy  Iwldness  taltes  me  bravely ;  we  are  all  sworn 
To  sweat  for  such  a  spirit :  see  ;  I  regard  thee, 
I  rise,  and  hid  thee  welcome.     \\Tiat's  thy  wisii  now  ? 

Seb.  O,  mv  heart  swells  with't.     I  must  take  breath  fltst. 

Bee.  Is't  to  confound  some  enenty  on  the  seas  ? 
It  may  be  done  to-night.     Stadlin's  within  ; 
She  raises  all  your  sudden  ruinous  storms 
That  shipwreck  barks  ;  and  tears  up  growing  oaks  ; 
Flien  over  houses,  and  takes  Anno  Domini 
Out  of  a  rich  man's  chimney  (a  sweet  place  for't. 
He  would  l>e  hang'd  ere  he  would  set  hi»  onu  years  there ; 
They  must  be  chamber'd  in  a  five  |iound  picture, 
A  green  silk  cmtain  drawn  before  the  eyes  on't. 
His  rotten  diaeawd  yeare !)     Or  dost  thou  envy 
The  fttt  prosperity  of  any  neighbour  'f 
I'll  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  straight  desU-oy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle  : 
Blast  vineyards,  orchards,  meeidows ;  or  in  oae  uight 
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Transport  his  dung,  hay,  com,  by  reeks,  whole  stacks, 
Into  thine  owu  ground. 

Seb.  Thu  would  come  most  richly  now 
To  many  a  country  grazier  :  But  mv  envy 
Lies  not  so  low  as  cattle,  com,  or  wines : 
Twiil  trouble  yoiu-  best  powers  to  give  lue  ease. 

Hec.   Is  it  to  starve  up  generation  P 
To  strike  a  barrenness  in  man  or  woman  ? 

Seb.  Hahl 

Hec.  Hah !  Did  you  feel  there  ?    I  knew  your  grief. 

Seb.  Can  there  be  such  things  done  ? 

Hec.  Are  these  the  skins 
Of  scrpcnbt  ?  these  of  snakes  ? 

Seb.   I  see  they  ai-e. 

Hec.  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  conveyed 
Knit  with  these  chamts,  and  retentive  knots. 
Neither  the  man  bcgeU,  nur  wuuian  breeds, 
No,  nor  [lerfomis  the  least  desire  of  wedlock, 
Itein^  then  a  mutual  duty  ;  I  could  give  thee 
Chirocoiiito,  Adincantida, 
Archiuiadon,  MarmarJtin,  Calicia, 
Which  I  could  sort  to  villanuus  barren  ends ; 
But  this  leads  the  same  way :  More  1  could  instance : 
As  the  same  needles  thrust  into  their  pillou-s 
That  sow  and  sock  up  dead  men  in  their  sheets: 
A  privy  grissel  of  a  man  that  hangs 
After  sunset.     Good,  excellent :  yet  alPa  there.  Sir. 

Seb,  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special  kindness 
To  part  them  utterly,  now  ?    Could  yovi  do  that  ? 

Hec.  No:  time  must  du't:  we  cannot  disjoin  wedlock; 
Tis  of  he«ven'«  fastening :   woll  mnv  we  raise  jars, 
Jealoasies,  strifes,  and  heart-burning  disagreements. 
Like  a  thick  scurf  o'er  life,  as  did  our  master 
1;pon  that  patient^  miracle;  hut  the  work  itself 
Our  power  CAnnot  disjoin. 

(St'O.  I  depart  happy 
In  what  I  liave  then,  being  constr&in'd  to  this : 
And  grant,  you  greater  poweni  that  disjwse  men. 
That  I  may  never  need  this  hag  again.  [Exit. 

Hec.  I  know  he  loves  me  not,  nor  there's  no  hope  ou't ; 
Tia  for  the  love  of  mischief  t  do  this : 
And  that  we  are  swom  to  the  tirst  oath  we  take. 

[Act  i..  Sc.  a] 
'Job. 
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Hktate,  Stadun,  Hoppo,  vrUh  the  other  Witokesy  preparinff 
for  their  miditright  Journey  through  the  Air.  Firestone, 
Hkcate's  son. 

Hec.  Tlic  moon'd  a  gallant :  see  bow  brisL  ithe  rides. 

8tad.  Here's  a  rich  evening,  Hecate. 

Htc.  \y,  is't  uot,  wenches, 
To  take  a  journev  of  five  thousand  mile .'' 

Hop.  Ours  will  be  more  to-night. 

Hee.  Oh  'twill  be  precious. 
Heard  vou  the  owl  yet? 

Staft.  Briefly  in  the  copne, 
As  we  came  through  now. 

Uee.  Tis  high  time  for  us  then. 

Stall,  There  wa.s  a  bat  hung  at  my  lips  three  times 
As  we  came  through  the  wootC,  and  drank  her  till. 
Old  ruckle  saw  her. 

Hec.  You  are  fortunate  xttll : 
The  very  screech-owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder. 
And  woos  you  like  a  pigeon.     Are  you  furnish'd  ? 
Have  vou  vour  ointmeuta  ? 

Sta'd.  All. 

Hec.   Prepare  to  flight  then  : 
I'll  overtake  you  swiftly. 

Statl,  Hie  thee,  Hecate : 
We  shall  be  up  betimes. 

He6.  I'll  reach  you  quickly. 

[The  oUier  Witches  mount 

Fire.  TTiey  are  all  going  a-birding  to-night.  Thev  talk  of  fowls 
in  the  air,  that  ny  by  day :  I  am  sure,  they'll  W  a  company 
of  foul  sluts  there  tu-nighL  If  we  have  uot  mortality  ofTer'd,^ 
I'll  lie  hanged  ;  for  they  are  able  to  putrefy  it,  to  infect  a  whole 
region.     She  spies  me  now. 

Hec.  Whei,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 

Fire.  A  little  sweeter  than  some  of  you  ;  or  a  dunghill  were  too 
good  for  nie. 

Hec.   How  much  hast  here  ? 

Fire.  Nineteen,  and  all  brave  plump  ones;  licsides  six  lixards, 
and  three  serpentine  e^^. 

Hec.  Dear  and  sweet  boy  :  what  hcrlis  ha*t  thou  ? 

Fire.  1  have  some  Marnmrtin  and  Mauditigoii. 

Hec.  Marmaritin  and  Mandragora  tliou  wouldst  say. 

Fire.  Here's  Pannax  too .-  I  tbank  thee,  my  pan  akes  I  am  sure 
WiUi  kneeling  down  to  cut  'em. 

*  Probably  the  true  reading  is  after't. 
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Hee.  And  Selago, 
Hedge  h^p  too :  how  near  he  ffoes  my  cuttings ! 
Were  they  all  cropt  by  moon-light  ? 

Fire.  Every  blade  of  'em,  or  I  am  a  moon-calf,  mother. 
Hee.  Hie  thee  home  with  'em. 
Look  well  to  the  house  to-night :  I  am  for  aloft 

Fire.  Aloft,  quoth  you  ?  I  would  you  would  break  your  neck 
once,  that  I  mi^ht  have  all  quickly.     Hark,  hark,  mother ; 
they  are  above  me  Steeple  already,  flying  over  your  head,  with 
a  noiae  of  musicians. 
Hee.  They  are  indeed.    Help  me,  help  me ;  I'm  too  late  else. 

Song  in  the  Air. 

Come  awf^,  come  away  ; 
Hecate,  Hecate,  come  away. 

Hee.  I  come,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come, 
With  all  the  speed  I  may. 
With  all  the  speed  I  may. 
Where's  Stadlm  ? 

[Above.]  Here. 

Hee.  Where's  Puckle  ? 

[^6ov«.] Here : 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwain  too : 
We  lack  but  you  ;  we  lack  but  you  : 
Come  away,  make  up  the  count. 

Hee.  I  will  but  ^noint,  and  then  I  mount. 

[A  Spirit  like  a  Gat  descends. 

[Above.}— — There's  one  come  down  to  fetch  his  dues  ; 
A  Kiss,  a  coll,  a  sip  of  blood : 
And  why  thou  sta/st  so  long,  I  muse,  I  muse. 
Since  the  air's  so  sweet  and  good. 

Hee.  O,  art  thou  come .'' 
What  news,  what  news  ? 

Spirit.  All  goes  still  to  our  delight : 
Either  come,  or  else 
Refuse,  refuse. 

Hee.  Now  I  am  fumishM  for  the  flight. 

Fire.  Hark,  hark,  the  Cat  sings  a  brave   treble  in  her  own 
language. 

Hee.  [GoiTig  tip.]     Now  I  go,  now  1  fly, 
Malkin  my  sweet  Spirit  and  I. 
Oh  what  a  dainty  pleasure  "'tis 
To  ride  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  shines  fair. 
And  sing,  and  dance,  and  toy,  and  kiss ! 
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Over  woods,  high  rocks^  and  raountaina, 

Over  seas  (our  mistress*  fountains). 

Over  steep  toweitt  and  turrets, 

We  fly  by  night  'mon^t  troops  of  Spirits. 

No  rtn^  of  bells  to  our  can  sounds, 

No  howls  of  wolves,  no  yelps  of  hounds  ; 

No,  not  the  noise  of  waler'.s  bn^nch, 

Or  cannon's  throat,  our  height  can  reach. 

[^feovc.J No  ring  of  Ixills,  etc. 

Fire.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  your  kindness ;  ynu  must  He 
Gamboling  in  the  air,  and  leave  me  to  walk  here  like  a  fool  and  a 
mortal.        ••»••••• 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  3.'] 

A  Duche6S  oonaulie  the  Witch,  about  inJUctiri^  a  audden  J)eath. 
DroBESs.     Uecjitb.    Firestonk. 

Hec.  Wliat  death  is't  you  desire  for  Almachildes  7 

Duck.  A  sudden  and  a  subtle. 

tiec.  Then  I've  Ktted  you. 
Here  Me  the  gifl.s  of  Iwth  ;  sudden  and  subtle : 
His  picture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  molten 
By  a  blue  fire,  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyes. 
Will  waste  him  by  degrees. 

Ihich.  In  what  time  prithee  ? 

Hec.  l*erl»a(M  in  u.  moon's  pi-ogreas. 

Duch,  What,  a  month  ? 
Out  upon  pictures,  if  they  be  so  tedious  I 
Give  me  things  witli  some  life. 

Hec.  Then  seek  no  farther. 

Duck.  This  must  be  done  with  speed,  despatched  this  night, 
If  it  be  possible. 

Hec.  I  have  it  for  you  : 
Here's  that  will  do't :  stay  but  perfection's  time, 
And  that's  not  five  liour*  hence. 

Duck.  Canst  thou  do  this  ? 

Hec.  Can  1  ? 

Duck.  I  mean,  so  closely  ? 

Hec.  So  closely  do  you  mean  too  V^ 

Duck.  So  artfully,  so  cunningly  ? 

Hec,  Worse  and  wurae.     Doubts  and  incredulities. 
They  make  me  mad.     Let  scrupulous  creatures  know: 
Cum  volui,  ripis  ipsls  mlrantibus,  amnes 
Id  fontes  rediere  suov  ;  concussa(|ue  sisto, 

1  [The  eatire  Sc«ne.] 
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Stantia  concutio  cantu  freta ;  nubila  pellu, 
Nuhilaque  induio  :  ventos  abigoque,  vocix]ue. 
Viporeas  nimpo  verbis  et  camiine  fauces  ; 
Et  sjlvas  inoveo,  jiibeoque  IrtuiiMVie  uioutes, 
Et  mugire  suluui,  uiaiiesijue  exire  itepulcris. 
Te  quwiue,  Luna,  traho. 
Can  you  dount  roe  then,  daughter  ; 
Than  can  make  mountaius  tremble,  miles  of  nuods  walk  : 
Whole  earth's  fniindntinn  bellow,  and  the  spirits 
Of  the  entomb'd  to  burst  out  froui  their  iimrbles  ; 
Nay,  tlraw  you  Moon  to  my  involv'd  dewigii-s  ? 

Fire.  I  tnow  as  well  as  can  he  when  niv  mother's  mad,  and  our 
Great  cat  angry  ;  for  one  spits  French  tlien,  and  the  other  apita 
Latin. 
Du^k.  I  did  not  Houht  you,  mother. 
Hec.  No  !  what,  did  you  ? 
My  power's  so  firm,  it  is  not  to  be  question'd. 

Duch.  forgive  what's  past ;  and  now  I  know  th*  ofTcnsivenen 
That  vexes  art,  I'll  shun  the  occasion  ever. 

Hec.  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  awters,  daughter. 
It  shall  be  conwy'd  in  at  howlet-time. 
Take  you  no  care.     .My  spirits  know  tiieir  uioments  : 
Kaven  iir  st-reech-owl  never  fly  by  the  door 
But  they  call  in  (I  thank  *em)  and  t-hey  loete  not  hy't. 
I  give  'em  barley  tioakM  in  infant's  blood : 
They  shall  have  semina  cum  sanguine, 
Their  gorge  cmnun'd  full,  if  they  come  once  to  our  house : 

We  are  no  niggard. 

Fire.  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come  hither :  thev  ate 
up  09  much  the  other  night  as  would  have  made  mc  a  goocf  con- 
scionable  pudding. 
Hee.  Give  me  some  lizard's  brain,  quickly,  Firestone. 
Where's  grannani  Stadlin,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  sisters  ? 
Fire.  All  at  hand,  forsooth. 

(The  other  Witches  appear.) 
Hee.  Give  nie  Mamiaritin  ;  «ome  Bear-breech  :  when .'' 
Fire.  Here's  Uear-breech  and  lizard 's-brain^  forsooth. 
Hec.  Into  the  vessel ; 
And  fetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair*d  girl 
I  kiird  last  midnight. 
Fire.  Whereabout,  sweet  mother  ? 
Hec.  Hip  ;  hip,  or  flank.     Whereas  the  Acopus  ? 
Fire.  Vou  shall  have  Acopus,  foi-smith. 
Hec.  Stir,  stir,  about ;  whilst  1  begin  the  charm. 
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A  Charm  Song  ahoui  a  Vessel. 

Hec.  Black  spirits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  grey ; 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 
Titty,  Tifllii,  keep  it  stiff"  iu  ; 
Fire-drake,  Puckey,  make  it  lucky  ; 
Liard,  Robin,  vou  miut  boh  in. 
Round,  aroun J,  around,  about,  about ; 
All  111  cumc  running  in,  all  Good  keep  out. 

Firet  WitrJi.  Here's  the  blood  of  a  bat. 

Hec.  Put  in  that.  Oh  put  in  that. 

^Vc.  Witck.  Here's  libbard's-bane. 

Hee.  Put  in  again. 

Fvrst  Witch,  The  juice  of  toad  ;  the  oil  of  adder. 

See.  Witch.  ITiose  will  make  the  younker  nwdder. 

Hee.  Put  in,  there's  all,  and  rid  the  -rtench. 

fire.  Nay,  here'-i  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair'd  wench- 

AU.  Round,  around,  around,  &c. 

Hee.  So,  »o,  enough :  into  the  vesae\  witJi  it. 
There  ;  't  hath  the  true  perfection  :  I  ani  so  Ught ' 
At  any  mischief,  there's  no  \Hllany 
But  is  a  tune  methiuks. 

Firt.  A  tune !  'tis  to  the  tune  of  damnation  then,  I  wari 
you. 
And  that  song  hath  a  rillanoua  burthen. 

Htc.  Come,  my  sweet  sisters,  let  the  air  strike  our  ttme  ; 
Whilst  we  yhow  reverence  to  yon  peeping  moon. 

[The  Witches  dance,  et  Exeu-nt. 
[Act  v.,  Sc.  2.'] 

Ttaougb  woie  lesemblknce  may  be  tiaoed  between  the  Cturms  m  Macbeth 
tbe  Incanutions  in  this  Play.  \k'hich  is  supposed  to  have  ptecedcd  it,  this  coinci- 
dence Kill  not  detract  much  from  the  originality  of  Shakspcare.  His  Witches  arc 
distinguished  from  the  Witches  of  MJddleion  by  essentia]  ditferences.  These  axe 
Cxeaimc*  to  whom  man  ot  woman  ploicmg  some  dire  mischief  might  resoit  for 
occasional  consultation.  Those  originitc  deeds  of  blood,  and  begin  bad  impulses 
lo  men.  From  tbe  moment  that  their  c>cs  firiit  meet  u-iUi  Macbeth \,  be  \s  spell- 
bound. That  meeting  sways  his  dcstim'.  He  can  never  btcak  the  fascinaiion. 
These  Witches  can  hun  the  body :  those  have  powet  over  the  soul. — Hecaie  in 
Middletnn  has  a  Son.  a  low  buffoon  :  the  hags  of  Sbakspcarc  have  neither  child  of 
their  own,  nor  seem  to  be  descended  from  any  parent.  They  are  foul  Anomaliei, 
of  whom  we  know  not  whence  they  are  sprung,  nor  whcibcr  tney  have  beginning  or 
ending.  As  they  are  without  human  pasnona,  so  they  seem  to  be  without  human 
relations.  They  come  with  thunder  and  lightning,  arid  %-anikh  to  airy  music.  This 
it  all  we  knour  of  them. — Except  Hecate,  they  have  no  names;  which  heightens 
their  m>'Mcnou&ne«&.     Their  naxnevand  some  of  the  properties,  which  Middleton 

>  Light-hearted. 

*{Tlu  entire  Scene.     For  other  extracts  from  MIddletoo  alone  sec  pages  413, , 
UTi  S^S*  S^  *'*^  ^'^-  ^  partncr&hip  s«e  note  on  page  114.] 
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has  given  to  his  Hags,  excite  smilest  The  Weird  Sistet  s  are  venous  things.  Their 
presence  cannot  coexist  with  mirth.  But  in  a  lesser  deface,  the  Witches  of  Mid- 
dlcUin  arc  line  creations.  Their  power  loo  is.  in  some  tncawrc,  over  the  mind. 
They  raise  Jari,  jealousies,  Krdes,  lilkf  a  tMtck  tcurf  o'tr  lift. 


THE  WITCH  OF  EDMONTON.  A  THAGI-COMEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1638:  FIRST  PERFORMED  PROBAHLY 
ABOUT  1622].  BY  WILLIAM  ROWLEY,  THOMAS 
DECKER,  JOHN  FORD,  &c. 

MoniEft  Sawyer  {before  she  (urtM  Witek)  alo7^e. 

Saw,  And  why  on  me  ?  why  tibould  the  envious  world 
Throw  alJ  their  scandalous  malice  upon  me  ? 
'Cause  I  am  ]Joor,  deform'd,  and  ignorant. 
And  like  a  bow  buckled  and  bent  tt^ether 
Bv  M>me  more  strong  in  mischietn  than  mvsetf ; 
Muiit  I  for  that  be  made  a  common  sink 
For  all  the  filtli  and  rubbish  of  menV  tongues 
To  fall  and  run  into?     Some  call  me  Witch 
And  liciiig  ignorant,  of  myself,  thev  go 
About  to  teath  me  how  to  !»  one :  urging 
That  ray  l)ad  tongue  (by  their  bad  usage  made  so) 
Fore!t|>eakM  their  cattle,  dotb  bewitch  their  com, 
I'hemselves,  their  servants,  and  their  babes  at  nurse : 
This  they  enforce  upon  me ;  and  in  port 
Make  me  to  credit  iL' 

Banks,  a  Fwrmer,  enters. 

Banks.  Out,  out  upon  Lhee,  Witch. 

Saw.  Dot4f  call  me  Witch? 

BaTike.  Ido,  Witch,  I  do: 
And  worse  1  would,  knew  I  a  name  more  hateful. 
What  makest  thou  u[x)n  my  ground? 

Saw.  Gather  a  few  rotten  Rticks  to  warm  me. 

Banks.  Down  with  them  when  I  bid  thee,  quickly ; 
ril  make  thy  bones  rattle  in  Lhy  skin  else. 

Saw.  You  won't  ?  churl,  cut-throaty  miser :  there  they  be. 
Would   they  stuck  crots  thy  throat,  thy  bowels  thy  maw,  thy 
midrifli 

Say^st  thou  me  so?  Hag,  out  of  my  ground. 

i»  Soliloquy  anticipates  all  that  Addison  has  said  in  the  conclusion  of  the 
ii7tb  SpccUtor. 

VOL.  IV.— 10 
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Saw.  Dost  strike  me,  stave,  curmudgeun  ?    Now  Uij  bones  acfaes, 
thy  joints  cram|K, 
And  convulsions  stretch  and  crack  thy  sinews. 

Banks.  Cursing,  thou  hag  f  take  that,  and  that. 

[ExU. 

Saw.  Strike,  do :  and  wither'd  may  thai  hand  and  arm 
Whose  blows  have  lam'd  me,  drop  from  the  rotten  trunk. 
Abuse  me !  beat  me !  call  me  hug  and  «ntcb  ! 
What  is  the  name,  where,  and  by  what  art  leam'd  ? 
What  spells,  or  charm%  or  invocations. 
May  the  thiiig  cail'd  Familiar  be  purchased?' 

1  am  ahunn'd 

And  hated  like  a  sickness :  made  a  scorn 

To  all  degrees  and  sexes.     I  have  heard  old  beldams 

Talk  of  Familiars  ju  tlic  ithape  of  mice,. 

Ratj),  ferrets  weasels,  and  I  wot  not  what, 

That  have  appeared  ;  and  suck'd,  some  tav,  their  blood. 

But  by  what  means  they  can»e  accfu&inted  witli  them, 

riii  now  i^orant.      Would  some  power  good  or  bad. 

Instruct  me  which  way  I  might  be  rcveng'd 

Upon  this  churl,  Vd  go  out  of  myself. 

And  give  Ibis  fury  leave  to  dwell  within 

This  ruin'd  cottage,  ready  to  fiill  with  age : 

Abjure  all  gotidness,  be  at  hate  with  prayer. 

And  study  curses,  imprecations. 

Blasphemous  speeches,  oaths,  detested  oathsy 

Or  any  thing  that's  ill ;  ho  I  might  work 

Revenge  upon  this  miser,  this  black  cur, 

That  barks,  and  bites,  and  sucks  the  very  blood 

Of  me,  and  of  my  credit.     Tw  all  one 

To  be  a  witch  as  to  be  counted  one. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  l.»] 

She  geU  a  Familiar  wkieh  serves  her  in  the  lil^ne«s  of  a  Black 

Dog. 
MoTHKK  Sawveh.       fowiiiior. 

Saw.  1  am  dried  up 
With  cursing  and  with  madness ;  and  \wk\H  yet 
No  blood  to  moisten  these  street  Miw  of  tliine. 
Stand  on  thy  hind-legs  up.     Kiss  me,  my  Tommy ; 
And  rub  away  some  wrinkles  ou  my  brow. 
By  making  my  old  ribs  to  -fhrug  for  joy 
Of  thy  fine  tricks.    What  hast  thou  done  ?  I^t*8  tickle. 
Haat  thou  struck  the  horse  lame  •£>  1  bid  thee  ? 

'[Two  and  a  qusftei  pige&  omitted.]  ^{iitrmaid  Snin.    Dooket,  ad.  Rfayi.] 
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Famil.  Yes,  and  nipt  the  sucking  child. 

Saw.  Ho,  ho,  my  dainty, 
My  little  pearl.     Nu  lady  loves  ber  hound. 
Monkey,  or  parakeet,  aa  I  do  thee. 

Famil.  The  maid  hait  been  churning  butter  nine  houn,  but  ft 
sball  not  come. 

Saw.  Let'm  eat  cheese  and  chuak. 

Fam^.  I  had  rare  ^jxirt 
Among  the  clowm  in  the  morrice. 

Sa.w.  I  u)uld  dance 
Out  of  my  skin  to  hear  thee.     But,  my  curl-pate. 

That  jade,  that  foiU-tongued Nan  HatcIitT, 

Who,  for  a  little  soap  liuk'd  by  my  sow, 

Struck,  and  had  almost  lamed  it :  did  not  I  charge  thee 

To  pinch  that  quean  to  the  heart  ?       •       •       •       • 

[Activ..  Sc.  l.J 

Her  Familiar  absents  himaelf:  ahe  invokes  him. 

8»w.  Not  see  me  in  three  days  ? 

I'm  lost  without  my  Tomalin  ;  prithee  come  ; 

Revenge  to  me  is  sweeter  far  than  life : 

Thou  art  my  raven,  on  whose  coal-black  wings 

Revenge  comoi  Bying  to  lue  :  Oli,  my  best  love, 

I  am  on  fire  (even  in  the  midst  of  ice) 

Raking  mv  blood  up,  till  my  shrunk  knees  feel 

Thy  curl'd  head  leaning  on  them.     (!ome  then,  my  darling. 

[f  in  the  air  thou  hover'.st,  fall  u{>on  me 

In  some  dark  cloud  ;  and,  oa  1  oft  have  seen 

Dragons  and  serpents  in  the  element^ 

Apjiear  thou  now  so  to  me.     Art  thou  i'  the  sea? 

Muster  ap  all  the  monsters  from  the  deep* 

\i\d  be  Inc  ugliest  of  them  :     !*o  that  my  bulch 

Shew  but  his  swwtii  cheek  to  me,  let  eartli  cleave, 

And  break  from  hell,  I  care  not:  could  I  run 

Like  a  swift  powder-mine  t>eneath  the  world, 

Up  would  I  blow  H,  all  to  find  out  thee. 

Though  I  lay  ruin'd  in  it. — Not  yet  come  ? 

I  mu:»t  then  fall  to  my  old  prayer :  aarutibiceter  nomen  £uu/n.' 

He  comes  in  White. 

Saw.  Why  dost  thou  thus  appear  to  me  in  white, 
A»  if  thou  wert  the  ghost  of  my  dear  love  ? 

Fam.il.  I  am  dogged,  list  not  to  tell  thee,  yet  to  torment  thee, 
My  whitcne«>  puta  thee  in  mmd  of  thy  winding-sheet. 

'[Nine  lines  omitted.] 
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Saw.  Am  I  near  deatli  ? 

FamU.  Be  blnstcd  with  the  news. 

Whiteness  is  day's  footbo^,  a  fore-niuner  to  light,  which  shows 

thy  nid  rivcVd  face:  vUlanies  arc  Ktript  naked,  the  wilch  miut 

be  beaten  out  of  her  cockpit. 

•iSa-UJ.  Why  to  mine  eyes  art  thou  a  Hag  of  truce  ? 

I  am  at  peace  with  none  ;  'tis  the  black  colour. 

Or  none,  which  I  fight  under :  I  do  not  like 

Thy  puritan-paleness. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.] 

Mother  Sawycf  difTecs  rrom  the  hags  of  Middleton  or  Shakspeare.  She  is  the 
plain  traditional  old  womin  Wiich  of  our  ancestors ;  poor,  deformed,  and  igaoi- 
ant ,  ihc  tet rai  of  villager,  hcf  mtIT  ^imcnabli:  lo  a  }\tnitx.  That  flhould  be  a  hardy 
■hcrilT,  with  the  power  of  the  county  at  his  heels,  that  would  lay  hands  on  the  Weird 
SUlcra.  They  arc  of  another  jurisdiction.  But  upon  the  common  and  received 
opinion  the  author  (or  auihocs)  have  engrafted  strong  fancy.  There  is  something 
(ngbtfully  earnest  in  her  invocations  to  ilie  Familiar. 


THE  ATHEISTS  TRAOJiUY  ;  Oil,  THE  HONEST  MAN'S 
REVENGE  [PUBLISHED  IfillJ.  BY  CYRIL  TOUR- 
NEUH  [1575.^-16ie6] 

D'AmvilU  {the  Atheist),  vnth  the  aid  ofkis  wicked  instrument, 
Borachio,  murders  his  Brotiur,  Montferrtrs,  for  hie  Estate^ 
After  tfu  deed  is  dane^  Bortichio  and  he  tatk  together  of  ike 
cvrcwnMtaness  which  attend  the  murrder. 

D'Avi.  Here'tf  a  fiweet  comedy,  b^ins  with  0  dolentiSf  and 
concludes  with  ha,  ha,  he. 

Bor.  Ha,  ha,  he. 

jyAm.  O  my  echo !  I  could  stand  reverberating  this  sweet 
musical  air  of  joy,  till  I  had  perished  my  -'Hiund  UingH  with 
violent  laughter.  Lovely  night-raven,  thou  hast  seized  a  car- 
case ? 

Bor.  Put  him  out  on's  pain.  I  lay  so  fitly  underneath  the  bonk 
from  whence  he  fell,  that  ere  his  faulterin^  ton^e  could  utter 
double  O,  I  knocked  out  hi:^  brains  with  this  uiir  ruby ;  and 
had  another  stone  just  of  this  form  and  bigness  ready,  that  I 
laid  in  the  broken  scull  upon  the  ground  for  his  pillow, 
against  the  which  they  thought  he  fell  and  perished. 

D'Am.  Upon  this  ground  I'll  build  my  manor  house, 
And  this  shall  lie  chiefest  corner  stone.  

Bor.  ITiis  crownM  the  most  judicious  mui-der^  that 
The  brain  of  man  was  e'er  delivered  of. 

D'Am.  Aye,  mark  the  plot.     Not  any  circum-stance 
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That  stood  within  the  reach  of  the  design, 

or  persons,  disposition,  matter,  time. 

Or  place,  hut  hv  thiH  brain  uf  mine  wiut  made 

An  instrumental  help ;  yet  nothing  from 

The  induction  to  the  jiccomplishment  seem'd  forced. 

Or  done  o'  pumose,  but  by  accident 

[Hfrr  tkffy  reckon  up  the  aeivral  eircumstancee.^ 
Bor.  Then  darkness  did 
Protect  the  execution  of  the  work 
Both  from  pre\*ention  and  discovery. 

D'Am.  Here  was  a  murder  bravely  carried  through 
The  eve  of  oljseiration.  unobscired. 

Bor.  And  those  that  t«w  the  paAtage  of  it,  made 
The  instruments  ;  yet  knew  not  what  they  did. 

D'Am.  That  power  of  rule,  philosopher  ascribe 
To  him  they  call  the  Supreme  of  the  Stani, 
Makint;  their  influences  govemorH 
Of  sublunary  creatures,  when  tbeirselves 
Are  senseless  of  their  opcrationH. 

[Tkitnder  and  lAghtning. 
What !  dost  start  at  thunder  ?  Credit  my  belief,  'tia  a  mere  effect 
of  nature,  an  exhalation  hot  and  dry,  involved  within  a  watry 
vapour  in  the  middle  region  uf  the  air,  whose  coldncsa  cod- 
gealiDg  that  thick  moisture  tu  a  cloud,  the  angry  exhalation 
shut  within  a  prison  of  contrary  <|uaUty,  strives  lo  be  free ; 
and  with  the  %-iolent  eruption  through  the  grossness  of  that 
cloud,  makes  this  noise  we  hear. 
Bor.  Tis  a  fearful  nuise. 

D'Am.  Tis  a  brave  noise  ;  and,  methinks,  graces  our  accom- 
plished project,  as  a  peal  of  ordnnnce  does  a  triumph.  It 
speaks  encouragement.  Now  nature  shows  thee  now  it 
favoured  our  {Krfiirmance :  to  forbear  this  noise  when  we  set 
forth,  becauiw  it  should  not  terrify  my  brother's  going  home, 
which  would  have  dashed  our  purpose :  to  forbear  this  light- 
niug  in  our  passage,  lest  it  should  ha'  warned  him  of  the 
pitiall.  Then  propitious  nature  winked  at  our  proceedings ; 
now,  it  doth  express  how  that  forbearance  favour'd  our 
success.    •    •    •    • 

[Act  ii^  Sc  4.'] 
Drowned  Soldier. 
-walking'  upon  the  fatal  sitore. 


Among  the  slaughter'd  bi»dies  of  their  men, 
Wliich  the  full-stomach'd  sea  had  cast  upon 


*  [Twenty-one  lines  omitted.]  '(Ed.  Cbutton  Collink,  1878] 

•("Next  day  "omitted.] 
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The  sands,  it  was  my  unhappy  chance  to  light 
Upon  a  face,  whose  favour  when  it  lived 
My  astouiah'd  mind  inform'd  me  I  had  seen. 
He  lay  in  his  armour,  as  tf  that  had  been 
Ilis  coffin  ;  and  the  weeping  sea  (like  one 
Whose  milder  teui|>er  duth  lament  the  death 
Of  him  whom  in  hia  rage  he  alew)  ruoH  up 
The  «hore»  embraces  him,  kisses  his  cheek  ; 
Goes  back  again,  and  forces  up  the  sands 
To  Imry  him  ;  and  every  time  it  parts, 
Sheds  tears  upon  him  ;  till  at  last  (as  if 
It  could  no  lunger  endure  to  see  the  man 
Whom  it  had  slain,  yet  loth  to  leave  him)  with 
A  kind  of  unrcsolv'd  unwilling  pare, 
Winding  her  waves  one  in  another  (like 
A  man  that  fi>lds  hi.s  arms,  or  wTJugs  his  hands. 
For  grief)  ebb'd  from  the  l)ody,  nnd  descends ; 
As  if  it  would  sink  down  into  the  earth. 
And  hide  itself  for  shame  of  such  a'deed.^ 

[Act  ii^  Sc.  1.] 
Match  Refused. 

I  entertain  the  offer  of  this  match. 

With  purpose  to  confirm  it  presently. 

1  have  already  niov'd  it  to  my  daughter  ; 

Her  soft  excuses  savour'd  at  the  first 

Mcthought  but  of  a  uiodest  innocence 

Of  blooa,  whtise  unniov'd  stream  was  never  drawn 

Intx)  the  current  of  affection.     But  when  I 

Heplied  with  more  familiar  argtimentji, 

Tliinking  to  make  her  apprehension  Iwld,; 

Her  modest  blush  fell  to  a  pale  dislike, 

And  she  refused  it  with  such  confidence, 

Ai>  if  she  had  been  prompted  by  a  love 

Inclining  firmly  to  some  other  man  ; 

And  in  that  obstinacy  she  remains. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  4.] 
Love  and  Courage. 

O,  do  not  wrong  him.     Tis  a  generous  mind 
That  led  his  disj>ositiou  to  the  war ; 

^Tliiii  way  or  description,  which  seems  unwilling  ever  to  leave  fyfT,  weavinff  paien- 
thcsii  within  pArenthesi*.  was  broDght  to  Us  height  by  Sit  Philip  Sidney.  He  seeirts 
lo  have  mi  the  example  to  Shakspeare.  Many  beautiful  tniieanccs  may  be  found  all 
over  the  Arcadia.  These  bountiful  Win  always  give  full  measure,  pressed  down  and 
running  ovei. 


THE  REVENGERS  TRAGEiDy 

For  jB^entle  lore  and  noble  oouratG^  are 

So  near  allied,  tliat  uue  begets  aiiotlier : 

C>r  love  is  sister,  and  courage  is  the  brother. 

Could  I  affect  him  better  taan  before. 

His  soldier's  heart  would  make  me  love  htm  mace. 


IW 


[Act  L,  Sc.  4.] 


THE    REVENGER'S   TttAGKDV    [VUBUSHED   IN    1607]. 
BV  CYHU.  TOURNFiUH 

Vindiei  addresses  the  Scull  of  his  dead  tady» 

Thou  sallow  picture  of  my  |K>iaoo'd  iove, 
My  !>tudy's  orimmeut,  thou  shell  of  death, 
Onoe  the  bright  face  of  my  Iwtrothed  lady, 
When  life  and  beauty  naturally  tiU'd  out 
These  ragged  imperfcciiona  ; 
When  two  heav'n -pointed  di»niondn  were  aet 

In  those  unsightly  rings then  'twas  a  fooe 

So  far  beyond  the  artificial  sbioe 

Of  any  woman's  bought  uaiu|)lektuu. 

That  the  uprightest  majQ  (if  nuch  there  be 

That  sin  but  seven  times  n  day)  broke  custom. 

And  mode  up  eight  with  looking  after  her. 

O,  she  wiis  able  to  hu'  made  a  usurer's  son 

Melt  all  his  patrimonv  in  a  kias ; 

And  what  hia  father  hfty  years  told. 

To  have  consum'd,  and  yet  his  Ruit  been  cold. 


Again. 


[Acti.,Sc.  1.'] 


Here-s  an  eye 
Able  to  tempt  a  great  man — to  serve  God  ; 
A  prettv  hanging  Hi),  tliat  baa  forgot  now  to  dit^sennble. 
Methinfcs  this  mouth  shotild  make  a  swearer  tremble  ; 
A  drunkanl  cla^p  his  teeth,  and  not  undo  'em, 
To  suffer  wet  damnation  to  run  through  'em. 
Here's  a  cheek  keep  her  colour  let  the  wind  go  wfadatle : 
Spout  rain,  wc  fciu-  thee  not :  be  hot  or  cold. 
All's  one  with  us  :  and  is  nut  he  absurd, 
Who*4e  fortunes  are  upon  their  faces  set, 
That  fear  no  other  God  but  wind  and  wet  i*' 
Uocs  the  silk-worm  expend  her  vcHow  labours 
For  thee  ?  for  thee  does  she  undo  henielf  ? 


i[Ed.  Chunon  Collins,  2  vols,,  187S.I 


'[Six  lines  omitted.] 
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Arc  lordshipfl  sold  to  maintain  ladyships, 

For  UiD  poor  l>encHt  of  a  bewitching  minute  P 

Why  dop*  von  fellow  faUifv  highwaj-s, 

An(l  put  his  life  between  the  judge's  lips. 

To  Ti'tiuf  NtK-h  A  thing  I*  keep  his  horw  and  men, 

To  iH'iit  llu'ir  vdhtrs  fur  her  ? 

Surely  we're  nil  mad  |>eopIe,  and  they 

Whom  wo  think  are,  are  not.' 

DoTN  rvtrry  pruiid  and  self-afTecting  dame 

Cfiinphin'  her  face  for  this  ?  and  grieve  her  maker 

In  tiitfiil  \mi\i»  of  milk,  when  nituiv  an  infant  stanresy 

For  her  NtiixTfloouH  outside,  for  alt  this  ? 

W)ui  now  oiiU  twenty  pound  a  night  P  prepares 

Mii«ic  fMTfumeSf  and  sweetmeats?  all  are  hush'd. 

Thnii  niay'ttt  lie  cha^ttc  now !  it  were  fine,  methJnks, 

'r«i  have  thoe  seen  at  revek,  forgetful  feastw, 

And  unclean  hrothels:  sure  'twould  fright  the  sinner. 

And  nmke  him  a  good  coward  :  put  a  reveller 

(hil  nf  luH  antick  amhie, 

AnrI  cloy  an  epicure  with  empty  dishes. 

Hcrtr  might  a  scornful  and  ambitious  woman 

I/«ik  Ihrougl)  and  through  herself — See  ladies,  with  false  fomw' 

Vou  dwcive  men,  but  cannot  deceive  worms." 

[Act  iii^  Sc.  4.] 

Vindicif  having  disffuieed  himeelf,  makes  trial  of  his  Sister 
CMtita't  virtM ;  and  afterwa/rda  of  hie  Motker^a. 

ViNi>ia.        Castiza. 

Vin.  Ijidy,  the  best  of  wishes  to  your  sex. 
Fair  wkinn  and  new  gowns.  [Offers  her  a  Letter. 

CoMt.  (-)h  they  ithall  thank  you.  Sir. 
Whrnw  thi«  t" 

Vm    Oh,  from  a  dear  and  worthy  friend. 

CaM.  Fnim  whom  ? 

Fin,  'llie  duke's  soa 

Ctist.  Uecvive  that.  [A  Box  o'  the  Ear  to  her  Brother. 

I  iworc  1  would  put  anger  in  my  hand, 

'['I' wo  iinil  u  half  line*  omitted.] 

*The  bmIo  an  J  fcmkle  Skeleton  in  Gondibert  ia  the  finest  lecture  of  mortificalion 
which  bii  been  nnd  (rom  boim. 

Thi*  dUnial  gallery,  lofty,  long  and  wide, 

Wu  bung  with  Skeletons  of  every  kind ; 
Human,  knd  all  that  learned  human  ^ride 

Think*  made  to  obey  man'n  high  immortal  mind. 
Yet  on  that  wall  hangs  He,  too,  who  so  thought : 
And  She,  diied  by  Him,  whom  that  He  obey'd. 

[Davenukt's  Gondibirt.  1651,  Canto  v..  venes  3a,  33.] 
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And  pass  the  vir^n  limita  of  tnvself, 
To  him  that  next  appeared  in  tLat  ba«e  office^ 
To  be  his  sins  attorney.     Bear  to  him 
That  figure  of  mv  hate  U]ion  thy  I'heck, 
Whilst  His  yet  hot,  and  I'll  i-ewkrd  thee  for't; 
Tell  him  my  honor  shall  have  a  rich  name. 
When  several  harlots  sliall  share  his  with  ahanie. 
Farewell ;  commend  me  to  him  in  my  hate. 

Vxn.  It  is  the  sweetest  box 
That  e'er  my  nose  came  nigh  ; 
The  finest  draw-work  cnfF  that  e'er  was  warn  ; 
I'll  love  this  Iildw  for  ever,  and  this  cheek 
Shall  still  henceforward  take  the  wall  uf  this. 
Oh,  I'm  above  my  tongue  :  most  constant  sister. 
In  this  thou  ha<(t  right  honourable  shown ; 
Many  are  call'd  bv  their  honor,  that  have  none. 
Thou  art  approv'd  for  ever  in  my  liioughtii. 
It  is  not  in  tiie  power  of  words  to  taint  tliee. 
And  yet  for  the  salvation  of  my  oath. 
As  my  resolve  in  that  point,  I  will  lay 
Hard  siege  unto  my  mother,  tho'  1  know, 
A  siren's  tongue  could  not  l»ewitch  her  so. 
Mass,  fitly  here  she  comes !  thanks,  my  disgiit'^e — 

The  Mother  enters. 

Madam,  good  afternoon. 

Moth.  V'are  welcome,  sir. 

Fin.  The  next  of  Italy  commends  him  to  you. 
Our  mighty  expectation,  the  duke's  son. 

Moth.  I  think  myself  much  houour'd,  that  he  pleases 
To  rank  me  in  his  thoughta. 

Vin,  tk)  may  yo"*  Iwiy  ■ 
One  that  is  like  to  be  our  sudden  duke; 
The  crown  gapes  for  him  every  tide  ;  and  then 
Commander  oer  us  all,  do  but  think  on  him. 
How  btefit  were  they  now  that  could  pleasure  him 
Ev'n  M'ith  anj-thing  almost! 

Moth.  Ay,  save  their  honour. 

Vin.  Tut,  one  would  let  a  little  of  that  go  too. 
And  ne'er  be  seen  in't,  ne'er  be  seen  in't,  mark  you, 
I*d  wink  and  let  it  gu. 

Moth,   Marry  but  I  would  not. 

Vin.  Marry  "but  I  would,  1  hope,  I  know  you  would  too. 
f  you'd  that  blood  now  which  you  gave  your  daughter. 
0  faer  indeed  'ti^  this  wheel  comes  about ; 
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That  man  that  must  be  alt  thii,  perhaps  ere  morning, 
(For  his  white  father  does  but  mould  away) 
Ha»  lung  desir'd  your  daughter. 

Afoth.  Desired? 

Vin,  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
He  desires  now,  that  will  command  hereafter; 
Therefore  be  wise,  i  speak  as  more  a  frieud 
To  you  than  hini  ;  madam,  I  know  you're  poor. 
And  (lack  the  day !)  there  are  too  many  poor  ladies  already  t 
Why  shotdd  you  wax  the  numl)er  'f  'tis  despised. 
Live  wealthy,  rightly  understand  the  world, 
And  chide  awuy  that  foolish  country  girl 
Keeps  company  with  your  daughter,  Cliastity. 

Moth.  O  fie,  fie !  we  riohes  of  the  world  cannot  hire  a  mother 
To  such  a  most  unnatural  task. 

Vin.  No,  but  a  thousand  angels  can  ; 
Men  have  no  power,  angels  must  woi-k  you  to^t : 
The  world  descends  into  such  hose-liom  evils, 
That  forty  angels  cx\n  make  fouTBCone  devils. 
There  will  be  iixils  still  I  perceive — still  fool  ? 
Would  I  be  poor,  dejected,  aonm'd  of  greatness, 
Swept  from  the  palace,  and  see  others'  daughters 
Spring  with  the  dew  of  the  court,  having  mine  wm 
So  much  desir'd  and  lov'd — bv  the  duke's  son  ? 
No,  I  would  raise  my  state  upon  her  breast, 
And  call  her  eyes  my  tenants  ;  I  would  count 
My  yearly  maintenance  upon  her  cheeks  ; 
Take  coach  upon  her  lip  ;  and  alt  'her  parts 
Should  keep  men  after  men  ;  and  1  would  ride 
In  pleasure  ujwn  pleasure. 

You  took  great  pains  for  her,  once  when  it  was. 
Let  her  rcauite  It  now,  tho'  it  be  but  some  ; 
You  brougnt  her  forth,  she  may  well  bring  you  home. 

Moth.  O  heavens !  this  o'ercomes  me  ! 

Vin.  Not  I  hoi>e  already  ?  {AwidA,) 

Moth.  It  is  t(M>  strong  for  nie  ;  men  know  that  know  us, 
We  are  so  weak  their  words  can  overthrow  us : 
He  touch'd  me  nearly,  mode  my  virtues  bate. 
When  his  tungue  irtruck  upon  my  [wor  estate.  {Atidt.) 

Vin.   I  even  quake  to  proceed,  my  sptrK  turns  edge. 


I  fear  me  ^he's  unniother'd,  yet  I'll  venture.' 
What  think  vou  now,  lotly  ?  speak,  are  you  wiser  ^ 
What  said  advancement  to  you  ?  thus  it  said, 
The  daughter's  fall  lifts  up  t-he  mother's  head  ; 
Did  it  not.  Madam  ?  but  I'll  swear  it  does 

i[Linc  omined.] 


\Aaidt.) 
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In  many  places  ;  but  this  age  fears  no  uian, 
'^''is  nn  shame  to  be  had,  hecaase  *tis  cnoiiiion. 

Moth.  Ay,  that's  the  comfort  on't 

Vin.  The  comfort  on't ! — 
I  keep  the  t>est  fur  last.     Caa  these  penuade  you 
To  forget  heaven — and —  (Ojfert  her  Money.) 

Moth.  Av,  these  are  they — 

Vin,  Oh! 

Moth.  That  enchant  our  sex  ; 
lliese  are  the  means  that  govern  our  aflTectiona^ — 
Hiat  woman 

Will  not  be  troubled  with  the  niutber  long, 
That  sees  the  comfortable  shine  of  you  : 
1  bluiih  to  think  what  for  your  sakcs  I'll  do. 

Vin.  0  .suH'ering  heaven  !  with  thy  invLsible  finger. 
E'en  at  this  instant  turn  the  precious  side 
Of  both  mine  eye^balls  inward,  not  to  see  rayaetf. 

(Aeide.) 

Moth.  Look  vou,  Sir. 

Vin.  Hollo.  ■ 

Moth.  Let  U.S  thank  your  pains. 

Vin.  O  you  ore  a  kind  Madam. 

MoOl.  V\\  »ee  how  I  can  move. 

Ciin.  Your  words  will  sting. 

Moth.  If  Khe  he  Ktill  tha^ste,  I'll  ne'er  call  her  mine. 

Vin.  Spoke  truer  than  you  meant  it ! 

Moth.  Daughter  Castiw 

Cast,  [witliin.]  Madam ! 

Vin.  O,  she's  yonder,  meet  her. 
Troops  of  celectial  soldiers  guard  her  heart 
Your  dam  has  devils  enough  to  take  her  {>art. 

(Cojititu  reli&rTw.) 

Cast.  Madam,  what  makes  yon  evil-offic'd  man 
In  presence  of  vou  .=' 

MoOi.  Why? 

Coat.  He  lately  brought 
Immudefit  writing  sent  from  the  dukes  son, 
To  tempt  nie  to  diKhoiiourabte  act 

Moth,  Uisbonourable  act  ? — good  honoumhle  fool. 
That  wouldst  be  honest,  'cause  thou  wouldst  be  so, 
Producing  no  one  reason  but  thy  will ; 
And  it  has  a  good  rtptirt,  prettily  commended, 
But  prav  by  whom  ?  poor  people  :  ignorant  people  ; 
The  better  wrt,  I*m  sure,  cannot  abide  it. 
And  by  what  rule  should  we  siiuare  out  our  lives. 
Bat  by  our  betters'  actions  ?  On,  if  thou  knew'st 
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■V  to  TOO. 

G^  waoU  9!««  n^  mdmAtbm  ■nctaata  poor. 

CaA  It  »  •  pM-Uj  i^iig  of  ■  wicfaed  one,  but  oiethiDks  now 
It  daci  ■«(  shaw  a»  ncB  •«&  of  Tov  ■Kmtk ; 

Woe  I  ia  I ■■■■!, m  nisMB  bd  k&  (Afide,) 

I  wowfer,  UdT.  iw««B  BotfaerS  wank 

Cnaot  be  uken,  ar  ttaaad  tn  ^1  force. 

*I^  haaertT  joa  is^ ;  what  5  booeitv  ? 

1%  hot  beaim's  begpo';  and  what  vomaii  is  so  fooiieli  to 

hooestr, 
And  be  not  able  to  keep  herself?  no^ 
Times  are  grown  wiser,  and  will  keep  leas  cbai^ 
A  maid  that  has  small  portion  now,  intends 
To  break  up  bouse,  and  live  upon  her  friends. 
How  bitst  are  you  !  vou  have  liappiness  atone  ; 
Others  must  fall  to  tLousands,  you  to  one  ; 
Sufficient  in  himself  to  make  your  forehead 
Dazzle  the  world  with  jewels,  and  petitionary  people 
Start  at  your  presence.' 
O  think  upon  the  plea-^ure  of  the  palace  ! 
Secured  ease  und  state !  the  stirring  meats, 
Ready  to  muve  out  of  the  dishes,  that  e'en  now  quicken  wfaeik^ 

they're  eaten ! 

'  [Six  lines  omitted.] 
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Banquets  abroad  by  torch-light !  miutic  I  sports  ! 
Bare-headed  vas«ttl$,  that  had  ne'er  the  fortune 
To  keep  on  tlieir  own  hat^,  hut  let  honifi  wear  *cni ! 
Nine  coaches  waiting — hurry,  hurry,  hurry — 

Cast.  Aye,  to  the  devil — 

Vin.  Aye,  to  the  devil  I  to  the  duke,  by  ray  faith. 

Moth.  Aye,  to  the  duke.     Daughter,  you'd  Hcom  to  think 
Of  the  devil,  and  you  were  there  once. 

Vin.  Who'd  sit  at  home  in  a  neglected  room. 
Dealing  her  short-lived  beauty  to  the  pictures, 
That  are  as  useless  ha  old  men,  when  those 
Poorer  in  fiice  and  fortune  tlian  herself 
Walk  with  a  huiidi'ed  ttcreii  on  their  Imcka, 
Fair  meaxlows  cut  into  green  fore-partu  ? — ' 
Fair  trees,  those  comely  foretops  of  the  field, 
Are  cut  to  maintain  head-tires : — much  untold — 
All  thrives  but  chasitity,  rthe  lies  cold. 
Nay,  shall  I  come  nearer  to  you  ?  mark  but  thia  : 
Why  are  there  so  few  honest  women,  but  because  'tis  the  poorer 
profession  ?  that's  accounted  bent,  that's  best  followed  ;  least 
m  trade,  least  in  fashion  ;  and  that's  not  honesty,  believe  it ; 
and  do  but  note  the  low  and  dejetrted  price  of  it ; 
Lose  but  a  peart,  we  search  and  cannot  brook  it ; 
But  that  once  gone,  who  is  so  mad  to  look  it  ? 

Moth.  Troth,  he  says  true. 

Cast.  False  :  I  defy  you  both. 
I  ha^i:  endur'd  you  with  an  ear  of  fire  I 
Your  tongues  have  struck  hot  irons  on  my  face. 
Mother,  come  from  that  poisonous  woman  there. 

Moth.  Where  P 

Cast.  Do  you  not  see  her  ?  she's  tmi  inward  then. 
Slave,  perish  in  thy  office.     You  heavens  pleaw. 
Henceforth  to  make  the  mother  a  disease. 
Which  first  begins  with  me  ;  yet  IVe  outgone  you. 


[Exit. 

{Aside.) 


Vin.  O  angeU,  clap  your  wings  upon  the  skies, 
And  pve  this  vii^in  crystal  plauditius  ! 

Moth.   Peevish,  coy,  foolish  ! — ^but  retuni  this  answer, 
My  lord  shall  be  most  welcome,  when  his  pleasure 
Conducts  him  this  way  ;  I  will  sway  mine  own ; 
Women  with  women  can  work  best  alone,'  {ExiL 

Vin.   Forgive  me,  heaven,  to  call  my  mother  wicked  I 

0  lexien  not  my  davs  upon  the  earth. 

1  cannot  honor  her.  [Act  ii.»  Sc.  1.] 


'(Sz  Unu  omitted.] 


'[Thfee  pages  intervene.] 
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The  BirotherSy  Vindici  atid  HippoHto,  threaten  their  Mot 
with  Death  far  Gojisenting  to  the  Dishonor  of  their  Sister. 

Vin.  0  thou  for  whom  no  name  is  bad  enough ! 

Atotli.  What  mean  my  sons  ?  what,  will  you  murtber  me  ? 

Vin.  Wicked  unnatural  parent ! 

Hip.  Friend  [?  fiend]  of  women ! 

Moth.  Oh !  arc  sons  turu'd  mousters !  help ! 

Vin.  In  vain. 

Moth.  Are  you  ro  barbarous  to  set  iron  nipples 
Upon  the  breast  that  gave  vou  suck  ? 

Vin.  llial  brea-sl 
Is  tum'd  to  quarled  poison. 

Moth.  Cut  not  your  days  for't.     Am  not  I  your  mother  ? 

Vin.  Thou  dost  asurp  that  title  now  by  fraud, 
For  in  that  shell  of  mother  breeds  a  bawtf. 

Moth.  A  bawd  !  0  name  far  loathsomer  than  hell ! 

Hip.  It  should  be  so,  knew'st  tliou  thy  office  well. 

Moth.  I  hate  it. 

Vin.  Ah,  is  it  |H>ssihle,  you  power*  on  high. 
That  women  should  dissemble  when  tliey  die  ? 

Moth.  Dissemble ! 

Vin.  Did  nut  the  duke's  son  direct 
A  fellow  of  the  world's  condition  hither. 
That  did  corrupt  all  that  was  f;^d  in  thee? 
Made  tliee  uncivilly  forget  thyself, 
And  work  our  sister  to  his  purpose?' 

Moth.  Who,  I  ? 
'ITiat  had  been  monstrous,     I  defy  that  man 
For  any  such  intent.     None  lives  so  pure. 
But  shall  Iw  soii'd  with  slander. 
Good  son,  believe  it  not. 

Vin.  O,  I'm  in  doubt 
Whether  I  am  myself  or  no — 
Stay,  let  n»e  look  again  upon  this  face. 
Who  shall  be  saved  when  mothers  have  no  grace  ? 

llwumea  Kia  IHegmae. 

Hip.  Tvrould  make  one  half  despair. 

Vin.  I  was  the  ntan. 
Defy  me  now,  let's  .see,  do't  modestly. 

Moth.  O  hell  unto  my  soul ! 

Vin.  In  that  disguise,  I,  sent  from  the  duke's  son. 
Tried  you,  and  found  you  base  metal, 
2\s  any  villain  might  have  done. 

■  ["  Liut "  to  Towncw.J 
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Moth.  O  no. 
No  tongue  but  yours  could  hare  bewitched  me  so. 

Vin.  O  nimble  in  damnation,  i|uick  lu  turn  ! 
There  is  no  devil  could  strike  tire  so  soon. 
I  am  confuted  in  a  word. 

Moth.   O  sons. 
Forgive  me,  to  mjrself  I'll  prove  more  true ; 
You  that  should  honor  me,  I  kneel  tu  you. 

Vin.  A  mother  to  give  aim  to  her  own  daughter  ! 

Hip.  True,  brother  ;  how  far  beyond  nature  'tia, 
Thougii  many  mothers  do  it ! 

Vin.  Nay,  and  you  dmw  tears  once,  go  you  to  bed. 
Wet  will  make  iron  btunh  and  change  to  red. 
Brother,  it  rainn,  'twill  spoil  your  dagger,  houtie  it. 

Hip.  Tis  done. 

Vin.  V  faith  'tis  a  sweet  shower,  it  does  much  good. 
ITie  fruitful  grounds  and  meadowit  of  iier  soul 
Have  been  long  dry  :  iMiur  down,  thuii  blessed  dew  I 
Ri»»e,  mother ;  troth,  this  shower  has  madf  you  higher. 

Moth.  O,  you  hea\Tns ! 
Take  this  infcctiouti  spot  out  of  my  soul ; 
I'll  rinae  it  in  seven  waters  of  mine  eve«. 
Make  my  tears  salt  enough  to  taste  of  grace. 
To  weep  is  to  our  sex  naturally  given  ; 
But  to  weep  truly,  that's  a  giu  from  heaven. 

Vin.  Nay,  I'll  kiss  yuu  now.     Kiss  her,  brother: 
Let*fl  marry  her  to  our  soulii,  wherein's  no  lust, 
And  honorably  love  her. 

Hip.  Let  it  be. 

Vin.  For  honest  women  are  so  seld  and  rare, 
Tin  good  to  cherish  those  jMior  few  that  are. 
O  vou  of  easy  wax  !  do  but  imagine, 
Now  the  disease  has  left  you,  how  leprously 
lliat  office  would  have  cfing'd  unto  yuur  I'orehead  I 
All  niothere  that  had  any  graceful  hue, 
Would  have  worn  masks  to  hide  their  face  at  you. 
It  would  have  grown  to  this,  at  youi'foul  name 
Green-col our'd  maids  would  have  tum'd  red  with  shame. 

Hip.  And  then  our  sister,  futt  of  hire  and  baseness — 

Vin.  There  had  lieen  boiling  lead  again  1 
The  duke's  son's  great  wmcubine ! 
A  drab  of  state,  a  cloth-o'-silver  slut. 
To  have  her  train  Ixirne  up,  and  her  soul  trail  in  the  dirt ! 

Hip,  To  be  great,  miserable  ;  to  be  rich,  eternally  wretched. 

Vin.  O  common  madness ! 
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Adk.  but  the  thhving'st  harlot  in  cold  blood, 
She'd  give  tbe  world  to  makv  her  honour  good. 
Perhaps  you'll  sav,  but  only  to  the  duke's  .ion 
lu  private  ;  why,  she  first  begins  with  one 
Who  afterwards  to  thousands  proves  a  whore : 
Break  ice  in  one  place,  tt  will  crack  in  mare. 

Moth.   Most  certainly  applied. 

Bip.  O  brother,  you  forget  our  business. 

Vin.  And  well  remeinlwr'd  ;  joy's  a  subtil  elf; 
1  think  man's  happiest  when  he  forgebi  himnelf. 
Farewell,  once  dry,  now  holy-water'd  mead  ; 
Our  hearts  wear  ^eatbers,  that  before  wore  lead. 

Moth.   I'll  give  you  this  that  one  I  never  knew 
Plead  better  for,  and  'gainst  the  devil  than  you. 

Vin.  You  make  me  proud  on't. 

Hip.  Commend  us  in  all  vii-tue  to  our  sister. 

Vin.  Ay,  for  tJie  love  of  heaven,  to  that  true  maid. 

Moth,  With  my  best  words. 

Vin.  Why,  that  was  motherly  said.' 

Castiza  seems  to  consent  to  her  Mother's  wicked  motion.'' 

CaSI'UA.  MoTHUt. 

Cast.  Now,  mother,  you  have  wrought  with  me  so  strongly. 
That,  what  for  my  advancement,  a*  to  calm 
The  trouble  of  your  tongue,  I  am  content. 

Moth.  Content,  to  what  ? 

Cast.  To  do  as  you  have  wish'd  me  ; 
To  prostitute  my  breast  to  the  duke's  son, 
Ami  put  myself  to  common  usury. 

Moth.  I  hope  you  will  nut  so. 

Cast  Hope  you  I  will  not  ? 
That's  not  tne  hope  vou  look  to  be  saved  in. 

Moth.  'l>uth,  but  "it  is. 

Cast.  Do  not  deceive  yourself. 
I  am  as  you,  e'en  out  of  marble  wrought. 
What  would  you  now  ?  ore  ye  not  pleasM  yet  with  me  ? 

>  Tbe  KiklitY  an^  Hfe  of  this  Dialogue  passes  any  scentcul  illusion  I  ever  fct 
never  read  ii  but  my  can  nngle,  and  I  feci  a  hoi  blash  spread  my  che«kB.  ai  if 
I  were  pre&cntN  about  to  "  procUim  "  »otnc  such  "  malefactions  "  of  mvKlf.  as  the 
Brothers  here  rebuke  in  iheir  unnatural  parent ;  in  words  more  keen  and  daggef'lilcsj 
than  those  which  Hamlet  spealu  to  his  mother.  Such  power  has  the  passion 
■hame  truly  penonated,  not  only  to  "  strike  Euilty  creamrea  unto  the  Mol."  bat 
"  appal "  even  tbokc  that  are  "  free." 

*[Fivi  lines  otnitted.] 
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Vou  shall  not  wish  me  to  be  mure  lascivious, 
Than  I  intend  to  be. 

Moth.  Strike  not  me  cold. 

Cast.  How  ofteu  have  you  char^'d  me  on  your  hle&sing 
To  be  a  cui-)ted  woman  !  when  you  knew 
Your  blessing  had  no  force  to  make  nic  lewd. 
You  laid  your  curse  uix>n  mc ;  that  did  more ; 
The  mother's  curse  is  ueavy  ;  where  that  lights. 
Sons  set  in  tttorni  and  daughters  lose  their  lights. 

Moth.  Good  child,  deal'  maid,  if  there  Ik*  any  »j)ark 
Of  heavenly  intellectual  light  within  thee, 
O  let  my  breath  revive  it  to  a  flame. 
Put  not  all  out  with  woman's  ft-ilful  follies. 
[  am  recovei-'d  of  that  foul  dise&sc 
That  haunbi  too  many  uiothers ;  kind,  forgave  me. 
Make  me  not  ^ick  in  health  !  if  then 
My  words  prevail'd,  when  they  were  Mickedness, 
How  much  moi'e  now,  when  they  arc  just  and  good  ! 

Cast.  I  wonder  what  you  mean  :  are  not  you  ahe, 
For  whose  infect  persua^tion^,  1  could  waroe 
Kneel  out  my  prayers ;  and  hail  much  ado. 
In  thi-ee  hours'  remling,  to  untwist  so  mudi 
(X  the  black  fteq>ent,  as  vou  wound  almut  me  ! 

Moth.  Tis  unfVuitful  field,  t«<liou!i,  to  reiieat  what's  past. 
Vm  now  your  present  mother. 

Cast.  i*ish,  now  'tis  too  late. 

Moth.  Uethink  again,  thuu  know'st  nut  what  thou  say'st. 

Cast.  No!  deny  advant:emeni  !  treasure!  the  duke's  «on  ! 

Moth.  O  see,  1  spoke  those  words,  and  now  they  poison  nie. 
What  will  the  deed  do  then  ? 
Advancement !  true  ;  as  high  a>  shame  can  pitch  ! 
For  treasure  :  who  e'er  knew  a  Harlot  rich  t 
Or  could  build  by  the  purchase  of  her  sin 
^Vn  hospital  to  keep  their  bastards  in  't 
The  duke's  son  !  On  ;  when  women  are  young  courtiers, 
Thev  are  sure  to  l»e  old  begearjt. 
To  (enow  the  miseries  most  harlots  taste, 
lliou'dsl  wish  thyself  unlioni  when  Ihou'rt  imchasle. 

Cast.  O  mother,  let  me  twine  about  your  neck. 
And  kiss  you  till  my  soul  melt  on  your  lipB : 
I  did  but  this  to  try  you. 

Moth.  O,  speak  truth. 

Coat.  Indeed  I  did  not ;  for  no  tongue  hath  foroe 
To  alter  me  from  honest : 

If  Diaidcub  would,  men's  words  could  have  no  pov'or  ; 
VOL.  IV. — 11 
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A  virgin's  honour  is  a  chrystal  tower. 

Which  being  weak  is  guarded  with  good  spiriti ; 

Until  she  baiwly  yields,  no  ill  inherits. 

Moth.  O  happy  child  !  faith,  and  thy  birth,  hath  saved  me, 
'Mongst  thousand  daughter^  happiest  of  all  others  ; 
huy  thou  a  gla»a  for  nialds,  and  I  for  mothera. 

[Act  iv^  Sc.  4}] 
Evil  Report  after  Deaih. 

What  is  it  to  have 
A  flattering  falw?  insculption  on  a  tomb, 
And  in  men's  hearts  reproach  ?  the  'bowerd  corpse 
May  he  sear'd  in,  but  (with  free  tongue  I  3j)eak) 
Hie  faults  of  great  nien  through  their  sear-clothes  break. 

[Act  1.,  Sc.  2.] 
Bastards. 

O  what  a  grief  'tis  that  a  man  should  live 
But  once  in  the  world,  and  then  to  live  a  Dastard ! 
The  curse  of  the  womb,  the  thief  of  nature, 
Begot  against  the  seventh  commandment, 
Half  damn'd  in  the  conception  by  the  Justice 
Of  that  unbribed  cverlaattng  law  ! 


,.,,  .  ...    Too  nice  re9p«et8  in  Ooxvrtskip. 
Ceremony  has  made  many  fools. 
It  is  as  eaty  way  imto  a  duchess 
As  to  a  hatted  dame,  if  her  love  answer  : 
But  that  by  timurous  honors,  jiale  respects, 
Idle  degrees  of  fear,  men  make  their  ways 
Hard  of  themselves. 


[Act  i^  Sc.  «.] 


[ActL, 


THE  DEVIL'S  LAW  CASE:  OR,  WHEN  WOMEN  GO  TO 
LAW,  THE  UFA'IL  IS  FULL  OF  B1T.SINESS  [PUB- 
LISHED IN  IGSJJi:  FIRST  ACrED  Bia-()HE  1619].  A 
TRAGl-COMEDY.     BY  JOHN  WEBSTER  [1680?.1626.'] 

Oontarino  ckalUnges  Ercole  to  fight  with,  him  for  the  possesaiKnn, 
ofJolentat  whom  they  both  love. 

Con.  Sir  ;  my  love  to  you  has  proclaim'd  you  one. 
Whose  word  was  still  led  by  a  nonle  thought, 
And  that  thought  followed  by  as  fair  a  deed  ; 
Deceive  not  that  opinion :  we  were  students 

'  [Wth  the  oraiKiont  named,  the  whole  Scene.] 
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At  Padua  together,  and  have  long 
To  the  world's  e\'e  libewn  like  frieada. 
Was  it  hearty  on  your  part  to  me  r 

Ere.  Unfained. 

Con.  You  are  false 
To  the  gootl  thought  I  held  of  you  ;  and  now, 
Join  the  wont  pait  of  man  to  you,  your  malice^ 
T    uphold  tlmt  falsehood.     Sacred  innocence 
Is  fled  your  bosom.     SJgnior,  I  must  tell  you ; 
To  draw  the  picture  of  nnkin<Jiie«^  truly. 
Is  to  exprese  two  that  have  dearly  loved. 
And  falrn  at  variance.     Tis  a  woniler  to  me. 
Knowing  my  interest  in  the  fair  Jolenta, 
That  you  sfiould  love  her. 

Bre.  Compare  her  beauty  and  luv  youth  together. 
And  you  will  find  the  fair  effecin  of  love 
No  minicle  at  all. 

Con.  y^es,  it  will  prove 
Prodigious  to  you ;  I  must  stay  your  voyage. 

Ere.  Your  warrant  must  l>e  mighty. 

Con.  Tis  a  seal 
From  heaven  to  do  it,  since  you'd  ravish  from  me 
What's  tliere  intitled  mine ;  and  yet  I  vow, 
Bv  the  essential  front  of  spotless  virtue, 
1  ^ave  compassion  of  both  our  youths  : 
To  approve  which,  I  have  not  ta'en  the  way 
Like  an  Italian,  to  cut  your  throat 
By  practice  that  had  j;iVn  you  now  for  dead 
And  never  frown'd  U])<)n  you. 
You  must  fight  with  me. 

Ere.  I  wiJl,  Sir. 

Con.  And  instantly. 

Ere.  I  will  luwtte  Iwfttre  you.     Point  whither. 

Con.  Why,  you  sjwak  nobly  ;  and,  for  this  fair  dealing, 
Were  the  rich  jewel  (which  we  vary  for) 
A  thing  to  be  divided,  by  my  life, 
I  would  be  well  content  to  give  you  half: 
But  since  'tis  vain  to  think  we  can  be  friends, 
Tis  needful  one  of  us  be  ta'en  away 
From  being  the  other's  enemy. 

Ere.  Yet,  methiuks. 
This  looks  not  like  a  quarrel- 
Con.   Not  a  ijuarrel ! 

Bre.  You  have  not  apparelled  your  fury  well ; 
It  goes  too  plain,  like  a  scholar. 
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Con.  It  ifi  an  ornament. 
Makes  it  more  ten-ible  ;  and  ynu  nhall  find  it, 
A  weighlv  inj  ury,  and  attcncfed  on 
By  discreet  valour  ;  becauiic  I  do  not  strike  you. 
Or  give  you  tlie  lie,  (such  foul  prepaz-atives 
Would  show  like  the  stale  injury  of  wine), 
I  i-e.ser%e  my  rage  to  sit  on  my  sword's  point  ; 
Which  ft  grcat  ([iiantity  of  your  best  hlootl 
Can't  satisfy. 

Era.  Vou  promise  well  to  younself. 
Sball's  have  no  seconds  ? 

Con.  None,  for  fear  of  prevention. 

Ere.  The  length  of  imr  weapons 

Con.  We'll  fit  them  by  the  way  : 
So  whether  our  time  calls  us  to  live  or  die, 
Let  us  do  iHith  like  noble  gentlemen, 
And  true  Italians. 

Ere.  For  that,  let  me  embrace  you. 

Con.  Methinks,  lieing  an  Italian,  I  trust  you 
To  «)nie  somewhat  too  near  me  : 
Hut  your  jealousy  gave  that  embrace,  to  try 
If  I  were  arm'd  ;  did  it  not  ? 

Ere.  No,  believe  me. 
I  take  your  heart  to  be  sufficient  proof 
Without  a  privy  coat :  and,  for  my  part, 
A  taffhty  is  all  the  shirt  of  mail 
I  om  arm'd  with. 

Con.  You  deal  equally.^ 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  l.«] 
Sitting  for  a  Picture. 

Mubt  you  have  n>y  Picture  f' 
You  will  enjoin  me  to  a  strange  punishment. 
With  what  a  compeli'd  face  a  woman  sits 
While  she  is  drawing .'     I  have  noted  divere 
Either  to  feign  smiles,  or  suck  in  the  lip, 
To  have  a  little  mouth  ;  ruffle  the  cheeks. 
To  have  the  dimple  seen  ;  and  so  disorder 
The  face  with  aHectation,  at  next  sitting 
It  has  not  been  the  same  ;  I  have  known  others 
Have  lost  the  entiR'  fashion  of  their  face 
In  half  an  hour's  sitting — in  hot  weather — 
The  ^minting  on  their  face  has  lieen  so  mellow, 

1 1  bave  selected  this  icene  as  Ihc  mode)  of  a  woU-tnanaged  and  gantlemanlike 
diSerence. 
*[Dyce'6«diuon.) 
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Tbcy  h&ve  left  the  poor  man  bHicler  work  bv  half 
To  mend  the  cony  ne  wrought,  by  :   Hut  indeed. 
If  ever  I  would  have  mine  drawn  to  tiie  life, 
1  would  h&ve  a  painter  steal  it  at  such  a  time 
I  were  devoutly  kneeling  at  my  prayew; 
There  ia  then  a  heavenly  l)cauty  In't,  the  wul 
Moves  in  the  superficies. 


[Acti.,Sc.  1.] 
Honourable  Emploifmeni. 
O,  my  lord,  lie  not  idle : 
The  chiefcst  action  for  a  man  of  great  spirit 
Is  never  to  he  out  of  action.       We  ^^hnuld  think  ; 
The  soul  was  never  put  into  the  body. 
Which  has  so  many  i-ai-e  and  curious  nieces 
Of  mathematical  motion,  to  i^tand  still. 
Virtue  is  ever  sowing  of  her  seeds  : 
In  the  trenches  for  the  soldier ;  in  the  wakeful  study 
For  the  M:holar ;  in  the  furrows  of  the  sea 
For  men  of  our  professif)n  :  of  all  which 
Ari'te  and  sprine  up  honour. 

[Act  i^  Sc.  l.>] 
Selling  of  Land. 
1  could  wish 
That  noblemen  would  ever  live  in  the  country, 
Kather  than  make  their  visits  up  to  the  city 
Atxjut  such  business.     Noble  houses 
Hare  no  such  ^^oodly  nrosjiects  any  way 
As  into  their  own  land  ;  the  decay  of  that 
(Next  to  their  begti:ing  church-land)  is  a  ruin 
Worth  all  men's  pity. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.J 

Dirge  in  a  Funeral  Pageant. 
All  the  flowers  of  the  spring 
Meet  to  perfume  our  burying : 
TTiese  have  hut  their  growing  prime. 
And  man  does  flourish  but  hw  time. 
Survey  our  progress  from  our  birth  ; 
We  are  set,  we  grow,  we  turn  to  earth. 
Courts  adieu,  and  all  delights. 
All  bewitching  appetitcit. 
Sweetest  breath  and  cleareHt  eye 
(Like  perfumes)  go  out  and  die  ; 
And  consequently  this  is  done, 

'[Tliii  quotation  precedes  the  previous  one.] 
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Ab  shadows  wait  upon  the  aun. 

Vain  the  ambition  of  kings, 

Who  seek  by  trophies  ana  dead  things 

To  leave  a  b\ing  name  behind. 

And  weave  but  neU  to  catch  the  wind.' 


[Act  v.,  Sc.  4.] 


APPIUS  AND  VIRGINIA:  A  TRAGEDY  [PtTBLISHED 
1654:  FIRST  PERFORMED  BEFORE  1619J.  BY  JOHN 
WEBSTER 

Apphuif  tfw.  Roman  Decemvir,  not  being  able  to  comvpi  the 
Innocence  of  Virginia,  daughter  to  Virginiut  ike  Roman 
General^  and  newly  murried  to  Jcilius  a  yo-ung  and  noble 
Oentleman ;  to  gel  possession  of  her  person^  sabomv  one 
Olodius  to  claim  her  as  the  Daughter  of  a  deceased  Bond- 
«J07>ta7»  of  hisy  on  the  testimony  of  certain  forged  u/ritinge, 
pretended  to  be  the  Deposition  of  that  Woman,  on  her 
dealhbed,  confessing  tfuit  the  Child  had  been  spuriouusly 
passed  upon  Virginius  for  his  oum :  the  Cause  is  tried  ^ 
Ronie  before  Appiua. 

Appivs.    ViaGiNtA.    VittuiNius,  her  Father.    Icilius,  her  Husband- 
Senators  of  Rome.     Nurse^  and  other  WilTiesaes. 

Virginius.  My  Lords,  believe  not  this  spruce  orator.' 
Had  I  but  fec'd  him  lirst,  he  would  have  told 
As  smooth  a  tale  on  our  side. 

Appius,  Give  U8  leave. 

Virginius.  He  deals  in  forma!  glosses,  cunning  shows. 
And  cares  not  greatly  which  way  the  case  goes. 
Examine,  I  beseech  you,  this  old  woman, 
Who  is  the  truest  witness  of  her  birth. 

Appiua.  Soft  you,  is  she  your  only  witness  ? 

Virginias.  She  is,  my  Lord. 

Appiiks.  Why,  is  it  possible, 
Such  a  great  1-ady,  in  her  time  of  childbirth, 
Should  have  no  other  witness  but  a  nurse } 

Virginius,  For  aught  I  know,  the  rest  are  dead,  my  Lord. 

Appius.  Dead  ?  no,  my  Lord,  belike  they  were  of  counsel 
With  your  deceased  Lady,  and  so  shamed 
Twice  to  give  colour  to  so  vile  an  act. 
'Iliou  nurse,  observe  me,  thy  oifence  already 


'  [FartKer  cxcrMt*  on  p«f  e  +98.J 


*  Counsel  for  Clodhia. 
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Doth  merit  puDinhment  above  our  censure ; 
Pull  not  more  whips  upon  thee. 

Nuree.  1  dcfv  your  whips,  my  Lord. 

Appiv^.  Cotnoiand  her  silence,  Lictora. 

Virginiiia.  O  injustice!  you  frown  away  my  witness. 
Is  this  law,  is  this  uprightness  ? 

Appius.  Have  you  view'd  the  writings  ? 
This  is  a  trick  to  make  our  slaves  our  heirs 
Beyond  prevention. 

VirginivA.  Appius,  wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 
You  have  slander'd  a  sweet  I_Aily  that,  now  sleeps 
Id  a  moflt  noble  monument.     Observe  me  ; 
I  would  have  ta'en  her  simple  word  to  gage 
Before  his  soul  or  thine. 

Appius.  That  makes  thee  wretched. 
Old  man,  I  am  sorry  for  thee  ;  that  thy  love 
By  custom  is  grown  natural,  which  by  nature 
Should  be  au  absolute  luthin^.     Note  the  sparrow  ; 
That  having  hatch'd  a  cuckow,  wlien  it  sees 
Her  brood  a  monster  to  her  proper  kind. 
Forsakes  it,  and  with  more  fear  shuns  the  nest 
Tlian  she  had  care  i'  the  spring  to  have  it  drest.* 
Here's  witness,  mast  sufficient  witness. 
Think  you,  my  Lord,  our  laws  are  writ  m  snow, 
And  that  ^our  breath  can  mett  them  ? 

Vir^imvs.  No,  my  Lord, 
We  have  not  such  hot  livers  :  mark  yuu  that  ? 

Virginia.  Remember  yet  the  gods,  O  Appius  ; 
Who  have  no  part  in  this.     Thy  violent  lust 
Shall,  like  the  biting  of  th'  envenom'd  ospick. 
Steal  thee  to  hell.     So  subtle  are  thy  evils  ; 
In  life  the)-*!!  seem  good  angels,  in  ueath  devils. 

Appius.  Obser%'e  you  not  this  scandal  ? 

IciliuB.  Sir,  'tis  none, 
ni  show  thy  letters  full  of  violent  lust 
Sent  to  this  Lady.' 

Appivs.  My  Lords,  these  are  but  dilatory  shifts. 
Sirrah,  I  know  you  to  the  very  heart. 
And  I'll  observe  you. 

Jciliu4.  Do,  but  do  it  with  justice. 
Clear  thyself  first,  O  Appius,  ere  thou  judge 
Our  imperfections  rashly,  for  we  wot 
The  othce  of  a  justice  is  perverted  quite 
When  one  thief  hangs  another. 

1.  Senator.  You  are  too  bold. 


'iForQr-aine  Ua»  omhicd.J 


■[Pour  lines  omitud.] 
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AppiiLS.  Licturs,  take  chaige  of  him. 

Icilhts.  Tin  very  good. 
Will  no  man  view  these  papers,'  what,  not  one  ? 
Jove,  thuu  host  found  a  rival  upon  earth: 
Him  no(l  .sirikeii  all  men  dumb. 
My  duty  t<>  you. 

The  ass  that  canned  IsLs  on  his  back^ 
lliuught  thai  the  superstitious  people  kneel'd 
To  give  Uia  dulne.>«  bumble  reverence. 
If  Ibou  think'st  so,  provid  judge,  I  let  thee  see 
I  bend  low  to  thv  gown,  but  not  to  thee. 

Virifiniutt.  There's  one  in  hold  already,     \oble  vonth ; 
Fetters  grare  one,  being  worn  for  i4|>eakiag  truth. 
I'll  tie  with  tiiee,  I  swear,  though  in  a  dungeon. 
The  injurieit  you  do  us  we  sliall  pardon  ; 
But  it  if*  juHt,  the  wrongs  which  we  forgive 
The  gods  are  charg'd  therewith  to  see  revenged.* 

Appius.  Vour  madness  wrangs  you  :  by  my  soul,  I  love  you. 

Virginius.  Thy  soul  I 
O,  thy  opinion,  old  Pythagoras : 
Whitiier,  O  whither  ^oiild  thy  black  soul  fly  .=* 
Into  what  ravenous  bird,  or  bea.st  most  vile? 
Only  into  a  weeping  erocotlile. 
Love  me ! 

'I'liou  lov'st  me,  Appius,  as  the  earth  loves  rain, 
Only  to  swalloM-  it. 

Appius.  Know  you  the  place  you  stand  in  ? 

VtrginiuH.  I'll  si>eak  freely, 
Goo<l  men,  too  nnieli  trusting  their  innocence. 
Do  not  betake  them  to  tliat  just  defence 
Which  goils  and  nature  gave  them  ;  but  even  wink 
In  the  black  tempest,  and  so  fondly  sink. 

Appius.  Let  us  proceed  to  Hentenoe. 

Virginiiia.  Ere  you  speak, 
One  parting  farewell  let  me  borrow  of  you 
To  take  of  my  Virginia.' 

Appius.  Pray,  take  your  i«urae. 

Vtrffiniiua.  Farewell,  my  sweet  Virginia :  never,  never 
Shall  I  taste  fruit  of  the  most  blessetl  hope 
I  had  in  thee.     Let  me  forget  the  thought 
Of  thy  most  pretty  infancy  :   when  first, 
Heturning  from  tbe  wars,  1  took  delight 
To  rock  thee  in  my  target ;  when  my  girl 


'  The  Forgery. 


'[Five  lines  omlued.] 


*[Two  linet  oouued.] 
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Would  kisH  her  father  in  his  burgaiiet 

Of  fflilterinff  steel  hunp  'bout  hin  artiie*]  neck, 

And,  viewinjc  the  brij;ht  metal,  smile  to  see 

Anuther  fair  Virgiuia  smile  uii  thee  ; 

When  I  fintt  taught  thee  hnw  to  go,  to  apeak  ; 

And  (when  my  wonnds  have  smarted)  I  have  sung, 

With  an  unskilful  yet  a  wilhng  voicxs 

To  bring  my  girl  asleep.     O  my  Virginia  j 

When  we  Ijegun  to  be,  begun  our  woe»  ; 

Increasing  still,  as  dying  hfe  still  grows.' 

'rhu»  I  surrender  her  into  the  court 

r>f  all  the  gods. 

And  see,  proud  Appiits,  see  ; 
Although  not  justly,  I  liave  made  her  free. 
And  if  thy  lust  with  ttiis  act  be  not  fed, 
Run-  her  in  thv  lx>wels  now  she's  dead. 


[Kills  /ler. 


[Act  it.,  Sc.  l.J 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  DTTCHESS  OF  MAIJ^Y  [PUB- 
LISHED 1623:  FIRST  PERFORMED  ABOITT  1616]. 
BY   JOHN    WEBSTER 

The  Dacheea  oj  Mal/y  m^rri^s  AnUmio^  her  Steward. 

DrcHKHs.     Cariola,  her  MaiJ. 

Ihichestt.  Is  Antonio  come  ? 

Cariola.  He  attends  you. 

thick.  Good  clem*  tmuU 
IjdRvc  nie  :     hut  place  thyself  behind  the  arras. 
Where  thou  mayst  overhear  us  ;  wish  me  good  speed, 
For  i  am  going  into  a  wildemesa. 
Where  1  ^iliall  find  nor  path  nor  fnendly  clue 
To  be  my  guide.  [Cariola  withdraws. 

Akton'iu  enters, 
I  sent  for  you,  sit  down. 
Take  pen  and  ink  and  write.     Are  you  ready  ? 

Ant.  Yes. 

Duck.  What  did  I  say  .= 

Ant.  Tliat  I  should  write  somewhat. 

Ducfi.  O,  I  remend)er. 
After  these  triumphs  and  thijt  large  expence» 
It's  fit,  like  thrifty  husbiuuls,  we  enquire 
What's  laid  up  for  to-morrow. 

i[Siz  lines  omitted.] 
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Ant.  So  ple&ie  your  beauteous  excellence. 

Duch.  Beauteous  indeed  !  1  thaak  you  ;  I  look  yt>ung 
For  your  sake.     Vuu  have  taken  my  cares  upon  you. 

Ant.  I'll  fetch  your  grace  the  particulars  of  your  revenue  aod 
ex  pence. 

Duck.  Oh,  you're  an  upright  treasurer:  but.  you  mistook. 
For  when  I  said  I  meant  to  make  enquiry 
What'!4  laid  up  for  to-morrow,  I  did  mean 
What's  laid  up  yonder  for  me. 

Ant.  Wh«re? 

Dvjih.  In  heaven. 
Ym  making  my  will  (as  'tis  fit  Princes  should,) 
In  perfect  memory ;  and  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me. 
Were  not  one  better  make  it  smiling,  thus. 
Than  in  deep  groans  and  terrible  ghastly  looks. 
As  if  the  gifts  we  parted  with  procur'd 
That  violent  distraction? 

Ant.  Oh,  much  better. 

Duch.  If  I  had  a  husband  now,  this  care  were  quit. 
But  I  intend  to  make  you  overseer  : 
W^hat  good  deed  shall  we  first  remember,  say  ? 

Ant.  Begin  with  that  first  good  deed,  began  in  the  world 
After  man's  creation,  the  sacrament  uf  marriage. 
I'd  have  you  first  provide  for  a  good  husband  ; 
Give  him  all. 

DiLch.  All ! 

Ant.  Yes,  your  excellent  self. 

Dwh.  In  a  winding  sheet? 

Ant.  In  a  couple. 

Duck.  St.  Winifred,  that  were  a  strange  will ! 

Ant.  'Twere  stranger  if  there  were  no  will  in  you 
To  marry  again. 

Du.ck.  What  do  you  think  of  marriage  ? 

Ant.  I  take  it,  as  those  that  deny  purgatory  ; 
It  locally  contains  or  heaven  or  hell, — 
niere's  no  third  place  in't. 

Duch.  How  do  you  affect  it  ? 

Ant.  My  banishment,  feeding  my  melanrholj, 
Would  often  reason  thus. 

Duch.  Pray  let  us  hear  it. 

Ant.  Say  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  children, 
What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  bai'e  name 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weak  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Upon  a  painted  stick,  or  hear  him  chatter 
Like  a  taught  starling. 
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DucA.  Fie,  6e,  what's  all  this  ? 
One  of  your  eyes  is  bloodshot ;  use  ray  Ring  to't : 
Thev  Bay  'tis  very  sovi*an,  'twas  my  wuddiug  ring. 
And  I  ffid  vow  never  to  part  with  it 
But  to  mv  second  husband. 

Ant,  Vou  have  parted  with  it  now. 

Ihuh.  Yes,  to  help  your  eyesight. 

Ant.  You  have  made  me  fltark  blind. 

Du.oh.  How  ? 

Ant.  There  is  a  i>aucy  and  ambitious  devil, 
la  dancing  in  this  circle. 

Diich.  Remove  him. 

Ant.  How? 

Ihich  'Inhere  needs  small  c-onjuration,  when  your  finger 
May  do  it ;  thus :  is  it  tit  ? 

{She  puts  the  ring  on  hiajinger.) 

Ant.  What  said  you  r* 

{He  hneeU) 

Duck.  Sir! 
This  goodly  roof  of  yours  is  too  low  built ; 
I  cannot  atasid  upright  in't  nor  discourse. 
Without  I  raise  it  higher:  raitH;  yourself; 
Or,  if  you  please  my  hand  to  help  you  :  so. 

Ant.  Ambition,  Madam,  is  a  great  man's  madness, 
That  is  not  kept  in  chains  and  close-pent  rooms. 
But  in  fair  lightsome  lodgings,  and  is  girt 
With  the  wild  noise  of  prattling  visitants. 
Which  makes  it  lunatick  twvonn  all  cure. 
Conceive  not  I'm  so  stupid,  \tut  I  aim 
Whereto  your  favors  tend  :  but  he's  a  fool 
That,  being  a  cold,  would  thrust  his  hands  in  the  fire 
To  warm  tiaem. 

Duck.  So,  now  the  ground's  broke, 
You  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
I  make  you  I^rd  of. 

Ant.  Oh  my  unworthiness  ! 

Du/ih.  You  were  ill  to  sell  yourself. 
This  darkening  of  your  worth  is  not  like  that 
Which  tradesmen  use  in  the  city ;  their  false  lights 
Are  to  rid  bad  wares  off;  and  I  must  tel!  you, 
If  you  will  know  where  breathes  a  complete  man, 
(1  speak  it  without  flattery),  turn  your  eyes, 
And  progress  through  yourself. 

Ant.  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  bell, 
I  should  be  honest :  I  have  long  serv'd  virtue. 
And  never  ta^ea  wages  of  her. — 
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Duck,  Now  she  pa^"8  it. — 
1'he  misery  of  us  that  ore  bom  great ! 
We  are  forced  to  woo,  betause  none  dare  woo  us  : 
And  a8  a  tyrant  doubles  witli  hifl  words, 
And  fearfully  equivocates  ;  so  we 
Are  forced  to  express  our  violent  passions 
In  riddles,  and  in  dreamx,  anti  leave  the  path 
Of  simple  virtue,  which  was  never  made 
To  seem  the  thing  it  '\»  not.     Gro«  go,  brag 
Yuu  have  left  uie  heartless  ;  mine  \»  in  yoxir  IxMom  ; 
I  hope  'twill  multiply  love  there  :  you  cfo  tremble : 
Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  piece  of  flesh, 
To  fear  more  tlian  to  love  mc ;  Sir,  Ik  confident. 
What  is  it  diHtractji  you  ?     TTiis  ih  flesh  and  blood.  Sir ; 
Tis  not  the  figure  cut  in  alabaster 
Kneels  at  my  husband's  tomb.     Awake,  awake,  man. 
I  do  here  put  of!"  all  vain  ceremony. 
And  only  do  appear  to  you  a  young  widow  : 
I  iwe  but  half  a  bhish  in't. 

Atii.  Ti'utli  speak  for  me  ; 
I  will  remain  the  coii»tant  sanctuary 
()f  your  go«>d  name. 

ihwh.  I  thank  you,  gentle  love; 
And  'cause  you  .shnll  not  come  to  me  in  debt 
(Being  now  my  Steward),  here  upon  your  lip« 
I  sign  your  quietus  est :  this  you  should  have  begg'd  now. 
I  have  seen  children  oft  eat  sweetmeats  thuB, 
As  fearful  to  devour  them  too  soon. 

Ant.  But,  for  your  brothers — 

Duck.  Do  not  think  of  them. 
All  discord,  without  this  circumference. 
Is  only  to  be  pitied,  and  not  fear*d  : 
Yet,  should  they  know  it,  time  will  easily 
Scatter  the  tempest. 

Ant  These  words  should  be  mine, 
And  all  the  parts  you  have  spoke ;  if  some  port  of  it 
Would  not  have  savour'd  flattery. 

{Cariola  coTtua  foruxx/rd.) 

Duch.  Kneel. 

Ant.  Hah; 

Duch.  Be  not  amazM  ;  this  woman's  of  my  council. 
I  have  heard  lawyeis  say,  ft  contract  in  a  chamber 
Per  verba  prce^nti  is  absolute  marriage  ; 
Bless,  heaven,  thiit  sacred  Gordian,  which  let  violence 
Ne%*er  untwine. 
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Ant.  And  may  our  sweet  affections,  like  the  spheres. 
Be  still  in  motiun. 

DvLC.k.  (Quickening,  and  make 
The  like  soft  miwic' 

Car.  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatness,  or  of  woman, 
lleigii  most  in  her,  I  know  not ;  but  it  sliows 
A  fearful  madneiw :  I  owe  her  much  of  pitv. 

[Act  i^  Sc.  l.»] 

Tkc  Biickesita  Tnarriage  with  Antonio  being  discovered,  her 
brot/itr  Ferdinand  shuts  her  up  in  a  Prison,  and  torments 
her  with  vai%ou8  trnals  of  studied  Chiuliy.  By  kis  com' 
rmvnd,  Bosola,  the  iTistrument  of  his  Devices,  shows  her  the 
bodies  of  iter  Husband  and  Chudren  eownterfeited  in  (ftwc, 
as  dead. 

Bos.  He  doth  pi'esent  you  this  »ad  spectacle, 
l*hat  uuw  yu*i  know  dtret^tly  they  are  dead. 
Hereafter  you  may  wisely  txtme  to  ffrieve 
For  that  which  cannot  be  recovered. 

Duck.  There  i»  not  between  heaven  and  earth  one  witih 
1  stay  for  after  thin :  it  wastes  me  more 
Than  were't  my  picture  fashion'd  out  of  wax, 
Stuck  with  a  nia^cal  needle,  and  then  buried 
In  some  foul  dunghill  ;  and  yond's  an  exi-ellent  property 
For  a  tyrant,  which  I  would  account  mercy. 

JSos.'Wliat'athal? 

Dmch.  If  they  would  bind  me  to  that  lifeless  trunk, 
And  let  me  freeze  to  death. 

Bos.  Come,  you  must  live.' 
I^avc  this  vain  soitow. 
Things  being  at  the  worst  begin  to  mend, 
l-he  Hec, 

When  he  liatb  shot  htH  sting  into  yuur  hand, 
May  then  play  with  your  eyelid. 

Duch.  Good  comfortable  fellow, 
Persuade  h  wrctch  that's  broke  upon  the  wheel 
To  have  all  hi»  Imneti  new  set ;  entreat  him  live 
To  be  executetl  Hgain,     Who  must  denpatch  mei' 
I  account  this  world  u  tedious  theatre. 
For  I  do  play  a  |)art  in't  'p;ainst  mv  will. 

Bos.  Come,  be  of  comfort ;  I  will  save  your  life. 

Duch.  Indeed  I  have  not  leisure  to  attend 
So  sniaU  u  business.* 
I  will  go  pray. — No :  I'li  go  curse. 


*rTwejtty-ooe  line*  omitted.] 
'[yiflc  luM  omittsd.] 


<[.V<Tw«irf  SfrUt.  ed.  J.  A.  Symonds,  1888.] 


174      SPECIMENS  OF  DRAMATIC  POETS 

Dob.  O  fie ! 

Duck.  I  could  curse  the  stars  1 

Bos.  O  fe&rful. 

Duoh.  And  those  three  smiling  seasons  of  the  year 
Into  a  llussiftii  winter :  nay,  the  world 
To  its  first  thaos.' 

Pla^uoK  (that  make  lanes  through  largest  families) 
Consume  them.* 
Let  them  like  tyrants 

Ne'er  be  rememner'ci  hut  for  the  ill  theVve  done ! 
Let  all  the  zealous  prayers  of  mortified 
Churchmen  forget  them. 

I*t  heaven  a  little  while  (.-ease  crowning  martyrs. 
To  pimish  them  :  go,  howl  them  this ;  and  say,  I  long  to  bleed 
It  is  some  mercy  when  men  kill  with  speed.  [Emi. 

FKKniNAND  enters. 

Ferd.  Excellent,  as  I  would  wish:  she's  plagued  in  art. 
Theae  pre'sentations  are  but  fram'd  in  wax, 
By  the  curious  master  in  that  quality 
Vmcentio  I^uriola,  and  she  takes  them 
For  true  substantial  bodies. 

Bos.  Why  do  you  do  this  ? 

Ferd.  To  brine  her  to  despair. 

Bob.  Faith,  end  here  ; 
And  go  no  further  in  your  cruelty. 
Send  her  a  penitential  garment  to  put  on 
Next  to  her  delicate  skin,  and  furnish  her 
With  beails  and  prayer-books. 

Ferd.  Damn  her  ;  that  body  of  lier's, 
\Vhile  that  my  blood  ran  pure  in't,  was  more  worth 
Than  that,  which  thou  wouldst  comfort,  call'd  a  soul. 
I'll  send  her  mujic|ues  of  common  courtezans. 
Have  her  meat  »<erved  U]>  hv  bawds  and  ruffians. 
And  ('cause  she'll  need  l>e  mad)  I  am  resolved 
To  remove  forth  the  common  hospital 
All  the  mad  folk,  and  place  them  near  her  lodging : 
TTiere  let  'em  practise  together,  wing,  and  dance. 
And  act  their  ganibob  to  the  full  o'  the  moon.  1 

[Act  iv.,  «c.  1.] 

She  M  kept  wakiii^  toiffe  rtoisea  of  Madmen^  and,  at  last,  is 
strangled  by  eominon  Executioners. 

DucHEaa.     Cariola. 
J}wik.  'WhaX  hideous  noise  was  that  ? 

'[Two  lines  onittei)     ■  'Her  brotbvt. 
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Ccer.  1l\%  the  wild  consort 
Of  inadmeii,  Lady  ;  which  voiir  tjTant  brother 
Hath  placed  about  your  longing  :  this  tyranny 
I  thiuk  was  never  practbj'd  till  this  hour. 

Duch.  Indeed  I  thank  him ;  nothing  but  noise  and  folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  riglit  wits,  whereas  reason 
And  Micncc  make  mc  tttark  mad  ;  »it  down, 
Discoui'sc  to  Die  some  dismal  tragedy. 

Car.  O,  'twill  increase  your  melancholy. 

Duch.  Thou  art  deceived. 
To  hear  of  greater  grief  would  lessen  mine. 
This  is  a  prvion  'f 

Car.  Ves  :  but  thou  shall  live 
To  uliake  this  durance  off. 

Duck.  Thou  art  a  fool. 
The  Robin-redbreast  and  the  Nightingale 
Never  live  long  in  cages. 

Car.  Pray,  dry  vour  eyes. 
What  think  you  of,  Madam  ? 

Dueh.  Of  nothing ; 
When  I  muse  thus,  1  sleep. 

Car.  Like  a  madman,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 

Duch.  Dost  thou  think  we  shall  know  one  another 
In  the  other  world  P 

Car.  Yea,  out  of  question. 

Duch,  O  that  it  were  possible  we  might 
Hut  hold  some  two  days'  conference  with  the  dead  I 
From  them  I  nhould  leai-n  w>mewhat  I  am  sure 
I  never  shall  knt)w  here.     I'll  tell  thee  a  miracle ; 
1  am  not  mad  yet,  to  mv  cause  of  sorrow, 
Th'  heaven  o'er  mv  head  iwema  maile  of  molten  brass. 
The  earth  of  flaming  sulphur,  yet  I  am  not  mad  ; 
I  am  acquainted  with  sad  misery, 
A*  the  tann'd  galley-slave  is  with  his  oar ; 
Necessity  makes  me  sufl'er  constantly. 
And  custom  makes  it  easy.     Who  do  I  look  like  now  ? 
""    Cur.  Like  to  your  picture  in  the  gallery : 
'"A  deal  of  life  in  show,  hut  none  in  practice : 
"Or  rather,  like  some  reverend  monument 
'' Whose  mins  are  even  pitied. 
'^    Dvuih.  Very  proper : 
.\nd  Fortune  seems  only  to  have  her  eyesight. 
To  behold  my  tragedy :  hov  now, 
What  noiae  is  that  ? 
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A  Servant  ejUere. 

Serv.  I  am  come  to  tell  vou. 
Your  brother  hnth  intenden  you  some  sport. 
A  great  physician  wheu  the  Pope  was  sick 
f >f  ft  deep  melancholv,  pre!«nten  him 
With  several  j<orts  ot  madmen,  which  wild  object 
(Beiug  full  of  change  and  sport)  forc'd  him  to  laugh. 
And  so  Ih*  impoathume  tiruKc :  the  aelfsame  cure 
The  duke  intends  on  you. 

Duck.  Let  them  come  in.' 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  2.] 

Here  follows  a  Dame  of  sunctry  eorU  of  MaAmen,  unik  mtmc 
atiswerahU  thereto :  after  wkick  Boaola  (lilce  an  old  Man) 
enters. 

Duck.  Is  he  uiad  tour' 

Bos.  I  am  como  to  make  thy  tomb. 

Duch.  Ha!  my  tomb? 
Thou  sj)cak*>it  an  if  I  lay  upon  my  deathbed. 
Gasping  for  breath  :  dost  thou  perceive  me  sick  ? 

Bo9.  Yes,  and  the  more  dangerovwly,  since  thy  Hickne»i  is  in- 
.sensible. 

Dneh.  Thou  art  not  ma*i  sure:  dost  know  rae? 

Boa.  Yes. 

Dnck.  Who  am  I  ? 

Bos.  Thou  art  a  box  of  wormaeed  ;  at  best  but  a  salvatory  of' 
green  mummy.  What's  this  flesh  ?  a  little  crudded  milk, 
fantastical  putl-paste.  Our  bodie:^  ai"e  weaker  than  tho!>e 
pa{>er-pnKons  boys  use  to  keep  flies  in,  more  contemptible; 
since  ouis  is  to  presene  earthwonuii.  Didst  thou  ever  «ee 
a  lark  in  a  cage  ?  Such  i*  the  soul  in  the  body :  this  world  is 
like  her  little  turf  of  gra.ss ;  and  the  heaven  o'er  our  heads, 
like  her  looking  glass,  only  gives  us  a  miserable  knowle*ige  of 
the  small  compass  of  onr  ])rison. 

Duck.  Am  not  I  thy  duchess.^ 

Bos.  Thua  art  some  great  woman  sure,  for  nut  begins  to  sit  ad  I 
thy  forehead  {claii  in  grey  hail's)  twenty  years  sooner  than  on 
a  men'V  milk-umitia.  'iliou  sleepest  worse,  than  if  a  mouse 
shoidd  be  fori'etl  to  take  up  her  lodging  in  a  cat's  ear:  a  little 
infant  that  bi-eeds  its  teeth,  should  it  lie  with  thee  would  cry 
out,  as  if  thou  wert  the  more  unquiet  bedfellow. 

Duett.  I  am  Duchess  of  Maify  still. 

Bq8.  That  makes  thy  sleeps  so  broken  : 

t  [About  Mw  pa^es  omitted.] 
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Glories,  like  glow-wormts  afar  ofT  shine  bright  ; 
But,  look'd  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  lights' 

Duch.  Thou  art  very  plain. 

Bob.  My  trade  is  to  flatter  the  dead,  not  the  living. 
T  am  a  tomb-maker. 

Duck.  And  thou  coniest  to  make  my  tomb  ? 

Bob.  Yes. 

Duck.  Let  me  be  a  little  merry. 
Of  what  Btuff"  will  tliou  make  it  ? 

Bo8.  Nay,  resolve  me  first ;  of  what  fashion  ? 

Duck.  Why,  do  we  grow  fantaatical  in  our  de&th  bed  ? 
Do  we  aflect  fashion  in  the  grave  ? 

Bos.  Most  ambitiously.  Princes'  ima^,^  on  their  tombs  do  not 
He  as  they  were  wont,  seeming  to  pray  up  to  heaven ;  but 
with  their  hands  under  their  checks  (as  if  they  died  of  the 
tooth-ache) :  they  are  not  carved  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  stars ;  but,  aa  their  minds  were  wholly  Wnt  upon  the 
world,  the  selfsame  way  they  seem  to  turn  their  faces. 

Duck.  Let  me  know  fully  tlierefore  the  effect 
Of  this  thy  dismal  prejiaration. 
This  talk,  fit  for  a  chamel. 

Bos.  Sow  I  shall. 

{A  coffin^  eorda^  and  a  bell^  produced.) 
Here  ia  a  present  from  your  princely  brothers; 
And  may  it  arrive  welcome,  tor  it  brings 
Last  benefit,  last  sorrow. 

Duck.  Let  me  see  it. 
I  have  so  much  obedience  in  my  blood, 
I  wish  it  in  their  veins  to  do  them  good. 

Bos.  This  is  your  last  presence  chamber.  *' 

Car.  O  my  sweet  lady. 

Duck.  Peace,  it  aflrights  not  me. 

Bos.  I  am  the  common  belUman, 
That  usually  is  sent  to  condemn'd  persons 
The  night  before  they  suffer. 

Duck.  Even  now  thou  saidst, 
Thou  wast  a  tomb-maker. 

So8.  Twas  to  bring  you 
By  degrees  to  mortification  :     Listen. 

Dirge. 

Hark,  now  everything  is  still ; 
This  screech-owl,  ann  the  whistler  shrill* 
Call  upon  our  dame  aloud, 
And  bid  her  quickly  don  her  shroud. 
VOL.  IV. — 1'2 
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Much  you  had  of  land  aud  rent ; 

Your  length  iu  clay's  now  competent. 

A  long  war  Histurb'd  your  mind  ; 

Hero  your  perfect  peace  is  sign'd. 

Of  whkt  is't  fools  nutkc  such  vaiu  keeping  ? 

Sin,  their  conceptiun  ;  their  birth,  weeping  : 

Their  life,  a  general  mist  of  error  ; 

Their  death,  a  hideous  storm  of  terror. 

Strew  youi-  hair  with  powders  sweet, 

Don  clean  linen^  bathe  your  feet : 

Aud  (the  foul  fiend  more  to  check) 

A  crucifix  let  blcsn  your  neck. 

*Ti»  now  full  tide  'tween  night  and  day : 

End  your  groan,  and  come  away. 

Car.  Hence,  \-illain.s  tyrants,  murderers :  alas  ! 
What  will  vou  do  with  ray  lady  ?     Call  for  help. 

Duch.  To  whom ;  to  our  next  neighbouni  ?    fhey  are  mad  folks 
Farewell,  Caiiola.' 

1  pray  thee  look  thou  givefit  luy  little  Iwy 
Some  syrup  for  his  cold  ;  and  let  the  girl 
Say  her  pray'ra  ere  she  Rieep. — Now  w-hat  you  please ; 
mat  death  I* 

Bos.  Strangling.     Here  ore  your  executioners. 

DxLch.  I  forgive  them. 
Ilie  apoplexy,  catarrh,  ur  cough  o'  the  lungs, 
Would  do  OH  much  as  they  do. 

Bos.  Doth  not  death  fright  you  ? 

Diich.  Who  would  be  afraid'  on't. 
Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 
In  th*  other  world  ? 

Bob.  Yet  mcthinks, 
The  manner  of  your  death  should  much  afflict  you  ; 
This  cord  should  terrify  you. 

Duch.  Not  a  whit. 
What  would  it  pleasure  mc  to  have  my  throat  cut 
With  diamonds  ?  or  to  be  smothered 
With  cassia?  or  to  be  shot  to  death  with  pearls  ? 
I  know,  death  hath  ten  thousand  several  aooi-s 
For  men  to  take  their  exit^  :  and  'tis  found 
They  go  on  such  strange  geometrical  hinges. 
You  may  open  them  both  ways  ;  any  way  :  {for  heav'n  sake) 
So  I  were  out  of  your  whi.spering  :  tell  my  brothel's, 
That  I  pereeive,  death  (now  I'm  well  awaJte) 
Best  gift  is,  they  can  give  or  I  can  take. 

*  [Pour  lines  omitted.] 
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I  would  fain  put  ofTtny  laiit  woman'ff  fault; 

IM  not  be  teaious  to  you.' 

Pull,  and  pull  strongly,  for  your  able  «ti*eugth 

Must  pull  down  heaven  upon  me. 

Vet  stay,  heaven  gates  are  not  so  highly  arc^'d 

An  (irinces*  palaces  ;  they  that  enter  there 

Must  eo  upon  their  knees.     Come,  violent  deatli, 

Serve  for  Maiidragora  tu  make  nie  sleep. 

Go  tell  my  brothers  ;  when  I  am  laid  out, 

They  then  may  feed  in  quiet.' 

(Tfiey  stranffle  her,  kneelinrj.) 

Pbkdin'and  enters. 

Ferd.  Is  she  dead  'f 

Bos.  She  is  what  you  would  have  her.' 
f^x  vour  eve  here. 

F^erd.  Conr-tantly. 

Bo9.  Do  you  not  weep  ? 
Utber  sins  only  speak  ;  murder  Nhnebi  out. 
'ITie  element  of  water  moiHtena  the  earth, 
But  blood  flies  upwards  and  bedews  the  heavens. 

Ferd.  Cover  her  face :  mine  eyes  daxzle :  slie  died  young. 

Bos.  I  think  not  »o:  her  infelicity 
Seem'd  to  have  years  too  many. 

Ferd.  She  and  I  were  twins  : 
And  !«hould  I  die  this  instant*  1  had  lived 
Her  time  to  a  minute.^ 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  a.] 
Single  Life. 

U  fie  upon  this  single  life !  forego  it. 

We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  flight* 

'[Fow  line*  omttted.]  '[Twentyntne  line*  omitted.l  "(Three  line*.] 

^  AQ  the  leverid  parts  of  the  dreadful  appatatut  with  which  the  Uucheu'i  death  Li 
ttsheied  in,  are  not  more  remote  Crom  the  conceptions  of  ordinary  vengeance,  than 
the  atrangc  character  of  Butfehng  which  Ibey  seem  to  bring  upon  their  viciims  is 
b^rond  the  ima^fination  of  ordinary  poets.  As  Ihey  arc  not  like  inflictions  of  this 
lift,  BO  he>  laii^H);c  x^rms  not  of  this  world.  She  has  lived  among  horrots  till  she 
!■  become  '■  native  "and  endowed  unto  that  element"  She  upeaka  the  dialect  of  de- 
spair, her  tongue  hab  a  smatch  of  Tartarus  and  the  »oulsinbale. — \^'hat  are"Lulce*B 
iron  crown,"  the  brazen  bull  of  Perillus,  Procrustes'  bed,  to  the  waxen  images 
which  counterfeit  death,  to  the  wild  masque  of  madmen,  the  tomb-maker,  the  b«)l- 
man.  the  living  person's  dirge,  the  mollification  by  degrees.'  To  move  a  horror 
skilfully,  to  touch  a  Mtul  to  the  <iuick,  to  lay  upon  fear  aa  much  ant  it  can  hear,  to 
wean  and  weary  a  life  till  it  it  ready  to  drop,  and  then  step  in  «ith  mortal  instru- 
ments to  take  its  last  forfeit — this  only  a  Webster  can  do,  Writeia  of  an  inferior 
genius  may  "  upon  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate."  but  they  cannot  do  this. 
They  mittake  quantity  for  quality,  they  "terrify  bahe»  with  pamted  devils,"  but 
they  know  not  how  a  soul  U  capable  of  being  moved;  their  terrors  want  dignity, 
their  aJb'ightmenu  are  without  decorum. 
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Became  a  fniitlera  bay-tree :  S3iTinx  tum'd 

To  the  ptJe  empty  reed  :  Anaxarate 

Was  frozen  into  marble :  vhereas  those 

Which  married,  or  prov'd  kind  unto  their  friends. 

Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  trans-sha])'d 

Into  the  olive,  pomgranate,  mulberry  ; 

Becaute  flowers,  precious  stones,  or  eminent  stars. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  «.] 

Fable. 

Upon  a  time,  Reputation,  Lo\-e,  and  Death, 
Would  travel  o'er  the  world  :  and  'twa-i  concluded 
That  they  should  part,  and  take  three  several  ways. 
Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great  battles, 
Or  cities  plagued  with  plagues  :  Love  gives  them  counsel 
Tu  inquire  for  Him  'mongi^t  unambitious  shepherds, 
Where  dowries  were  not  talk'd  of;  and  sometimes, 
*Mongbt  quiet  kindred  that  had  nothing  left 
By  their  dead  |iarents  :  litay,  quoth  Reputation  ; 
Do  not  forsake  me,  for  it  is  my  nature, 
If  once  I  part  from  any  man  I  meet, 
I  am  never  found  again. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  2.] 

Another. 

A  Salmon,  as  she  swam  unto  the  sea. 

Met  with  A  Dog-fitth  ;  who  encounters  her 

With  his  rough  language :  why  art  thou  so  bold 

To  mix  thyself  with  our  high  state  of  floods  ? 

Being  no  eminent  courtier,  but  one 

That  for  the  calm&tft  and  fresh  time  of  the  year 

Doat  live  in  shallow  rivers,  rank'st  thyself 

With  silly  Smelts  and  Shrimps  : — and  darest  thou 

Pass  by  our  Dog-ship  without  reverence .' 

O  (quoth  the  Salmon)  siRter,  be  at  peace  ; 

Thank  .Jupiter  we  both  have  pa»ised  the  net. 

Our  value  never  can  be  truly  known. 

Till  in  the  fisher's  basket  we  be  shown  : 

In  the  market  then  my  price  may  be  the  higher  ; 

Even  when  I  am  nearest  to  the  cook  and  (ire. 

So  to  great  men  the  moral  may  be  stretched  : 

Men  oft  are  valued  high  when  they  are  roost  wretched. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc  5.] 
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THE  WHITE  DEVII.;  OR,  VITTORIA  COROMBONA.  A 
LADY  OF  VENICE.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUliLI.SHED 
AND  ACTED   1612J.     BY   JOHN    WEBSTER' 

The  arratgnment  of  Vittoria. — Paulo  Giordano  Ur«int,  Duke 
of  Brachiano,  for  the  love  of  Vittoria  Corombona,  a 
Venetian  Lady,  and  at  her  sugyestion,  causes  her  Husband 
Camilto  to  be  murdered.  Suspicion  falls  luwm  Vittoria^ 
who  is  tried  at  Rom^,  on  a  double  Charge  of  Murder  and 
Incontinence,  in  the  presence  of  Cardinal  Monticelso^ 
Cousin  to  the  deceased  CamUlo ;  Prandseo  de  Medids, 
Brother-in-Law  to  Brachiano ;  the  Jmbassadors  of  France, 
Spain,  England,  etc  As  the  arraignment  is  beginning^ 
the  Duke  confidently  enters  the  Court. 

Hon.  Forbear,  my  Lord,  here  ia  no  place  assi^'d  you  : 
ThSs  biisiDess,  by  bis  holiness,  is  left 
To  our  examination. 


I 
I 


>  The  Author't  Dedicmtiofl  to  thit  Play  \%  to  modesi,  yet  bo  conscious  of  (lelf-meril 
witlu],  he  ipeaks  h  finnkty  of  the  deserving  of  othcn.  and  by  implication  insinu- 
ates hiKOwn  dcNerts  M>  ingenunuflly,  that  I  cannal  forbear  inserting  it,  as  a  speclnien 
bow  a  man  may  praiie  himself  grxccfully  and  commend  others  without  suspicion  of 
envy, 

"  To  the  Reader. 

"  In  publishing  this  Tragedy,  I  do  but  challenge  to  myulf  that  liberty  which 
other  men  have  taken  before  me;  not  that  I  alTcct  ptaisc  by  it,  for  not  htrc  not-imuj 
<s»  nihil .-  only  since  it  was  acted  in  [eo  dull  a  time  of  winter,  prcMBted  in]  so  open 
and  black  a  theatre,  that  it  wanted  (that  which  is  the  only  grace  and  setting-out  of 
a  tragedy)  a  full  and  understanding  auditory ;  and  that,  since  that  time,  I  have  noted, 
most  of  the  people  that  come  to  that  play-houu!  resemble  thoM  ignorant  aaseo  (who, 
visiting  siaiioncri*  shops,  thett  use  is  not  to  inquire  foi  good  books,  but  new  books), 
I  present  it  to  the  general  view  with  this  confidence, 

JV<c  rhoHchos  nutius  malignorum 
Ntc  Mctimbris  tuniccu  Jabtj  moUstas. 

If  It  be  objected  this  is  no  true  dramatic  poem,  I  shall  eAsilv  confeu  it,  mow  fiotti  m 
nugaa  dietrt  plura  m*as,  ipst  tgo  quam  dixi  :  willingly,  and  not  ignortintly,  have  I 
Suited.  For  should  a  man  present,  to  such  an  auditory,  the  most  sententioui 
tragedy  that  ever  was  written,  observing  all  the  critical  faws,  as  height  of  style, 
and  gravity  of  person,  inrich  it  with  the  sententious  chorus,  and,  ac  it  were,  enliven 
death,  in  the  pauionaie  and  weighty  Nuntius  ;  yet  After  all  this  divine  rapture,  O 
dura  mttiorum  Uta.  the  breath  that  comes  from  the  uncapabic  multitude  is  able  to 
poison  it ;  and  ere  it  be  acted,  let  the  author  resolve  to  fix  to  every  aceiie  this  of 
Horace: 

H<r{  hodie  poreit  eomtdtnda  rtUmjufi. 

"  To  those  who  report  1  was  a  long  time  in  finishing  this  Tragedy,  I  confess,  I 
do  not  write  with  a  gooftc-quill  wing'd  with  two  feathers ;  and  if  tney  will  needs 
make  it  my  fault,  1  must  answer  them  with  that  of  Euripides  to  Alcciit>dc.>,  u  tragic 
writer  ;  Alccstides  objecting  that  Euripides  had  only,  in  three  daj-a,  compoi^ed  three 
veracSf  wbereu  hioudf  had  written  three  hundred  ;  Thou  tell'at  trutli  (quoth  he)  ; 
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Bra.  Mav  it  thriTe  with  yoa ! 

Fra.  A  chair  there  for  hw  lordship. 

{Lays  a  rich  gown  UTwier  kvm.) 

Bra.  Forbear  vour  kindness ;  an  unbidden  guest 
ShouIH  t^a^^l  as  Dutch  women  go  to  churchf 
Bear  their  stool  with  them. 

Mon.  At  your  pleasure.  Sir. 
Stand  to  the  table,  gentlewoman. — Now,  Signior^ 
Fall  to  Tour  ptea. 

Lawyer.  Domine  judex^  eonverte  oeitloa  in  kanc  pesiefn 
mtUierum  corrnptissi'nuvm. 

VU.  Wliat's  be  > 

Fra.  A  lawyer,  that  pleadtt  against  you. 

ViL  Pray,  my  lord,  let  him  speak  hi-t  tuual  tongue ; 
ni  make  no  aa^twer  else. 

Fra.  Why,  you  understand  Latin. 

V'it,  I  do.  sir,  but  amongst  this  auditory 
Which  come  to  hear  my  cause,  the  half  or  more 
May  be  ignorant  in't. 

Mon.  Go  on,  sir. 

Vit.  By  your  fa\-our, 
I  will  not  have  my  accusation  clouded 
In  a  strange  tongue :  all  this  ussemblv 
Shall  heal*  what  you  can  charge  me  with. 

Fra.  Signior, 
Vou  need  not  stand  on't  much ;  I>ray,  change  your  language. 

^fon.  O,  for  God's  sake!  gentlewoman,  your  credit 
Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 

Law.   WpII  then,  have  at  vou. 

Vii.  I  am  the  mark,  Sii-,  iMl  give  aim  to  you, 
And  tell  you  how  near  you  shoot. 

Law.  Most  literated  judges,  please  your  lordships 
So  to  i-onnix-e  vour  judgments  to  the  \'iew 
Of  this  debaucli'd  and  diversivolent  woman  ; 
Who  such  a  concatenation 
Of  miftchief  hath  effected,  that  to  extirp 

hut  heic's  the  ditTerence :  thine  shalb  only  be  teiil  for  three  days,  whereas  mine  sfitfT 
continue  three  agei). 

"  Detraction  is  the  sworn  friend  to  ignoiance  :  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  ever 
truly  cherifth'd  my  good  opinion  ot  other  men's  worthy  laboun,  especially  of  tbit 
full  and  heighten'd  Htile  of  Ma&ter  Chapman,  the  labour'd  and  understanding  works 
of  Mister  Joiison,  the  no  less  worthy  composures  of  the  both  worthily  excellent 
MftKicTT  braumont  and  Master  Fletcher:  and  lastly  (without  wrong  iaftt  to  be 
named),  the  right  happy  and  copious  inctuitiry  of  Master  ^akipearc.  Master 
Decker,  and  Master  Ileywood,  wishing  what  I  write  maybe  read  by  their  light; 
protenting  that,  in  the  strength  of  mine  own  Judgment,  I  hnow  them  to  worthy, 
that  iho'  I  re«t  eilent  in  my  own  work,  yet  to  most  of  theirs,  I  dare  {without 
Aattery)  fix  that  of  Martial :  non  norunt  kac  monHm<'ita  mori," 
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'Hie  memory  of  it,  miwt  be  the  consumnifttion 
Of  her,  and  her  projections. 

Vit.  Whftt'sall  this? 

Law.  Hold  your  peace  I 
Exorbitant  sins  must  have  exulceration. 

Vit.  Surely,  my  Lord»,  this  lawyer  hath  swallow'd 
Some  apothecaritai'  bills  or  proctamations  ; 
And  now  the  hard  and  imdigestible  words 
Come  up  hke  stones  we  use  give  hawkn  for  physic. 
Why,  this  L-^  Welch  to  Latin. 

Law.  My  lords,  the  woman 
Knows  not  her  tropes,'  nor  is  perfect 
In  the  academic  derivation 
Of  grammatical  elocution. 

Fra.  Sir,  your  pain^ 
Shall  be  well  spared,  and  your  deep  elotjuenoe 
Be  worthily  applauded  among  those 
Which  un(ierHtand  vou. 

Law.  My  good  Lord, 

Fra.  Sir, 
Put  up  your  papers  in  your  fustian  hag ; 

{Francisco  speaks  this  aa  in  worn.) 
Cry  mercy.  Sir,  'tis  buckram,  and  accept 
My  notion  of  your  leam'd  verbosity. 

Law.  I  most  graduatically  thank  your  lordship; 
I  shall  have  use  for  them  elsewhere. 

Man.  (to  VitioT^).  I  shall  he  plainer  with  you,  and  paint  out 
Your  follies  in  more  natural  red  and  white, 
Than  that  upon  your  cheek. 

Vit.  O,  you  mutakc. 
You  raise  a  blood  aa  noble  in  this  cheek 
As  ever  waa  your  mother's. 

Mon.  I  must  spare  you,  till  proof  cry  whore  to  that. 
Obsenre  this  creature  here,  my  nonouHd  Lords, 
A  woman  of  a  mofnt  prodigious  spirit. 

Vit.  My  honourable  Lord, 
It  doth  not  suit  a  reverend  Cardinal 
To  play  the  Lawyer  thus. 

^071.  Ob,  your  trade  instructs  your  language. 
You  see,  my  Lords,  what  goodly  fruit  she  seems. 
Yet  Hke  those  apples  travellers  report 
To  grow  where  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  stood, 
[  will  but  touch  her,  and  vou  straight  shall  see 
She'll  fall  to  soot  and  ashes. 

'  ("  Nor  figures  "  omitted.) 
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Vit.  Your  invenoni'd  apothecarr  should  do't. 

Mon.  I  am  resolved, 
Were  there  a  second  paradise  to  lose, 
Thw  de\-il  would  betmy  it, 

Vit.  O  poor  charity, 
Thou  art  seldom  found  in  scarlet. 

Mon.  Who  know.1  not  how,  when  several  night  hy  night 
Her  gates  were  choakt  with  coacheti,  and  her  rooms 
Outbrav'd  the  stars  with  several  kinds  of  lights  ; 
When  she  did  counterfeit  a  Prince's  court 
In  musick,  banqueki,  and  most  riotous  surfeits ; 
This  whore  forsooth  was  holy. 

Vit.  Hal  whorc?  what's  that? 

Mon.  Shall  I  expound  whore  to  you?  sure  I  shall, 
ril  give  their  perfect  character.     They  are  first* 
Sweetmeats  which  rot  the  eater  :  in  man's  nostrils 
Poison'd  perfumes.     They  are  cozening  alchymy  ; 
Shipwrecks  in  calmest  weather.     What  are  whores  ? 
Cold  Russian  winters,  that  appear  so  barren, 
As  if  that  nature  had  forgot  the  spring. 
They  are  the  true  material  fire  of  nell. 
Worse  than  those  tributes  i'  th'  low  countries  paid. 
Exactions  upon  meat,  drink,  garments,  sleep  ; 
Ay,  even  on  man's  perdition,  his  sin. 
They  are  those  brittle  evidences  of  law, 
Whi'ch  forfeit  all  a  wretched  man's  estate 
For  leannc  out  one  syllable.     W  hat  are  whores  ? 
lliey  are  those  flattering  bells  have  all  one  tunc. 
At  weddings  and  at  funerals.     Your  rich  whores 
Are  only  treasuries  by  extortion  fill'd. 
And  empt>*'d  by  curs  d  riot.     They  are  worse, 
Worse  than  dead  bodies,  which  are  begg'd  at  th'  gallows 
And  wrought  upon  by  surgeons,  to  teacn  man 
Wherein  he  is  imperfect.     What's  a  whore? 
She's  like  the  gilt  counterfeited  coin. 
Which,  whosoe'er  first  stamps  it,  brings  in  trouble 
All  that  receive  it. 

Vii.  This  character  *scapes  me. 

Mon.  You,  gentiewonian  f" 
Take  from  all  beasts  and  from  all  minerals 
Their  deadly  poison  — 

Vit.  Well,  what  then? 

Mon.  I'll  tell  thee; 
I'll  find  in  thee  an  apothecary's  shop. 
To  sample  them  all. 
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Fr.  Errib.  She  hath  lived  iU. 

En.  Emb.  True^  but  the  Cardinal's  too  bitter. 

Mon.  You  know  what  whore  is.     Next  the  devil  adult'ry, 
Enters  the  de\'il  murder. 

Fra.  Your  unhappy  husband 
Is  dead. 

Vit.  O,  he's  a  happy  husband. 
Now  he  owes  Nature  nothing. 

Fra.  And  by  a  vaulting  engine. 

Mon.  An  active  plot ; 
He  junipt  into  his  grave. 

Fra.  What  a  prodigy  was't. 
That  from  some  two  yards  high,  a  slender  man 
Should  break  his  neck  .'' 

Mtm.  V  th'  rushes ! 

Fra.  And  what's  more. 
Upon  the  instant  lose  all  use  of  speedi, 
All  vital  motion,  like  a  man  had  lain 
Wound  up  three  days.     Now  mark  each  circumstance. 

Mon.  And  look  upon  this  creature  was  his  wife. 
She  conies  not  like  a  widow :  she  comes  arm'd 
With  scurn  and  impudence:  is  thi^  a  niouming-habit ? 

Vii.  Had  I  foreknown  his  death  as  you  suggest, 
I  would  have  bespoke  my  mourning. 

Mon.  O,  you  are  cunning ! 

Vit.  You  shame  your  wit  and  judgment, 
To  call  it  so ;  what,  is  my  just  defence 
By  him  that  is  my  judge  raird  impudence  ? 
Let  me  appeal  then  from  this  christian  court 
To  the  uncivil  Tartar. 

Mon.  See,  my  lords. 
She  scandals  our  nroceetlings. 

Vit.  Humbly  thus. 
Thus  low,  to  the  most  worthy  and  respected 
Leiger  ambassadors,  my  modesty 
And  womanhood  I  tender ;  but  withal, 
So  entangled  in  a  cursed  accusation. 
That  my  defence,  of  force,  like  Pereeus,' 
Must  personate  masculine  virtue.     To  the  point. 
Find  me  but  guilty,  sever  head  fi-oni  body, 
We'll  part  good  friends :  I  .scorn  to  hold  my  life 
At  yours,  nr  any  man's  entreaty,  Sir. 

En.  Emb.  She  hath  a  brave  spirit. 


\Q& 


^{Mitlotd  suggests  "  Portia's."] 
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M<m.  Well,  welJ,  such  counterfeit  jeweb 
Make  true  ones  oft  suspected. 

Vit.  You  are  deceived ; 
For  know,  that  all  your  strict  combined  headtt, 
Which  strike  against  this  mine  of  diamonds 
Shall  prove  but  glassen  hammers,  they  shall  break. 
These  are  but  feigned  shadows  of  my  evils. 
Terrify  babes  my  Lord,  with  painted  deviU ; 
I  am  past  such  needless  palsy.     For  your  names 
Of  whore  and  munleress,  they  proceed  from  you. 
As  if  a  man  ?thould  spit  against  the  wind  ; 
The  filth  returns  in's  face. 

Mon.  Prav  you,  mMtre>«,  Hatisfy  me  one  question : 
Who  lodg'd  ^leneath  ynur  nmf  that  fatal  night 
Your  husband  brake  his  neck  ? 

Bra.  'IhaX  question 
Inforceth  me  break  silence ;  I  WM  there. 

Mon.  Your  business? 

Bra.  Why,  I  came  to  comfort  her. 
And  take  some  course  for  settling  her  estate, 
Becau.se  I  heard  her  huRhand  was  in  debt 
To  you,  my  Lord. 

Jaon.  He  was. 

Bra.  And  'twas  strangely  fear'd 
That  you  would  cozen  her. 

Mon.  Who  made  you  ovenwer.' 

Bra.  Why,  my  charity,  mv  charity,  which  fthould  flow 
From  every  generous  and  noble  spirit, 
To  orphans  and  to  widows. 

Mon.  Your  lust. 

Bra.  Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudest !  sirrah,  priest, 

I'll  talk  with  you  hereafter. Do  you  hear  Y 

llie  sword  you  frame  of  such  an  excellent  temper 
ril  sheath  in  your  own  bowels. 
There  are  a  number  of  thy  coat  resemble 
Your  common  [Kwt-boys. 

Mon.  Ila! 

Bra.  Your  mercenaiT  post-boys. 
Your  letters  carry  truth,  but  'tis  your  guise 
To  fill  your  mouths  with  gross  and  impudent  lies. 

Servant.  My  Lord,  your  gown. 

Bra.  Tliou  liest,  'twas  my  stool. 
Bestow't  upon  thy  muster,  that  will  challenge 
'["he  rest  o'  th'  household  stuff,  for  Rrachiano 
Was  ne'er  so  tieggarly  to  take  a  stool 


.^    **    l«T 
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Out  of  anuther^s  lodging :  let  him  make 
Valance  for  his  bed  on't,  or  demy  foot-cloth 

For  bis   most  reverend  moile.      Monticelso,   nemo  me  vrnpuiie 
lacessit.  [Exit  Brachiano. 

Mon.  Your  cbamj)ion*»t  gone. 

Vit.  The  wolf  inay  prey  the  better. 

Fra.  My  Lord,  there's  great  suspicion  of  the  murder, 
But  no  sound  proof  who  did  it.     For  my  part, 
I  do  not  think  she  hath  a  bouI  m>  black 
To  act  a  deed  tw  bloody :  if  she  have. 
As  in  cold  countries  husband-men  plant  vines, 
And  with  warm  blood  manure  them,  even  .so 
One  summer  she  will  bear  un>avour\'  fruit. 
And  e'er  next  spring  witlier  botli  branch  and  root. 
The  act  of  blood  let  jwss,  only  descend 
To  matter  of  incontinence. 

Vii.  1  discern  poison 
Under  your  gilded  \n\h. 

Mon.  Now  the  Duke's  gone  I  will  produce  a  letter. 
Wherein  'twas  plotted,  he  and  you  shall  meet, 
At  an  a^wtheouys  summer-house, 
Down  by  the  river  Tiber.     View't,  my  Lords : 
WTiere  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  la.tciviou8  banquet. — \  pray  read  il.^ 
I  shame  to  speak  the  rest. 

VU.  Grant  1  was  tempted  ; 
TemptAtton  proves  not  tne  act : 
Casta  est  oitam  nemo  rogavxt. 
You  read  his  hot  love  to  me,  but  you  want 
My  frosty  answer. 

Mon.  Fnwt  i'  the  dog-davR  !  strange  ! 

Vit.  Condemn  yon  me  for  that  the  Duke  did  love  me  ? 
So  may  you  blame  some  fair  and  clirystal  river 
For  tKat  some  melancholic  diKtracteff  man 
Hath  droMTi'd  himself  in't. 

Mon.  Truly  drown'd,  indeed. 

Vit.  Sum  up  my  faults,  I  pray,  and  you  shall  find, 
That  beauty  and  gay  clothes,  a  merry  heart, 
And  a  good  stomach  to  feast,  are  all. 
All  the  poor  crimes  that  you  can  chaige  me  with. 
In  faith,  my  T..ord,  you  might  go  pistol  flies, 
The  sport  would  be  more  noble. 

Mon.  Very  good. 

Vit.  But  take  you  your  course  ;    it  »eenLs  you've  b^g'd  me  fint, 
And  now  would  ^ain  undo  me.     I  have  houses, 
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Jewels,  and  a  poor  remnant  <^  crusadoes ; 
Would  these  would  make  you  charitable. 

Mon.  If  the  devil 
Did  ever  take  good  dume,  behold  his  picture. 

VU.  You  have  one  vulue  left. 
You  will  not  flatter  me. 

Fra.  Who  brought  this  letter? 

Vit  I  am  not  oompell'd  to  tell  you. 

Mon.  My  Lord  Duke  sent  to  you  a  thousand  ducats, 
The  twelfth  of  August. 

Vit.  Twaa  to  keep  your  cousin  ^ 
fVom  prison,  I  paid  use  for't. 

Mon.  I  rather  think, 
Twas  interest  for  his  lust. 

Vit  Who  says  so  but  yourself  ?  if  you  be  my  accuser. 
Fray  cease  to  be  my  judge :  come  &om  the  bowh, 
Give  in  your  evidence  against  me,  and  let  these 
Be  moderators.     My  Lord  Cardinal, 
Were  your  intelligencing  ears  as  loving, 
As  to  my  thoughts,  had  you  an  honest  tongue, 
I  would  not  care  though  you  proclaimed  them  all. 

Mon.  Gro  to^  go  to. 
After  your  goodly  and  vain-glorious  banquet, 
1*11  give  you  a  choak-pear. 

Kii.  Of  your  own  grafting  ? 

Mon.  You  were  bom  in  Venice,  honorably  deeoended 
From  the  Vittelli ;  'twas  my  cousin's  fate, 
111  may  I  name  the  hoiu*,  to  marry  you ; 
He  bought  you  of  your  father. 

Fit.  Ha! 

Mon.  He  spent  there  in  six  months 
Twelve  thousand  ducats,  and  (to  my  knowledge) 
Received  in  dowry  with  you  not  one  Julio. 
Tvraa  a  hard  pennyworth^  tite  ware  being  so  light, 
I  yet  but  draw  the  curtain,  now  to  your  picture  : 
You  came  from  thence  a  most  notorious  staumpet. 
And  so  you  have  ccmtinued. 

Vit  My  Lord  I 

Mon.  Nay,  hear  me. 
You  shall  have  time  to  prate.     My  Lord  Bradiiano-^ — 
Alas !  I  make  but  repetition. 
Of  what  is  ordinary  and  Ryalto  talk. 
And  ballated,  and  would  lie  plaid  o'  th'  stage 

*  Hei  huiband  CtmiUo,  who  wu  coiuin  to  Moatiodta 
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But  that  vice  m&ny  times  finds  such  loud  friends^ 

ITaat  preachers  are  charm'd  silent.* 

Your  public  fault, 

Jo^Ti'd  to  th'  condition  of  the  present  time. 

Takes  from  you  all  the  fruits  of  noble  pity, 

Sucb  a  corrupted  trial  have  you  made 

Both  of  your  life  and  beauty,  and  been  tttyPd 

No  less  an  ominous  fate,  than  blazing  stars 

To  Princes.     Hear  your  sentence  ;  you  are  coufin'd 

Unto  a  house  of  converts.' 

Vii,  A  house  of  converts !  what's  that  'f 

Mon.  A  house  of  penitent  whores. 

Vit.  Do  the  Nubleinen  in  Rome 
Erect  it  for  their  wives,  that  I  am  sent 
To  lodge  there  ? 

Fra.  You  must  have  patience. 

Vii.  I  must  first  have  vengeance. 
I  fain  would  know  if  you  have  your  salvation 
By  patent,  that  you  proceed  thus. 

MoTi.  Away  with  her. 
Take  her  hence. 

Vit.  A  rape  !  a  rape  ! 

Mon.  How? 

Vit.  Yes,  you  have  ravish'd  justice ; 
Forc'd  her  to  do  your  pleasure. 

Motl.  Fie^  she*»  niacl ! 

Vit.  Die  with  those  pills  in  your  most  cursed  maw, 
Should  bring  you  health  !  or  while  you  sit  o'  the  bench. 
Let  your  own  spittle  choak  you  1 

Mon.  She's  tum'd  fury. 

Vit,  That  the  la<it  day  of  judgment  may  so  fiiid  you, 
iVnd  leave  you  the  same  Devil  you  were  before  ! 
Instruct  nie  some  good  horse>leech  to  speak  treason, 
For  since  you  c&nnot  take  my  life  for  oeeti-s 
Take  it  for  words  :  O  woman's  poor  revenge. 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  tongue.     1  will  not  weep. 
No ;  I  do  Bcom  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 
To  fawn  on  your  injustice  :  bear  me  hence 
Unto  this  house  of what's  your  mitigating  title  ? 

Mon.  Of  converts. 

Vit.  It  shall  not  be  a  house  of  converts ; 
My  mind  shall  make  it  honester  to  me 
Than  the  Pope's  palace,  and  more  [peaceable 
Than  thy  soul,  though  thou  art  a  Cardinal. 


'  [Six  linn  omitted.] 


■[Thie«  lines  otnined.] 
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Know  thin,  and  let  it  somewhat  raise  your  spight, 
Through  Harknesw  diamonds  Rpread  their  richest  light.' 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  l."] 

Marcello  and  Flam,ineo^  Sons  to  Oomelia^  haviruf  quarrelled ; 
Flamineo  slays  his  Brotfier  Marcello^  tkeir  Mot/ur  being 
present. 

COBKELIA.  MaHCKLLO. 

Cor.  I  hear  a  whiBperiiig  all  ahoui  the  court, 
You  are  to  fight :  who  is  your  opposite  ? 
What  is  the  quarrel  ? 

I^ar.  *T\s  ail  idle  rumour. 

Cor.  Will  you  dissemble .''  sure  you  do  not  well 
To  fright  me  thus :  you  never  look  thus  pale. 
But  when  you  are  most  angry.     I  do  charge  you, 
Upon  niy  messing ;  nay,  I'll  call  the  Duke, 
And  he  nhall  school  you. 

Mar.  Publish  not  a  fear. 
Which  would  convert  to  laughter :  'tis  not  »o. 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's  ? 

Cor.  Yes. 

Mar.  I  have  heard  you  say,  giving  my  brother  suck. 
He  took  the  crucifix  (wtween  his  hands, 
And  broke  a  limb  off. 

Cor.  Yes  ;  but  *tis  mended. 

Flamix-eo  entfra. 

Fia.  I  have  brought  your  weapon  bock. 

[t'LAMixEo  ritTw  Mabcello  tkrotugh. 
Cor.  Ha,  oh  my  horror ! 
Mar.  You  have  brought  it  home,  indeed. 
Cor.  Help,  oh  he's  murder'd  ! 

Fta.  Do  you  tuni  your  gall  up?     HI  to  sanctuaiT, 
And  send  a  surgeon  to  you.  [Exit  Flam.. 

'This  White  Devil  of  Italy  Kcts  otT  a  bad  cause  so  Spedously,  and  pleads  with 
such  an  innocence- resembling  boldness,  that  -wt  seeni  to  Ke  that  mntcnlesB  beauty 
of  her  lace  which  inKnIrcs  such  gay  confidence  into  her:  and  are  retdy  to  expect, 
when  she  hai  done  iier  pleadingit,  that  her  very  judges,  her  accuMrs,  the  grave 
ambassadors  who  sit  att  sj^ctnlois,  and  all  the  court,  will  lifle  and  make  pioQer  to 
defend  her  in  spite  of  the  utmost  conviction  of  her  guitt :  as  the  sbephcras  in  Oon 
Quixote  make  ptoffci  to  follow  the  beautiful  Bhephcrdeiis  Marceia  "without  reaping 
any  profit  out  of  her  manifci^l  resolution  made  tlicic  in  their  hearing." — 
So  sweet  and  lovely  doe»  »he  make  the  shame, 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  (rarranl  rOM, 
Does  spot  the  beauty  of  her  buuling  nanie  I 
^[JdtrmaiJ  Stru*,  ed.  J.  A.  Symondp.] 
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Hot.  Haw,  o'  th'  gi-ound  ? 
Mar.  O  mother,  now  remember  what  I  told 
Of  breaking  off  the  crucifix.     Farewell. 
There  are  some  sins,  wluch  Heaven  doth  duly  punish 
In  a  whole  family.     This  it  is  to  rise 
By  all  dishonest  meantt.     Let  all  men  know, 
That  tree  shall  long  time  keep  a  steady  foot, 
Whose  branches  spread  no  wider  than  the  root. 
Cor.  O  my  perpetual  sorrow ! 
Hor.  Virtuous  Marcello! 
He's  dead.     Pray  leave  him,  lady :  come,  you  Rhall. 

Got,  AlaR !  he  is  not  dead  ;  he's  in  a  trance. 
Why,  here's  no  body  shall  gel  anything  by  his  death. 
Let  me  call  him  again,  for  Qod's  sake ! 
Hor.  I  would  you  were  deceived. 
Cor.  O  you  ahuKe  me,  you  abuse  me,  you  abuse  me ! 
How  many  have  gone  away  thus,  for  lack  of  'tendance! 
Hear  up's  head,  rear  up's  head;  his  bleeding  inward  will  kill  him. 
Hor.  You  see  he  is  departed. 

Cor,  Let  me  come  to  him  ;  give  me  him  as  he  is ;  if  he  be  tum'd 
to  earth,  let  me  but  mve  hnn  ont:  hearty  ki»s,  and  you  shall  put 
us  both  into  one  coffin.  Fetch  a  looking-glass,  see  if  his  lireath 
will  not  stain  it ;  or  pull  out  sunic  featnei's  from  my  pillow, 
and  lay  them  to  his  lip»:  will  you  lose  him  for  a  little  jtains- 
taking  f* 
Hor.  Your  kindest  office  is  to  pray  for  Ixiin. 
Cor.  Aloa !  I  would  not  pray  fur  him  yet.  He  niay  live  to  lay 
me  i*  th*  ground,  and  pray  for  me,  if  you'll  let  me  come  to 
him. 

Tfu  DuKK  enters  vnth  Flauinko,  and  Vaok. 

Bra.  Was  this  your  handy-work  ? 

Fla.  It  was  my  misfortune. 

Cor.  He  lies,  tie  lies ;  he  did  not  kill  bim  :  these  have  kill'd  him, 
that  would  not  let  him  be  better  look'd  to. 

Bra.  Have  comfort,  my  griev'd  mother. 

Cor,  O  yon'  screech-owl ! 

Hor.  Forbear,  good  Madam. 

Cor.  Let  me  go,  let  me  go.       [She  rtins  to  Fi,amikko  witk  her 
knife  drawn,  and  coming  to  Ai?n,  lets  it  fall. 
TTie  God  of  heaven  forgive  thee.     Dost  not  wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?  I'll  tell  thee  what's  the  reason  : 
I  nave  scarce  breath  to  number  twenty  minutes ; 
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rd  not  spend  that  in  cursing.     Fare  thee  well : 
Half  of  thyself  lies  there  :  and  may'Ht  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glass  with  his  moulderM  ashes, 
To  tell  how  thou  should'st  spend  the  time  to  come 
In  blest  repeutauce. 

Bra.  Mother,  pray  tell  me 
How  came  he  by  his  death  'f  what  was  the  quarrel  ? 

Cor.  Indeed,  my  younger  boy  presum'd  too  much 
Upon  his  manhood,  gave  him  bitter  words, 
Drew  his  sword  first ;  and  so,  I  know  not  how, 
For  1  was  out  of  my  wits,  he  fell  with's  head 
Just  in  my  bosom, 

PoAfe.    rhifl  is  not  true,  Madam, 

Oor.  I  pr'j'thee  peace. 
One  arrow's  gra/d  already ;  it  were  vain 
To  lose  thia,  for  that  will  ne'er  be  found  again.'         [Act  v.,  Sc.  2.] 

•  •••••* 

Fra/Miisco  de$crihe6  to  Flamineo  the  grief  of  Cornelia  at  th4 
funeral  of  MarceUo. 
Your  reverend  Mother 
Ik  grown  a  very  old  woman  in  two  hours. 
I  found  them  winding  of  Marcello'a  corRC  : 
And  there  i^t  such  a  solemn  melody, 
'Tween  doleful  songs,  tears,  and  sad  elegies; 
Such  as  old  grandames,  watching  by  the  dead. 
Were  wont  to  outwear  the  nights  with ;  that,  beUeve  me, 
I  had  no  eyes  to  guide  me  forth  the  room, 
They  were  so  overcharged  with  water.  [Act  v,,  Sc.  4.] 

Funeral  Dirge  for  Mwrcello. 

[His  Mother  einga  it. 
Call  for  the  Robin-redbreast,  and  the  Wren, 
Since  o'er  sha^ly  groves  they  hover. 
And  with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 
The  friendless  bodies  of  uuburied  men. 
Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 
The  Ant,  the  Field-mouse,  and  the  Mole, 
To  rai^e  him  hillocks  that  shall  keep  him  warm. 
And  (when  gay  tombs  are  robb'd)  sustain  no  harm  ; 
But  keep  the  wolf  far  thence,  that's  foe  to  men, 
For  with  his  nails  he'll  dig  them  up  again.  [Act  v.,  Sc.  4.*] 

'fSbctMn  linen  end  the  Scene] 

*  1  never  saw  anything  Jikc  this  Dirge,  except  the  Ditty  wfatcb  reminds  Ferdinand 
of  hii  drowned  Father  in  the  Tempest.  As  tiui  is  of  the  water,  watery  ;  so  tbti  it 
of  the  earth,  caithy.  Both  have  that  intenseness  of  feeling,  which  »»!)•  10  resolve 
itself  into  the  elements  which  it  contemplate*. 
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Folded  Thoughts. 

Come,  come,  my  lord,  untie  your  folded  thouglit^t, 
And  let  them  daiigle  loose  as  a  bride's  hair. 
Your  sister'B  {wiMm'd.  [Act  iii,  Sc  it] 

Dying  Prineea. 

To  see  what  solitariness  is  about  dying  Princes !  As  heretofore  they 
have  un|x:ot>led  towns,  divorceii  friends,  and  made  ^cat  hou^e« 
unhuspitahle !  so  now,  O  justice!  where  are  their  flatterer* 
now  ?  flatterers  are  but  the  shadows  of  princes'  bodies ;  the 
least  thick  cloud  makes  them  invitiible. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  3.J 
Natural  Death. 

O,  thou  wft  natural  death  !  that  art  joint  twin 

To  sweetest  slumber !— no  rough-bearded  comet 

Stares  on  thy  uiild  departure;  the  dull  Owl 

Beabi  not  a^^ain-Ht  thy  casement ;  the  hoarse  Wolf 

Scenb*  not  thy  i-arrion.     l*ity  winds  thy  corse, 

Whilst  horror  waits  on  princes' [/W<i.] 

Vow  of  Murder  rebuked. 

Miserable  creature. 
If  thou  persist  in  this  'tis  damnable. 
DoKt  thou  imagine  thou  canst  ttlide  on  blood. 
And  not  he  tainted  with  a  shameful  fall  'f 
Or  like  the  black  and  melancholic  yew-tree, 
Do«t  think  to  rcxit  thyself  in  dead  men*s  graves 
And  yet  to  prosper? 

Dying  Man. 

See,  see  how  tiniily  he  doth  fix  his, eye 

l-'ixin  the  crucifix  ! 

On  hold  it  constant. 

It  »cttlcK  hut  wild  spirits:  and  so  his  eyes 

Melt  into  tear*.  [Act  v^  Sc.  8.] 

Deepair. 

()  tiie  cursed  devil. 
Which  doth  ]>resent  us  with  all  other  sins 
'lliricc  candied  o'ei* ;  despair,  with  gall  and  stibium. 
Yet  we  carouse  it  off! '  [Act  ▼.,  Sc  6.] 

'[For  other  exuactt  from  Webstn  i^ea  p*Kes  59  wd  498.] 


[Act  Wm  Sc.  ai] 
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THE  LOVER'S  MELAN'CHOLY  [PUBLISHED  1G2U :  iniO- 
DUCED  1628].     BY  JOHN  FORD  [FLOURISHED  1639] 

Contention  of  a  Bird  and  a  Mtisician. 

Passing  from  Italy  to  Greece,  Ibe  tales 

Wliiih  iK)et.s  of  an  ylder  time  have  feign'd 

To  glorify  their  Tempe,  bred  in  me 

Desire  of  visiting  that  pariulise. 

To  Thes^aly  I  came,  and  living  private, 

Without  utHjurtintftnte  of  more  sweet  compaDJons 

Tliun  the  old  iniimttsi  to  my  love,  my  thoughts, 

I  day  hy  day  fretuieDled  silent  groves 

Ancf  solitjuy  walks.     One  morning  early 

This  accident  encounter'd  me ;  I  heard 

The  sweetest  and  most  ravishing  contention 

That  art  or  natui-e  ever  were  at  strife  in.'' 

A  sound  of  musiok  toiich'd  mine  ears,  or  rather 

Indeed  entranc'd  my  soul :  as  [  stole  neaier, 

Invited  by  the  uielodv,  I  saw 

Thin  youth,  this  fair-fnc'd  youth,  uiion  his  lute 

With  strains  of  strange  variety  and  hannory 

Proclaiming  (ils  it  sccmM)  so  bold  a  challenge 

To  the  trieaf  (juiri^tera  of  the  wo<)d>4,  the  birds. 

That  Its  they  Hock'd  about  him,  all  stood  stient. 

Wondering  at  what  they  heard.     1  wontler'd  too.* 

A  Nightingjile, 

Nature's  best  skili'd  musician,  undertakes 

'ITie  clialienge  ;  and.  for  every  several  strain 

'Hie  well-sliap'd  youth  could  toucli,  she  sung  her  down  : 

He  t^ould  not  nui  division  with  more  art 

Upon  his  ({uaking  instrument,  than  she 

Ulie  nightingale  did  with  her  vainous  notes 

Reply  to.» 

Some  time  thus  sjient,  the  young  man  grew  at  last 

Into  a  pretty  luiger  ;  that  a  bird. 

Whom  art  had  never  taught  clifl's,  moods,  or  notes. 

Should  vie  witli  him  for  mastery,  whose  study 

Had  busied  many  hours  to  perfect  practice  : 

To  end  tlie  controversy,  in  a  rapture 

Upon  his  inst-Tunient  he  plays  so  swiftly, 

So  many  voluntaries,  and  so  cjuick, 

That  there  was  curiosity  and  cunning. 

Concord  in  discord,  lincN  of  di(1''ring  method 

Meeting  in  nne  full  centre  nf  delight. 


'  [Two  lines  oiniiled.) 


■{Aline.] 


'[Four  lines] 
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The  bird  (oidainM  to  be 

Musick's  Jiret  martyr)  strove  to  imitate 

These  several  souucls  :  whicb  when  her  warbling  throat 

Fait'd  in,  for  grief  down  dropt  .the  on  hi«  lute 

And  brake  her  heart.     It  was  the  quaintest  sadneifs. 

To  sec  the  conqueror  upon  her  heanw.' 

To  weeji  a  funeral  elegy  of  tears.' 

He  looks  upon  the  trophies  of  his  art, 

Then  sigh'a,  then  wiped  his  eve*,  then  wigh'd,  and  cijed, 

**  Aliis!  \MoT  creature,  I  will  soon  revenge 

This  cruelty  upon  the  author  of  it. 

Henceforth  this  lute,  guilty  of  innocent  blood, 

Sliall  never  more  Iwtray  a  haruilcNs  [x.'at-c 

To  an  untimely  end  :  "  and  in  that  aorrow, 

As  he  was  pashing  it  against  a  tree, 

I  suddenly  stept  m.  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.") 

Thit  Slor>-.  which  is  originally  lo  be  met  with  in  Strada*«  Prolusion*,  has  been 
paiaphrased  in  rhyme  by  Ctaahaw,  Ambrose  PhilHpK,  and  others:  but  none  of  those 
\-eT9ion!i  can  at  all  compare  for  harmony  and  grace  vvitli  this  blank  verste  of  Pord\: 
ii  is  a»  fine  as  an>ihing  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher :  and  almost  equals  the  strife 
which  it  celcbfateN. 


THK   LADIES'  TRIAL  [PLTiLtSHRD   1639:    PRODUCED 
1638].     RY  JOHN  FORD 

Atiria,  in  the  p098e€9ion  of  Honoihrs,  Preferment,  Fame^  oanjind 
no  peace  in  his  mind  xvtiile  he  thinks  his  Wife  unchaste. 


AURIA. 


AtrKKLIO. 


I 


Awria.  Count  of  Sarona,  (Jenim*!*  admiral. 
Lord  Governor  of  Corsica,  enroll'd 
A  Worthv  of  mv  country,  sought  and  sued  to, 
PraisM,  courted,"  flattcr'd  !— » 

My  trinniplw 

Arc  echoed  under  every  roof,  the  air 
Is  streightned  witli  the  sound,  there  is  not  room 
Enough  to  hraire  them  in  ;  but  not  a  thought 
Outh  piexx-e  into  the  grief  that  cabins  here  ; 
Here  through  a  iTL-i'k,  a  little  inlet,  crawls 
A  6ake  no  bigger  than  a  sisterw  thread, 
Which  sets  the  region  of  my  heart  a  fire. 
I  had  a  kingdom  once,  but  am  deposM 

■  [Three  Hnc*  omittedj  ^[Ufrmdid  Stries,  ed.  Etlii.] 

'[FiRaen  lines  omitted.] 
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FVom  all  that  royalty  of  blest  content. 
By  a  confed'racy  *twixt  love  and  frailty. 

Aurelio.  Glories  in  public  view  but  add  to  misery, 
Which  travails  in  unrest  at  home. 

Auria.  At  hnnie ! 
That  home,  Aurelio  spe&k.s  of,  I  have  lost : 
And  which  is  worse,  when  I  have  roli'd  about, 
Toil'd  like  a  [iilgriui,  round  thiB  globe  «if  earth. 
Wearied  with  care,  and  over-worn  with  age, 
Lodg'd  in  the  grave,  1  am  not  yet  at  home. 
ITiere  rots  but  half  of  tiie  :  the  other  part 
Sleeps,  heaven  knows  where.     WouIH  she  and  t,  my  wife 
I  mean  ;  but  what,  alas !  talk  I  of  wife  r 
The  woman,  would  we  liad  together  fed 
On  any  outcast  imringK  coarse  and  mouldy, 
Not  liv'd  divided  thus  3 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  3.»1 


LOVE'S   SACRIFICE.    A   THAGEDY    (PUBLISHED    1633]. 
BY  JOHN  FORD 

Biancha^  Wife,  to  Caraffa,  Duke  of  Pavia,  loves  and  U  laved  by 
Fernando  the  Diute's  favourite.  She  long  resiete  his  im- 
portwnate  suit ;  at  length,  she  enters  the  room  where  he  w 
sleeping,  and  awakens  him,  to  liear  her  oonfeagion  of  her 
love  for  him. 

BuN'ciiA.       Frrdi.vaxd,  sleeping. 

Bran.  Rciiolve,  and  do  ;  'tis  done.     What,  are  those  eyes. 
Which  lately  were  so  mer-ilrown'd  in  teani. 
So  easy  to  take  rent  'f     O  happy  man, 
How  sweetly  sleep  hath  sonl'd  up  sorrows  here ! 
But  1  will  call  him :  what,  my  Ix>rd,  my  lAivd, 
My  Lord  Fernando 

Fer.  Who  calls  r 

Binn.   My  Lord  ; 
SleejjJng,  or  waking.*' 

Fer.   Ha,  who  in^? 

Bian.  'Tis  I : 
Have  you  foi^ot  my  voice.'*  or  b  your  ear 
But  useful  to  your  eye  ? 

Fer.  Madam  the  Duchess  ( 

•[Ford's  Worii,  ed.  Dyce.  1869,  vol.  iii.J 
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Bian.  She,  'tis  she  ;  sit  up:  , 

Sit  up  and  wonder,  whiles  mv  mrrows  swell : 
The  nighU  arc  short,  and  I  tinve  much  to  say. 

Fer.  Wt  possible  'tis  you  ? 

Bian.  I'is  possible : 
W^  do  vou  think  1  (.■omei' 

Fer.  \Vhv  ?  to  crown  joys. 
And  make  me  master  of  my  best  desires. 

Bian.  'Tis  true,  you  guess  aright ;  sit  up  and  listen, 
With  sliame  and  pajwion  now  I  must  confess. 
Since  first  mine  eye*  beheld  you,  in  my  heart 
You  have  been  only  king.     If  there  am  tjc 
A  violence  in  love,  then  I  have  felt 
That  tyranny  :  be  record  to  my  soul 
The  justice  which  1  for  this  folly  fear. 
Fernando,  in  short  word-s,  howf'er  my  tongue 
Did  often  chide  thy  love,  each  word  thou  spak'st 
Was  nnisic  to  my  ear :  was  never  poor 
Poor  wretched  woman  liv'd,  that  lov'd  like  me ; 
So  truly,  no  tmfei^iiuilty. 

F&r.'O,  Madiun - 

Bian,  To  witness  that  1  speak  is  truth,  look  here ; 
ITius  singly  I  adventure  to  thy  bed, 
iVnd  do  confers  my  weakness :  if  thou  tempt'st 
My  bosom  to  thy  pleasures,  1  will  yield. 

Fer.  Per|»etual  happinesx  I 

Bian.  Now  hear  nio  out  : 
When  liiHt  <.'araff(i,  Pavy's  Duke,  my  lord. 
Saw  me,  he  lov'd  me,  and  (without  respect 
()f  dower)  took  me  to  his  bed  and  IxMom, 
Advanc'd  mc  to  the  title«  I  possess, 
Not  mov'd  by  counsel,  or  retuuv'd  by  greatness : 
Which  to  recjuite,  bt'twixt  mv  soul  and  heaven 
]  vow'd  n  vow  to  live  a  constant  wife. 
1  have  done  so :  nor  was  there  in  the  world 
A  man  created,  could  have  broke  that  truth. 
For  all  the  glories  of  the  earth,  but  thou, 
But  thou,  Fernando.     Do  I  love  thee  now? 

Fer.  Bevund  imagination. 

Bian.  True,  I  do. 
Beyond  imagination :  if  no  pledge 
Of  love  can  instance  what  I  8|>eiiK  a  true. 
But  loBs  of  my  best  joys,  here,  here,  Fernando, 
Be  satisfied  and  ruin  me. 

Fer.  What  do  vou  mean  ? 
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Bian.  To  give  my  body  up  to  thy  embraces ; 
A  pleasure  that  I  never  wish  d  to  thrive  in 
IJefoix'  this  fatal  minute  :  mark  me  now  ; 
If  thou  dost  Hpoil  me  of  this  rube  of  shaune. 
By  my  best  comforts  here,  I  vow  again. 
To  thee,  to  hcaveu,  to  the  world,  to  time. 
Ere  yet  the  morning  ^hull  new  chriiiten  day, 
ril  kill  mvseif. 

Fer.  riow,  Matlam,  how ! 

Bian.  I  will : 
I)o  what  thou  wilt,  'tis  in  thy  choice ;  what  say  ye  ? 

Fer.  Pish,  do  you  come  to  try  me?  tell  me  (irst, 
Will  you  but  grant  a  kiss  ? 

Bian.  Yes,  take  it ;  that, 
Or  what  thy  heart  can  wish :  I  am  all  thine. 

Fer.  O  me come,  come,  how  iniuiy  women,  pray. 

Were  ever  heai-d  or  read  of,  graiiteil  love, 
And  did  as  you  protest  you  will  ? 

Bian.  Fernando !  (Kneela.) 

Jest  not  at  my  calamity  :  I  kneel : 
H_v  these  dishevei'd  hairs,  these  wretcJied  teant, 
Hy  all  that's  good,  if  what  I  s|>eak,  my  heart 
Vows  not  eternally ;  then  think,  my  Lord, 
Was  never  man  sued  to  me  [  denied, 
'iliink  nie  a  coniiuon  and  most  cunning  whore. 
And  let  my  sins  he  written  on  my  grave. 
My  name  rest  in  reproof.     Do  as  you  list. 

Fer.  1  must  believe  ye;  yet  1  hope  anon, 
When  you  are  paited  from  me,  you  will  say 
I  was  a  good,  tx»ld,  easy-rtpirited  man, 
Nav,  laugh  at  my  simplicity  :  say,  will  ye  ? 

Bian.  No ;  by  the  faith  I  owe  my  bridal  vows : 
Dut  ever  hold  thee  much  much  dearer  far 
'l^an  all  my  joys  on  earth ;  by  this  chattte  kiss. 

Fer.  You  have  prevail'd :  and  heaven  forbid  tliat  I 
Should  by  a  wanton  appetite  prupliane 
This  sacred  temple.       Tis  enough  for  me. 
You'll  please  to  call  me  servant. 

Bian.  Nay,  be  thine  : 
<-!umniand  my  |)ower,  my  bosom,  and  Til  write 
ITiis  love  within  the  tables  of  my  heart. 

Fer.  Enough  :  I'll  master  passion,  and  triumph 
In  being  eomjuei-'d,  adding  to  it  this, 
In  vou  my  love  as  it  begun  sliall  end. 

Binn.  The  latter  I  new  vow but  day  comes  on : 
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THE   CHRONICLK    HISTORY    OF    PERKIN    WARBECK 
[PUBLISHED  16:34].     BV  JOHN  FORD 

Psrfetn  Warhtck  and  k'ts  FoLiowKr^  art  by  Lord  Dawbney  pti' 
sented  to  Kinrj  Henry  an  Prisoners. 

Dawb.  [jfe  to  the  King,  and  safety  fix  his  throne  t 
I  here  present  you,  roval  Sir,  h  shadow 
Of  majesty,  but  in  eftect  a  substance 
Of  pity  ;  a  vuuiig  man,  in  uuthini;  grown 
To  ripeness,  but  the  ambition  of  your  mercy  : 
Perkin  ;  the  christian  world's  strange  wonder ! 

King  H.  Dawbney, 
We  ohserve  no  wonder ;  I  behold  ('tis  true) 
An  ornameDt  of  nature,  tine,  and  poHsht, 
A  handsome  youth  indeed,  but  not  admire  htui. 
How  came  he  to  Lhy  hands  ? 

Dawb.  From  sanctuary 
At  Bewtey,  near  Soutlianipton  ;  registered, 
SVith  these  few  followers,  for  persontt  privilege*!. 

Ki'ivg  H.  1  must  not  thank  you,  Sir ;  yon  were  to  blame 
To  infriuge  the  lilwrty  of  houses  sacred  : 
Dare  we  be  irreligious? 

Dawb.  Gracious  Lord, 
Thev  voluntarily  resigu'd  themselves, 
Without  compulsion. 

King  H.  So  f*  'twas  very  well  ; 
Twas  very  well.     Turn  now  thine  eyes, 
Vuung  man,  upon  Uivsolf  and  thy  past  actions. 
What  revels  in  combustion  through  our  kingdom 
A  frenzV^of  aspiring  youth  hath  danc'd : 
Till  wanting  bi*cath,  thy  feet  of  pride  have  slipt 
To  break  thy  neck  ! 

Warb.  But  not  my  heart :  my  heart 
Will  mount,  till  every  drop  of  blood  be  frt>zeD 
By  death'n  perjietuul  winter.     If  the  sun 
Of  majesty  be  dark'ned,  let  the  sun 
Of  life  be  hid  from  me,  in  an  eclipse 

>  [Mmnoid  Strut,  e<L  EUia.    See  p«ge  J74  ^°^  *  further  extract  froin  this  play.] 
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I..a.sting,  and  univei^al.     Sir;  remember. 
There  was  a  shooting  in  of  light,  when  Richmond 
(Not  aiming  at  the  crown)  retired,  and  gladly, 
For  comfort  to  the  Uuke  of  Bretagne's  Court. 
Richard,  who  away'd  the  sceptre,  v/aa  reputed 
A  tyrant  then  ;  yet  then,  a  dawning  glimmer'd 
To  some  few  wandVing  remnants,  promi^iug  day, 
When  iiist  lliey  ventured  on  a  frigtitful  shore. 
At  Milford  Haven. 

Dawb.  Whither  speeds  his  boldnewt  ? 
Clieck  hiK  rude  tongue,  great  Sir. 

King  H.  O  let  him  range  : 
The  player's  on  the  stage  still ;  'tis  his  part : 
He  docs  but  act. What  follow'd  ? 

Warb.  Bosworth  Held  : 
Where  at  an  instant,  to  the  world's  amazement, 
A  mom  to  Richmond  and  a  night  to  Richard 
Appear'd  at  once.     The  tale  is  soon  applied: 
Fate  which  crf>wn'd  these  attemptj*,  when  least  aasuHd, 
Might  have  befriended  others,  like  resolv'd. 

King  H.  A  pretty  gallant !  thus  your  Aunt  of  Hurgaindy, 
Your  UtichesK  Aunt,  inform'd  hei'  nephew  ;  so 
The  lesson  prompted,  and  well  ccmn'n,  was  moulded 
Into  familiar  dialogue,  oft.  rehears'd. 
Till,  learnt  hy  heart,  'lift  now  received  for  truth. 

Warb.  Truth  in  her  pure  simplicity  wants  art 
To  iiut  a  feigned  blush  on  ;  scorn  wean  only 
SucI)  fashion,  as  coumiends  to  gamers'  eyes 
Sad  ulcerated  novelty,  far  beneath 
The  sphere  of  majesty  :  lu  such  a  court 
Wisdom  and  gra\nty  are  proper  robes. 
By  which  the  sovereign  is  best  distinguish'd 
From  zanies  to  bis  greatness. 

Kini/  H.  Sirrah,  shift 
Your  antirk  pageantry,  and  now  appear 
In  your  own  nature  ;  or  you'll  taste  the  danger 
Of  fooling  out  of  seastMi. 

Wiirh.  I  expect 
No  less  than  what  severity  calls  justice. 
And  |>oliticians  safety  ;  let  such  b^. 
As  feed  on  alms  :  but  if  there  can  be  mercy 
In  a  protested  enemy,  then  may  it 
Descend  to  these  poor  creatures,'  whose  engagements 


'  Hit  foUowen. 
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To  the  bettering  of  their  fortunes,  have  incuir'd 
A  loss  of  all :  to  them  if  any  charity 
Flow  from  some  noble  orator,  in  death 
I  owe  the  fee  of  thankfulness. 

King  H.  So  brave  ? 
What  a  bold  knave  is  this ! ' 
We  trifle  time  with  follies. 

Unwick,  command  the  Dukeling,  and  these  fellows 
To  Digbv  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  : 
With  safety  let  them  Ik  conve^d  to  London. 
It  U  our  pleasure,  no  uncivil  outrajre. 
Taunt*,  or  abuse,  be  suffer'd  to  their  persons : 
'ITiey  shall  meet  fairer  law  than  they  deserve. 
Time  may  iXLstore  their  wiLs,  whom  vain  ambition 
Hath  many  years  distracted. 

Wa/rb.  N'oble  thought^ 
Meet  freedom  in  captivity.     The  Tower : 
Our  childhood's  dreadful  nursery  !' 

Khuf  H.  Was  ever  sn  much  impudence  in  forgery  ? 
The  custom  sure  of  J>eing  styi'd  a  King, 
Hath  fastened  in  his  thought  tliat  he  is  such.         [Act  v.,  Sc.  S.] 

Wnrhnfik  is  led  to  his  death. 

Oxford.  l-AHik  ye,  iM^hold  your  followers,  appointed 
To  wait  on  ye  in  death. 

Warb.  Why,  Peers  of  Kugland, 
We^ll  lead  'em  on  courageouHly.     I  read 
A  triumf^  over  tyranny  upon 
Their  several  fordteatls.     raint  not  in  the  moment 
Of  victory  !  our  end«,  and  Warwick's  head. 
Innocent  Warwick'it  head  (for  we  are  prologue 
But  to  his  tragedy),  conclude  the  wonder 
Of  Henry'b  fears:  and  then  the  glorious  race 
Of  fourteen  kings  Plantagenets  detcrniinea 
In  this  last  issue  male.     Heaven  beol»ey'd. 
Impoverish  time  of  its  amazement,  friends  ; 
And  we  will  prove  as  tiusty  in  our  payments. 
As  prodigal  to  nature  in  our  debts. 
Death  !  pish,  'tis  but  a  sound  ;  a  name  of  air ; 
A  minuteV  8torm  ;  or  not  no  much  :  to  tumble 
From  bed  to  betl,  he  massacred  alive 
By  some  physicians  for  a  month  or  two, 
In  hope  of  freedom  fixim  a  fever's  torments. 
Might  stagger  manhood  ;  here,  the  pain  is  past 


'  [Half  a  page  omitt^] 
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Ere  sensibly  'tis  felt.     Be  men  of  spirit ; 

Spurn  coward  passion:  so  illustrious  mention 

Snail  bla74:  otir  names,  and  stvie  us  Kings  o'er  Death. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  »>] 


TIS    PITY    SHE'S    A    WHOKE.       A    TRAGEDY    [PUB- 
LISHED 1633].     BY  JOHN  FOUD 

Giovanni,  a  Young  GentU'maa  of  Pa/rma^  untf.riains  an  illioii 
lows  for  hia  Staler.  He  asks  coansel  of  Bonaventuray  a 
Friar.'' 

Fb].\W.  GlOVAVVI. 

Friar.  Dispute  no  more  in  this,  for  know,  voimg  man, 
These  are  no  school-points:  nice  philuhophy 
May  tolerate  unlikcU  arguments. 
But  heaven  admits  no  jests!  wita  that  pre«iinicd 
On  wit  loo  much,  by  strivinfj  how  to  prove 
ITiere  wa^no  God,  with  foolish  ^rountis  of  art, 
Discovered  (ii-st  the  neiuesl  way  to  hell ; 
And  iiird  the  world  with  devifish  Kthelim. 
Such  questions,  youth,  are  fond :  far  better  'tis 
To  bless  the  sun,  than  reajwn  why  it  shine* ; 
Yet  he  thou  talk'at  of  is  above  the  sun. 
No  more  ;  I  uiav  not  hear  it. 

Gio.  (lentle  father. 
To  you  have  I  unctaspM  my  biirthen'd  soul, 
Kuiuticd  the  storehouse  of  my  thoughts  ami  heart. 
Mane  myself  utKjr  of  secrets:  have  not  left 
Another  wnrti  untold,  which  hath  not  spoke 
All  whot  I  ever  durst,  or  think,  or  know ; 
And  yet  is  here  the  comfort  1  shall  have? 
Must  I  not  du  what  all  men  else  niay,  love  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  you  may  love,  fair  son. 

Qio.  Must  I  not  praise 
ITiat  beauty,  which,  if  framed  anew,  the  Gods 
Would  make  a  Gml  of,  if  they  had  it  there  ; 
And  kneel  to  it,  as  I  Jo  kticel  to  them  'f 

Friar.  Why,  foolish  madman  ! 

Oio.  Shall  a  |)eevish  sound, 

'[Dj-cc'b  ed.,  vol.  ii.] 

*The  good  I'fiaf  in  tbi«  Play  U  evidently  a  Copy  of  Friar  Lawrence  in  Romeo  and 

iuliet.     He  is  the  ume  kind  Physician  to  the  Souls  of  his  }-oung  Charges;  but  he 
aa  more  desperate  Patients  to  deal  with. 
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A  customary  form,  from  man  to  man. 
Of  brother  and  of  sister,  be  a  bar 
Twixt  my  perpetual  happiness  and  me  ? 

Friar.  Have  done,  uniiappy  youth,  for  thou  art  lost. 

Oio.  No,  father :  in  your  eyes  I  see  the  change 
Of  pity  and  compassion  :  from  vour  age. 
As  from  a  Mured  oracle,  distils 
The  life  of  counsel.     Tell  me,  holv  man, 
What  cure  shall  give  me  ease  In  these  extremes  ? 

Friar,  Uepentance,  son,  and  sorrow  for  this  sin  : 
For  thou  baat  moved  a  majesty  above 
With  tiiy  unguarded  almost  blasphemy. 

Oio.  0  do  not  speak  of  that,  near  confessor. 

Friar.  Art  thou,  my  son,  tlwt  miracle  of  wit. 
Who  once  witliin  these  three  months  wert  cMteeui'd 
A  wonder  of  thine  age  throughout  BiHumia  ? 
How  did  the  university  applaud 
Thy  government,  behaviour,  learning,  speech. 
Sweetness,  and  all  tliat  could  make  up  a  man  ! 
I  mu  proud  of  my  tuteltige,  and  chom 
llather  to  leave  my  books  than  part  u-ith  thee. 
1  did  so ;  but  the  fruits  of  all  my  hojxs 
Are  lout  in  thee,  as  thou  art  in  thyself. 
O  Giovanni,  hast  thou  left  the  aehooU 
Of  knowledge,  to  converse  with  lust  and  death  ? 

For  death  wait-*  on  thy  lust. Ijiok  through  the  world. 

And  thou  »halt  acc  a  thousand  face^  shine 
More  gluriouit  than  this  Idol  thou  adorest. 
Leave  her,  and  take  thy  choice ;  'tis  much  less  sin  : 
'l*hough  in  such  games  an  thorte  they  lose  that  win. 

Oio.  It  were  moitr  ease  to  stop  the  ocean 
From  flows  and  ebbs,  than  to  dissuade  my  vows. 

Friar.  Then  I  have  done,  anil  in  thy  wilful  flames 
Already  see  thy  ruin!  heaven  i»  jmt. 
Yet  hear  my  counsel ! 

Oio.  As  a  voice  of  life. 

Friar.  Hie  to  thy  father's  hou«e,  there  lock  thee  fa«t 
Alone  within  thy  chamlwr,  then  fall  down 
On  both  thy  knees,  and  grovel  on  the  ground ; 
Cry  to  thy  heart,  wash  every  word  thou  utter'st 
In  tears,  and  (ift  be  possible)  of  blood  : 
Heg  Heaven  to  cleanse  the  leprosy  of  lust 
That  rota  thy  sou! ;   acknowledge  wlial  thou  art, 
A  wretch,  a  worm,  a  nothing  :  weep,  sigh,  pray 
Three  times  a  day,  and  three  times  every  night ; 
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For  seven  days'  space  do  this  ;  then,  if  thou  findest 
No  change  in  thy  desires,  return  to  me ; 
I'll  think  on  remedy.     F^y  for  thyself 

At  home,  whilst  I  pray  for  thee  here ;  away. 

My  blessing  with  thee we  have  need  to  pray* 

[Act  i^  Sc.  l.»] 

Qiovamvi  diacloaes  hia  paaaion  to  his  aiater  Annahella.-^They 
co7np<»re  their  tmhappy  Loves. 

Anna.  Do  you  mock  me,  or  flatter  me  P 

[Se  has  been  prevising  her  beaitty, 

Qio.  If  you  would  see  a  beauty  more  exact 
Than  art  can  counterfeit,  or  nature  fi:ame. 
Look  in  your  glass  and  there  b^old  your  own. 

Anna.  O  you  are  a  trim  youth. 

(Ho,  Here.  {Offers  his  dagger  to  her. 

Anna.  What  to  do  ? 

Oio.  And  here's  my  breast.     Strike  home, 
Rip  up  my  bosom ;  there  thou  shalt  behold 
A  netul,  m  which  is  writ  the  truth  I  speak. 
Why  stand  you  P 

Anna,  i^  you  in  earnest  P 

Oio.  Yes,  most  earnest. 
You  cannot  love. 

Anna.  WhomP 

Oio,  Me. My  tortured  soul 

Hath  felt  affliction  in  the  heat  of  death. 

0  Annabella,  I  am  quite  undone. 

The  love  of  thee,  my  sister,  and  the  view 
Of  thy  immortal  beauty,  have  untuned 
All  harmony  both  of  my  rest  and  life. 
Why  do  you  not  strike  P 

Anna.  Forbid  it,  my  just  fears. 
If  this  be  true  'twere  fitter  I  were  dead. 

Oio.  True,  Annabella !  'tis  no  time  to  jest ; 

1  have  too  long  suppressed  my  hidden  flames, 
That  almost  have  consum'd  me :  I  have  spent 
Many  a  silent  night  in  sighs  and  groans, 
Ran  over  all  my  thoughts,  despis'a  my  fate, 
Reason'd  against  the  reasons  of  my  love. 

Done  all  that  smooth-cheek'd  virtue  could  advise. 
But  found  all  bootless :  'tis  my  destiny 
That  you  must  either  love,  or  I  must  die. 
Anna.  Comes  this  in  sadness  from  you  ? 

>  [Ed.  ElliB.  Mfrmmd  Strin.    The  whol*  Seana,] 
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Oio.  Let  some  mischief 
Befall  mc  «oon,  if  I  dissemble  aught. 

Anna.  You  are  mv  brother,  Giovanni. 

Oio.  You 
My  sister,  Annabella,  I  know  this : 
And  could  afford  you  instance  why  to  luve. 
So  much  the  more  for  this.' 

ffe  gives  $om«  sophistical  Reasons^  and  restimee. 

Must  I  now  live  or  die  'f 

Anna.  Live:  thou  haiit  won 
The  fields  and  ne\*er  fought.     A\Tiat  thou  hast  "Tg'd, 
My  captive  heart  had  long  a^o  resolv'd. 
I  blush  to  tell  thee  (but  I  tell  thee  now) 
For  every  siojh  that  thou  hast  spent  for  me, 
I  have  sigh'd  ten  ;  for  ever)'  tear  shed  twenty : 
And  not  so  much  for  that  I  lov'd,  as  that 
I  duntt  not  8a\'  I  lov'd,  nor  sciLreelv  think  it. 

Gio.  Let  not  this  music  be  a  dream,  ye  ^oda. 
For  pit\''s  sake  I  beg  ye. 

Anna.  On  my  knees,  {She  kneele.) 

Hrother,  even  by  our  mother's  dust,  1  charge  you, 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  hate  ; 
I^iove  me,  or  feill  me,  brother. 

Gio.  On  my  kiteen,  {Ht  kneeU) 

Sister,  even  by  my  mother's  dust,  I  charge  you. 
Do  not  betray  me  to  your  mirth  or  hate ; 
[iove  me,  or  kill  me,  Kister. 

Annn.  You  mean  good  sooth,  then  r 

Oio.  In  good  truth  I  do ; 
And  so  do  vou,  t  hoiK  :  say,  Vm  in  earnest. 

Anna.  I'll  «wear  jt ;  and  L 

Gio.  And  I. 
I  would  not  change  this  minute  for  Elysium.         [Act  i.,  S»c.  H.] 

Annabella  proves  pmrfnani  by  Aw  Brother.  Sorano,  her  Hus- 
band^ to  whom  she  is  newly  n^arrifdy  discovers  that  she  is 
pregnant,  but  cannot  make  her  confess  by  whom.  At  length 
oy  meaiis  of  Vasquesy  his  s>'.rvant^  he  comes  to  ifie  trutli  of  it. 
He  feigns  forgiveness  and  Teconeilement  with  his  Vfife : 
and  makes  a  sMmptiwas  Feast  to  which  are  invited  Anna- 
bella's  old  Father,  with  Glo^'unni^  and  all  the  chief  Citizens 
in  Parma  ;  meaning  to  entrap  Giovanni  by  that  bait  to  his 
cUath.—Annahella  suspects  hxs  drift. 

>[Sbclrnesoniitted.J 
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Oio.  What,  changed  so  soon  ? ' 
— — does  the  fit  come  on  you,  to  prove  treacherous 
To  your  past  vows  and  oaths  ? 

Anna.  Why  should  you  jest 
At  my  calamity,  without  all  sense 
Of  the  approaching  dangera  yon  are  in  ? 

Oio.   VVlial  danger's  half  so  great  as  thy  revolt? 
Thoii  art  a  faithless  sister,  else  thou  knnw'st, 
Malice  or  any  treachery  beside 
Would  }it(X)p  to  n»y  bent  brows ;  why,  I  hold  fate 
CiaspM  in  niy  fist,  and  could  coniiiiand  the  course 
Of  time's  eternal  motion,  had'st  thon  been 
One  thought  more  steady  than  an  ebbing  sea. 

Anna.  Bi-otlier,  dear  ImHher,  know  what  I  liave  been  ; 
And  know  that  now  there's  but  a  dining  time 
Twixt  UH  and  our  confusion  ;  let's  not  waste 
These  precious  hours  in  vain  and  useless  s{>eech. 
Alas!  these  gay  attires  were  not  put  on 
Hut  to  some  end  ;  this  sudden  solemn  feast 
Was  not  ordain'd  to  riot  and  expense : 
I  tlial  have  now  In-'en  chaudier'd  here  alone, 
Barr'd  of  my  guardian,  or  of  any  else, 
Am  not  fur  nuthitig  at  an  instant  fix>cd 
To  fresh  access.     He  not  decelv'd,  my  brother  ; 
This  banquet  is  a  harbinger  of  death 
To  you  and  me  ;  resolve  vour^»elf  it  is. 
And  Iw  prenar'd  to  welcome  it. 

Gio.  Well  then. 
The  schoolmen  teach  that  all  this  globe  of  earth 
Shall  Ik  consumed  to  ashes  in  a  minute. 

Anna.  So  1  have  read  too. 

6io.  But  'twere  somewhat  strange 
To  sec  the  waters  hum.     Could  I  believe 
This  might  be  true,  1  could  believe  as  well 
There  might  be  hell  or  heaven. 

Annn.  That's  most  certain. "Hut. 

Good  brother,  for  the  present,  how  do  you  mean 
To  free  yourself  from  danger  ?  some  way  think 
How  to  eiiicape.     I'm  sure  the  guest**  are  come. 

Qic.  Look  up,  look  here  ;  what  see  you  in  my  face  ? 

Anna.  Distraction  and  a  troubled  conscience. 

Oio.  Death  and  a  swift  repining  wrath ^yet  look, 

What  see  vou  in  mine  eves  'f 


'  [Two  line*  omitted.] 


•(Ten  Itnei.] 
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Amut.  Methinks  you  weep. 

Gio.  I  do  indeed  ;  those  are  tJie  funeral  team 
Shed  on  your  grove:  these  fuirow'd  up  my  cheeks, 
WTien  first  I  lov'd  and  knew  nut  how  to  woo. 
Fair  Annahella,  should  I  here  repeat 
The  story  of  my  life,  wc  might  lose  time. 
Be  record  all  the  spirits  uf  the  air. 
And  all  thingH  else  that  are,  that  day  and  night, 
Early  and  late,  the  tribute  which  my  heart 
Hatli  piid  to  AnnaK-lla'fi  sacred  love, 
Hath  been  these  tears  which  ore  her  moumers  uow. 
Never  till  now  did  Nature  do  her  hest. 
To  show  a  matchless  beauty  to  the  world, 
Which  ill  an  instant,  ere  it  scai'ce  was  !!«eii. 
The  jealous  destinies  required  again. 
l*ray,  AnnalK'lIti,  pray ;  since  we  must  |>art. 
Go  thou,  white  in  thy  iwul,  to  fill  a  tluune 
Of  innocence  and  sanctity  in  heaven. 
Pra)",  pray,  my  sister. 

Amui.  'i*hen  1  .see  your  drift. 
Ye  bletLsed  angels,  guard  me  ! ' 

&io.  (live  me  your  hand.  How  sweetly  life  doth  run 
In  thew  well-colour'd  veins!  how  constantly 
TliiH  pulse  doth  pronii-^e  health  !     IJut  I  could  chide 
With  Nature  for  this  ctnniing  llattery  ! 
Forgive  me. 

Anna.  With  my  heart. 

Gio.  Fareweil. 

Anna.  Will  you  be  gonei* 

Gio.  Re  dark,  bright  sun. 
And  make  this  niid-dav  night,  that  thy  gilt  rays 
May  not  t>ehoId  a  deed,  will  turn  their  splendour 
More  sooty  than  the  poeta  feign  their  Styx." 

Anna.  What  means  thiH  1^  '  {Staba  her.) 

Gio.  To  save  thy  fame. 

Thus  die,  and  die  6y  me.  and  by  my  hand  ; 
Revenge  in  nunc,  honour  doth  love  command. 

Anna.  Forgive  him,  heaven,  and  me  my  sina. 
Brother,  unkind,  unkind 


Farewell. 
[Ad  v.,  Sc.  5.] 


Sir  ThomaB  Biownc,  id  ihe  lut  Chapter  of  his  Enquiries  into  Vulgar  and  Com- 
mon ErrorK,  lebukes  such  Authors  an  have  chosen  to  relate  pTodifpouR  and  nameless 
StR!i.  The  chapter  ii  entitled,  O/iome  Rrlalwns  wkou  Tnttk  we /tar.  His  reason- 
ing U  solemn  and  fine—"  La«iiy,  as  there  are  many  Relations  whereto  we  cannot 
MUMH.  and  make  Kime  doubt  thereof,  so  there  are  Aiwa  otheta  whose  vxfities  we  fear, 


[Six  lines  omitted.] 


'[Verbal  omisuotu  to  the  end.] 
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and  heartily  with  there  were  no  truth  therein.  Many  other  accounts  like  these  we 
meet  aometinaes  in  Histoty,  scandalouB  unto  Christianity,  and  even  unto  humanity  ; 
whOBc  not  only  vctiucs  but  relations  honcM  minds  do  deprecate.  For  of  sins  hctc* 
roclital,  and  such  as  want  either  name  or  precedent,  there  ti  oft  times  a  sin  e\'en  in 
theii  hitttotie^.  We  desire  no  records  uf  such  enormities ;  sinn  should  be  accounted 
new,  that  so  they  may  be  esteemed  monstrous.  They  omit  of  monstiouiy,  as  they 
fall  from  their  rarity;  for  men  count  il  venial  to  err  with  their  forerathers.  and 
foolishly  conceive  they  divide  a  sin  in  ila  aociety.  The  pena  of  men  may  tufficicatly 
expatiate  without  the&e  stngulaiitieii  of  villainy ;  for,  as  they  increase  the  hatred  of 
vice  in  some,  so  do  they  enlarge  the  theory  of  wickednc»ii  in  all.  And  this  is  one 
thing  that  may  make  latter  ng^i  worse  than  were  the  former:  for  the  vicious  «• 
ample  of  ages  past.  puison[s|  the  curiosity  of  these  present.  alTording  a  hint  of  sin 
unto  Beduccable  spirits,  and  soliciting  those  unio  the  imitaiiuti  of  tliem,  whoM 
heads  were  never  so  perversely  principled  as  to  invent  them.  In  things  of  this 
nature  silence  commendcth  History ;  'lis  the  vcniable  part  of  things  lost,  whereirt 
there  must  never  rise  a  Pattcirollus '  rvot  remain  any  register  but  that  of  Hell." 
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Ithoclen  loves  GalanthcL,  Princeaa  of  Sparta ;  and  would  have 
his  eister  Ptinthea  plead  for  htm  with  the  Princess.  She 
objects  to  hi-m  her  own  wretched  condition^  made  miserable 
by  a  Match,  into  which  he  forced  her  with  Haaaanett,  when 
she  was  precontracted  by  fter  dead  Father's  Will,  and  by  in' 
cUnation,  to  Or<jilus ;  but  at  last  she  consents. 


lTHO<Xh-'!. 


PEVniEA. 


flh.  Sit  neAi"er,  sister  t»  inc,  nearer  vet; 
We  had  one  father,  in  one  womb  took  life, 
Were  brought  up  twiiLs  together,  yet  have  Ii\''d 
At  distance  like  two  strangers.     1  could  wish, 
'ITiat  the  Hrst  pillow  when^in  1  was  cradled 
Had  prov'd  to  me  a  gnive, 

Fen.  You  had  been  happy  : 
Then  had  you  never  known  that  sin  of  life 
Which  blot-;  all  foUowinjj  jjlnries  with  a  vengeance  ; 
Kor  forfeiting  the  last  will  of  the  dead. 
From  whotn  voii  bad  voiir  being. 

Ith.  Sad  l^enthea,  ' 
Tbou  canst  not  be  too  cruel :  mv  rash  spleen 
Halli  with  ti  violent  hand  pluckM  from  thy  Ikwoiii 
A  litver-bleht  heart.  t<i  grind  it  into  dust; 
I'ur  which  mine'ft  now  a-brenking. 

Pen.  Not  yet,  heaveu* 

'  Who  wrote  Dt  Aniiquit  Dtptrdilis.  or  of  the  Lost  Inventions  of  Antiquity. 
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I  do  beseech  thee :  first  let  some  wild  fii-cji 
Scorch,  not  consume  it ;  may  the  heat  be  cherish'd 
With  desires  infinite  but  hopes  impossible. 

Ilk.  Wrong'd  soul,  thy  prayen*  are  heard. 

Pen.  Here,  lo,  I  hreHthe» 
A  miserable  creature,  led  to  rain 
By  an  unnatural  brother. 

Ith.  I  consume 
In  languishing  H.frM;tion9  for  that  tre?(paaB| 
Yet  cannot  die. 

Pen.  The  handmaid  to  the  wu^res, 
The  untroubled  ^  of  country  toil,  drinks  streams, 
With  leaping  kids,  and  with  the  bleating  lambs. 
And  fto  uitavii  her  thirst  secure  ;  while  I 
Quench  my  hot  aigbs  with  fleetings  of  my  tears. 

Itk.  The  labourer  doth  eat  his  coarsest  bread, 
Karn'd  with  his  sweat,  and  lies  him  down  to  sleep ; 
While  every  bit  I  touch  turm)  in  digestion 
To  gall,  a»  bitter  sa  Penthea'a  curse. 
Put  me  to  any  penance  for  my  tyranny. 
And  I  will  call  thee  merciful. 

Pen.   Pray  kill  me; 
Rid  me  from  living  with  a  jealoas  husband  ; 
Then  we  will  join  in  friendship,  be  again 
Brother  and  sLrter ' 

Ith.  After  my  victories  abroad,  at  home 
I  meet  despair  ;  ingratitude  of  nature 
Hath  made  mv  actions  nion.stn)us;     Thou  flhalt  rttand 
A  deity,  my  sister,  and  be  worshipp'd 
For  thy  resolved  martyrdom  ;  wi'ong'd  maids 
And  married  wives  shall  to  thy  hallow'd  shrine 
Offer  their  orisons,  and  sacrifice 
Pure  turtles  crown'd  with  myrtle,  if  thv  pity 
t^nto  a  yielding  brother's  pressure  len^ 
One  finger  but  to  ease  it. 

Pen.  O,  no  more. 

Ith.  Death  waits  to  waft  me  to  the  Stygian  banks, 
And  free  me  from  this  chaos  of  my  liondage  ; 
And  till  thou  wilt  forgive,  I, must  endure. 

Pen.  Who  is  the  twint  you  serve  ? 

Ith.  Friendshii),  or  nearness 
Of  birth,  to  any  out  my  sister,  durst  not 

'  A  word  »cem»  defective  here.    [Should  be  "  Of  ooonlry  toil  drinka  the  untroubled 
UtCVDI  ".] 
'(Twelvi  lines  omitted.] 
VOL.  IV. — 14 
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C(U.  You  feed  too  much  your  melancholy. 

Pen.  Glories 
Of  huQian  grcntiiesR  are  but  pleasing  dreanu, 
And  shadows  soon  decaying :  on  the  stage 
Of  my  mortality  my  youth  hath  acted 
Some  scenes  of  vamty,  drawn  out  at  length  ; 
By  varied  pleasure  sweet'ned  iu  the  mixture. 
Rut  tragical  in  ituue. 

Cat.  Contemn  not  your  condition,  for  the  proof 
Uf  bare  opinion  only :  to  what  end 
Reach  all  these  moral  texts  ? 

Pen.  To  place  before  ye 
A  perfect  mirror,  wherein  you  may  see 
How  wcaiy  I  ani  of  a  lingering  life, 
VVho  cuiini  the  \ieat  a  misery. 

Col.  Indeed 
You  have  no  tittle  cause ;  yet  none  so  great, 
As  to  di)«trudt  a  remedy. 

Pen.  That  remedy 
Must  be  a  winding  sheet,  a  fold  of  lead, 
.'Vnd  some  untrod  on  comer  in  the  earth. 
Not  to  detain  vour  exjtectatiun,  Princesii  : 
t  have  a  humble  ftuit- 

Cal.  Sjwak,  and  enjoy  it. 

Pen.  Vouchsafe  then  to  be  my  Executrix  ; 
.Vnd  take  that  trouble  on  ye,  to  dispose 
Such  Iq^acies  as  I  betjuenth  impartially: 
[  have  not  much  to  give,  the  paiuN  are  ea^' ; 
Heaven  will  reward  your  piety  and  thank  it, 
When  I  am  dead  ;  for  sure  I  must  not  live ; 
I  hope  I  cannot. 

Gal.  Now  beshrew  thy  sadness  ; 
Thou  turnst  me  too  much  woman. 

Pen.  Her  fair  eyes 
Melt  into  paiwion  :  then  I  have  assurance 
Encouraging  my  boldnes*.     In  this  |)a(>er 
My  will  was  charactcr'd  ;  which  you,  with  pardon 
Shall  now  know  from  mine  own  mouth. 

Cal.  Talk  on,  prithee; 
It  is  a  pretty  earnest. 

Pen.  I  have  left  me 
Rut  three  poor  jewels  to  bef|ueath.     The  fimt  is 
My  youth  ;  for  though  I  am  m\tch  old  in  griefs. 
Id  years  I  am  a  child. 

Cal.  To  whom  that  ? 
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Pen.  To  virgin  wiveB ;  such  ss  abuse  not  wedlock 
Bv  freedom  of  desires,  but  covet  rhieflv 
Tne  pledges  of  chaste  beds,  for  ties  of  love 
Rather  than  ranging  of  their  blotxl :  and  next. 
To  uiai'i'ied  maius ;  such  as  prefer  the  niimlier 
(>f  huiiourable  ii^sue  in  their  \'irtues, 
JJefore  the  flattery  of  delights  bv  marriage ; 
Mav  tho6c  be  ever  young. 

Oal.  A  second  jewel 
You  mean  to  part  with  'f 

Pen.  *Tis  my  fame  ;  1  trust. 
By  scandal  yet  untouch'd  :  this  I  lietpieath 
To  Memory'  and  Time's  old  daughter.  Truth. 
If  ever  my  unhappy  name  6nd  mention. 
When  I  am  fallen  to  dust,  may  it  desen-e 
Beseeming  charitv  without  dishonour! 

Co/.  Hnw  handsomely  thon  playst  with  harmless  sport 
Of  mere  imugiiiution  !     Speak  the  la»t. 
I  stratigeiv  tike  tbv  will. 

Pf.n.  T*his  jewef.  Madam, 
Is  dearly  preciou.s  to  me  ;  you  must  use 
'ITic  I»st  of  your  discretion,  to  employ 
This  gift  US  I  intend  it. 

Cal.  Do  not  doubt  me. 

Pen.  "I'is  long  ago,  since  fintt  I  lo«t  my  heart ; 
Ixing  have  I  lir'd  without  it:  but  instead 
Of  it,  to  great  Calantha,  Sparta's  heir. 
By  senice  iKiuntl,  and  by  Hlfeclion  vow'd, 
[  do  l)e(iueHth  in  hnlieiit  riteft  of  love 
Mine  only  brother  Ithocles. 

Cat.  What  midst  thou  ? 

Pen.  Impute  not,  heav'n-btust  lady,  to  ambition, 
A  faith  as  liumbly  fwrfect  a«  the  prayers 
Of  a  devoted  suppliant  can  endow  it : 
Look  on  btni,  I*rincess,  with  an  eye  of  pity  ; 
How  like  the  ghast  of  what  he  late  appeared 
He  moves  before  you  ! 

Cal.  Shall  I  answer  here, 
Or  lend  my  ear  too  grossly? 

Pen.  First  his  heart 
Shall  fall  in  cinders,  scorchM  by  your  disdain, 
Ere  he  will  dai*e,  poor  man,  to  ope  lui  eye 
On  these  divine  looks,  but  with  low-beni  thoughts 
Accut^ing  such  presumption  :  as  for  words, 
He  dares  not  utter  any  but  of  service; 
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Yet  this  lost  creature  loves  you.     Be  a  PrinceH 
In  sweetness  as  in  blood ;  give  him  his  doom, 
Or  raise  him  up  to  comfort. 

Cal.  What  new  change 
Appears  in  my  behaviour,  that  thou  darest 
Tempt  my  displeasure  ? 

Pen.  I  must  leave  the  world, 
To  revel  in  Elysium  ;  and  'tis  just 
To  wish  my  brother  some  advantage  here. 
Yet  by  my  best  hopes,  Ithocles  is  ignorant 
Of  this  pursuit.     But  if  you  please  to  kill  him, 
Lend  him  one  angry  look,  or  one  harsh  word. 
And  you  shall  soon  (include  how  strong  a  power 
Your  absolute  authority  holds  over 
His  life  and  end, 

Cal.  You  have  foreot,  Penthea, 
How  still  I  have  a  fatiier. 

Pen.  But  rememb^ 
I  am  sister :  though  to  me  this  brother 
Hath  been,  you  know,  unkind,  O  most  unkind. 

Cal.  Chnstalla,  Philema,  where  are  ye  ? — Lady, 
Your  check  Ues  in  my  silence.^ 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  5.'] 

While  Cala/rUha  (Psrvncesa  of  Sparta)  is  celebrating  the  nuptiala 
of  Prophilua  and  Euphranea  at  Cov/rt  with  Music  and 
th/ndng,  one  enters  to  inform  fier  that  the  King  her  Father 
ie  Dead ;  a  second  brings  the  News  thai  Penthea  (Sist^  to 
Ithocles)  is  Starved  ;  and  a  third  coTnee  to  tell  thak  Ithocles 
himself  {to  whom  the  Princess  is  contracted)  is  crueUy 
Mv/rdered. 

Calantha.     Pbophilus.     Euphranea.     Neabchus.     Crotolon. 
Christalla.     Phileha,  amd  others. 

Cal.  We  miss  our  servant  Ithocles,  and  Orgilus ; 
On  whom  attend  they  ? 

Crot.  My  son,  gracious  princess, 
Whisper'd  some  new  device,  to  which  these  revels 
Should  be  but  usher ;  wherein,  I  conceive. 
Lord  Ithocles  and  be  himself  are  actors. 

Cal.  A  fair  excuse  for  absence :  as  for  Baasanes, 

1  It  is  necessary  to  the  understanding  of  the  Scene  which  followt,  to  know  that 
the  Princess  is  won  by  theM  solicitations  of  Penthea,  and  by  the  real  deserts  of 
Ithocles,  to  requite  his  love,  and  that  they  are  contracted  with  the  consent  of  the 
Kinder  Father. 

'[The  whole  Scene  except  a  few  lines  at  beginning  and  end.] 
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Delights  to  him  are  troublesome :  ArmosteH 
la  with  the  King. 

Crot.  He  is. 

Cat.  On  to  the  dance :  _ 

{To  NiLAU(.iiL!>}.  Ueai'  cousin*  band  jou  the  bride;  the  bridegroom 

mu»tt  Ik 
Intrusted  to  my  courtship :  be  not  jealous, 
Euphranca  ;  I  shall  scarcely  prove  a  teuiptrcas. 
Fall  to  uur  dance. 

Tkfy  Dancf  the  Jirst  Change^  during  whiek  Abmostes  enters. 

Arm.  The  King  your  Father's  dead. 
Cat.  To  the  utiier  change. 
Arm.  U  it  possible  ? 

They  Dance  again  :  Bassanes  enters. 

BaS9.  O  Madam, 
Pentliea,  pour  l*entht:u'i:»  starv'd. 

Cal.  Beshrew  thee. 

Lead  to  the  next. 

Baas.  Amazement  dulls  my  senses. 

They  Dance  again :  Obuiluh  enters. 

Org.  Brave  Itliocles  is  niunler'd,  murder'd  cruelly. 

Cal.  How  (lull  thin  nuisic  ttoimds !  strike  up  more  sprightlv : 
Our  footings  are  not  active  like  our  hearts 
Whicli  treads  the  nimbler  measure. 

Org.  I  am  thunder-Htruck. 

Tfiey  Dance  tfie  last  Change.     The  Music  ceases. 

Cal.  So,  let  us  breathe  awhile:  hath  not  this  motion 
KaiH'd  fresher  colour  on  yuur  cheeks  i  [To  NiuncHDa. 

Near.  Sweet  PrinccHs, 
A  perfect  purity  of  blood  enamels 
Thi:  beauty  of  vour  white. 

Cal.   We  alllook  uheerfully  : 
And,  cousin,  'tis  Tnethinka  a  rare  presumption 
In  any,  who  prefers  our  lawful  pleasures 
Before  their  own  sour  ceiLsure,  to  interrupt 
The  custom  of  this  ceremony  bluntly. 

Near.  None  dares,  Lady. 

Cal.  Yes,  yes ;  some  hollow  voice  delivcr'd  to  me 
How  that  the  King  was  dead. 

Arm.  'The  King  is  dead  : 
That  fatal  news  was  mine ;  for  ui  mine  arms 
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He  breathed  hu  last,  and  with  his  crown  Ix^ueath'd  you 
Your  Mother's  wedding-ring,  which  liere  I  tender. 

Crot.  Must  strange. 

Cai.  Peace  crown  his  iuhe»  :  we  are  Queen  then. 

Near.  Long  live  Calantha,  Sparta's  sovereign  Queen. 

AU.  Long  live  the  Queen. 

Col.  What  whispered  Battsanes? 

Bag8.  That  my  renthea,*  miserable  soul. 
Was  stan''d  to  cfeath. 

Cat.  She's  bappv  ;  she  bath  finish'd 
A  long  and  painful  progress. — A  third  murmur 
I'ierc'd  mine  unwilling  ears. 

Org.  'ITiat  Ithocles 
Wna  murder'd. 

Gal.  By  whose  hand  ? 

Ort/.  Hy  mine :  this  weapon 
Was  instrument  to  my  revenge.     The  i-easuns^ 
Are  just  and  known.     Quit  him  of  these,  and  then 
Never  lived  gentleman  of  greater  merit, 
Hope,  or  abUiment  to  steer  a  kingdom.* 

Col.   We  l>egin  our  reign 
With  a  first  act  of  justice :  thy  confe^teion^ 
L'Uhappy  (Jrgilus,  dooms  thee  a  sentence  ; 
But  vet  Ihy  father's  or  thy  sister's  presence 
Shall  be  excus'd  ;  give,  Crotolon,*  a  blei»sing 
To  thy  tost  sun  ;  Kuphranea,^  take  a  farewell : 
And  both  begone.* 

(7*0  Okgilus).  Bloody  relator  of  thy  stains  in  blood  ; 
For  that  thou  hast  reported  him  (whose  fortunes 
And  life  by  thee  are  both  at  once  snatch'd  from  him) 
With  honourable  mention,  make  thy  choice 
Of  what  death  likes  thee  best ;  there's  all  oui"  bounty- 
Hut  to  excuse  delays,  let  me,  dear  cousin. 
Entreat  you  and  these  lords  see  execution 
Instant,  before  ye  part. 

Near.  Your  will  commands  us. 

Org.  One  suit,  just  Queen  ;  my  last.     Vouchsafe  your  clemency, 
Th&i  by  no  common  hand  I  be  divided 
I'Vom  tnis  my  humble  frailty. 

Oal.  To  Uieir  wisdoms, 


■  Wiie  to  Bassanes. 

'  Pcnthea  (u»tiM  to  Ithocles)  wka  betrothed  at  fitst  to  Orgilos,  but  compelled  by 
hef  brother  to  marr)-  Bassanc* ;  by  which  forced  match  the  becoming  mtserabte, 
refuted  to  take  food,  and  died.  '[Eiglileen  line«  omiUed.] 

*  Hit  Father.  *  His  Sister.  ■  [Six  lines  omitted.] 
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Who  are  to  be  spectators  of  thine  end, 

I  make  the  reference.     Those  that  are  dead, 

Are  dead  ;  had  they  not  now  died,  of  necessity 

They  must  have  paid  the  debt  they  owed  to  nature 

One  time  or  other.     Use  despatch,  my  lords. — 

We'll  suddenly  prepare  our  Coronation.  [Exit. 

Arm.  Tis  strange  these  tragedies  should  ne\'er  touch  on 
Her  female  pity. 

Baas.  She  has  a  masculine  spirit. 

[Act  v.,  So.  «.] 

The  Coronation  of  the  Princess  takes  place  after  the  execution  of 
Orgilua. — She  enters  the  Temple,  dressed  in  White,  having 
a  Crown  on  her  Head.  She  kneels  at  the  Altar.  Tfte  dead 
Body  of  Ithccles  {whom,  she  should  have  viarried)  is  borne 
on  a  Hearse,  in  rich  Robes,  having  a  Croton  on  his  Head ; 
and  placed  by  the  side  of  the  Altar,  where  she  kneels.  Her 
devotions  ended,  she  rises. — 

Calantha.  Neabciius.  Paoi-HiLus.  Cbotolon.  Bassaves. 
Armostks.  El'phrakea.  Amkll's.  Christalul  Phileua, 
and  others. 

Cal.  Our  orisons  are  heard,  the  gods  are  merciful. 
Now  tell  me,  you,  whose  loyalties  pay  tribute 
To  us  your  lawful  sovereign^  how  unskilful 
Your  duties,  or  obedience  is,  to  render 
Subjection  to  the  scepti"e  of  a  virgin  ; 
Who  have  l)een  ever  fortunate  in  prinoes 
Of  ma.sculine  and  stirring  composition. 
A  woman  has  enough  to  govern  wisely 
Her  own  demeanount,  passioius  and  divisions. 
A  nation  warlike,  and  mured  to  practice 
Of  policy  and  labour,  cnniiot  brook 
A  feminale  authority  :  we  therefore 
Command  your  counsel,  how  von  may  advise  us 
In  chusing  of  a  husband,  whose  abilities 
Can  better  guide  this  kingdom. 

Near  Royal  l-ady. 
Your  la«'  is  in  your  will. 

Arm.  We  have  seen  tokens 
Of  constancy  too  lately  to  mistrust  it 

Grot.   Yet  if  your  Higlinexs  settle  on  a  choice 
By  your  own  juHgnient  both  allow'd  and  liked  of, 
Sparta  may  grow  in  power  and  procee<l 
To  an  increasing  height.' 

'[Sixteen  lines  omiued.] 
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Cat.  Cousin  of  Aigos. 
Near.  Matlaiu, 
Cal.  Were  I  presentlv 
To  chase  }'oo  tor  my  Lord,  Til  open  freely 
What  articles  1  would  propose  to  treat  «i, 
Before  our  marriage. 

Near.  Naote  thenr,  rirtuou*  Lady. 
Cal.  I  would  presume  you  woulif  retain  the  royalty 
Of  Sparta  in  her  o»-n  bounds :  then  in  Argoa 
Armoatefl  might  be  viceroy  ;  in  Meswne 
Might  Crotolon  bear  sway  ;  and  Bussanes 
Be  SpartaV  niarshnl : 

The  multitudes  of  high  emploraents  could  not 
But  set  a  peace  to  private  griefs.    These  gentlemen, 
Groneas  and  Lemophilf  with  worthy  pension.s. 
Should  wait  upon  your  ncnion  in  your  chamber. 
I  would  bestow  Christalla  on  Amelas ; 
She'll  prove  a  constant  wife:  aud  Thilema 
Should  into  Vesta'-s  Temple. 

Bass.  This  is  a  testament ; 
It  mundA  not  like  conditions  on  a  marriage. 
Near.  All  this  should  be  perforra'd. 
Cal.  LAittly,  for  Pruphilus, 
He  should  he  (cousin)  soleumly  in%-e»ted 
In  all  those  honours,  titles,  and  preferments, 
Wliich  his  dear  friend  and  my  Detected  huxbond 
Too  short  a  time  cnjoy'd. 
Proph.  I  am  unworthy 
To  live  in  voor  remembrance. 
Bupk.  £xoellent  Lady. 

Near.  Mndam,  what  means  that  word,  neglected  husband  ? 
Cal.   Forgive  ine :     Now  I  tuni  to  thee,  thou  shadow 

;  To  the  dead  Body  of  IthocU-8.) 
Of  my  contracted  Lord  :  bear  witness  all, 
I  put  my  mother's  wedding-ring  uoon 
Hw  Knger  ;  'twas  my  father's  last  bpi]Ueat : 
Thus  I  new  marry  hini,  whose  wife  f  am  ; 
Death  shall  not  sej»arate  us.     O  mv  lords, 
I  but  deceiv'd  your  eyes  with  antict  gesture, 
When  one  news  straight  came  huddling  on  another, 
Of  death,  and  death,  and  death,  stilt  I  danc'd  forward 
But  it  struck  hume,  and  here^  and  in  an  instant. 
Be  such  mere  women,  who  with  shrieks  and  outcries 
Can  vow  a  present  end  to  all  their  sorrows  ; 
Yet  live  to  vow  new  pleasures,  and  out-live  them. 
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They  are  tbe  silent  grieh  which  cut  the  heart-fltrings : 
Let  n>e  die  smiling. 

Near.  Tis  u  truth  too  ominous. 

Col.  One  kias  on  these  cold  lips ;  my  last.     Crack,  crack. 
^Vi^os  now^N  S|)arta'8  King.  [Dies. 

[Act  v.,  Sc,  3.] 

I  do  not  know  where  to  find  in  any  PUy  a  catastrophe  bo  grand,  so  solemn,  and  no' 
surprising  as  this.  This  is  indeed,  according  to  Milton,  to  "describe  high  passions 
and  hjgh  actions."  The  fortitude  of  the  Spartan  Boy  who  let  a  beasi  ^naw  oJt  his 
bowels  till  he  died  without  eKprcssing  a  groan,  is  a  faint  bodily  image  of  thta^ 
dilaceration  of  (he  spirit  ;ind  cKcnieration  of  the  inmost  mind,  which  CaJantha  witta^ 
a  holy  violence  against  hci  nitttire  keeps  clo»ely  covered,  til)  the  iaxt  duties  ofl 
a  Wife  and  a  Queen  are  fulfilled.  Stories  of  martyrdom  are  but  of  chains  and  the] 
stake;  a  little  bodily  suFTering;  theite  totmenu 

On  tbe  purest  spirits  picy 

As  on  cntiaila,  joints,  and  limbs, 

With  answerable  pains,  but  more  intenM. 

What  a  noble  thing  is  the  soul  in  its  stcengths  and  in  its  weaknesses  !    who  wodI^I 
be  lc!«  weak  than  Calantha  .'   who  can  be  bo  strong  ?    the  expression  of  this  trao-j 
Bcendcnt  scene  almost  bears  me  in  imagiiatlon  to  Calvary  and  the  Cross:     and  E^ 
seem  to  perceive  some  analogy  between  the  ticenical  sutferings  which  I  am  hef 
cuntemptating,  and  the  real  agonies  of  that  finiil  completion  to  whkli  I  dare  m 
more  than  hint  a  reference. 

Ford  was  of  the  first  order  of  Poeis.     He  sou^t  for  sublimity,  not  by  parcels  ia 
metaphors  or  visible  images,  but  directly  where  she  has  her  full  residence  in  the 
heart  of  man  ;  in  the  actions  and  sufferings  of  the  grcaiesi  mindb.      There  is  aJ 
grandeur  of  the  soul  above  mouniainn,  neaA,  and  the  elements.      Even  in  the  poocj 
per%'crted  reaiton  of  Gio^-anni  and  iVnnabella  [in  the  Play  which  precede*  this)  i 
discern  traces  of  that  Tieiy  particle,  which  m  the  irregulai  giariing  &om  out 
the  road  of  beaten  action,  discovers  'tomething  of  a  right  line  even  in  obliauiiy,  audi 
shows  bints  of  an  improveable  gieatncss  in  the  lowest  descents  and  degraaations 
our  nature. 


HYMKN'S  TRIUMPH:     A    PASTORAL  TKAtJI-rOM^J 
[PUBHSIIED  1615]     BY  SAMl'KL  D.\MKL[156a-1619] 

Love  in  Infancy. 

Ah,  I  remember  well  (and  how  can  I 

But  evennore  rLMiiembcr  well)  «hcn  first 

Our  flauie  began,  when  scarce  we  knew  what  was 

The  rtanie  we  felt  :  when  as  we  sat  and  sifrh'd 

And  look'd  upon  each  other,  and  eonceiv'd 

Not  M'hiil  we  ail'd,  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 

And  yet  were  well,  and  vet  we  were  not  well, 

And  what  was  oui'  di^tea^e  we  could  not  tell. 

llien  would  we  ki^tt,  then  sigh,  then  look.    And  thus 

In  that  first  garden  nf  our  ainipIenesH 

We  spent  our  childhood.     Hut  when  years  began 
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Tu  reap  tfae  fruit  of  knowledge ;  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  graver  looka,  with  sweet  stem  brow. 
Check  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness ; 
Yet  still  would  give  me  Howers,  still  would  me  show 
What  ahe  would  liave  lue,  yet  not  have  me  know  ! 

[Act  i.,  Sc  1.'] 

Love  after  Death. 

PatcRmon.  Fie,  'niyrsis,  with  what  fond  remembrances 
Dost  thou  these  idle  passions  entertain ! 
For  ahunie  leave  oft'  to  waste  your  youth  in  vain, 
And  feed  on  shadows :  make  your  choice  anew ; 
You  other  nymphs  shall  find,  no  doubt  will  be 
As  lovely,  and  as  fair,  and  sweet  as  she. 

Tkyrgie.  As  fair  and  sweet  as  she  !    Paliemon,  peace  ; 
Ah,  what  can  pictures  be  unto  the  life  ? 
What  sweetness  can  be  found  in  images  ? 
Which  all  nymphs  else  besides  her  seem  to  me. 
She  only  was  a  real  creature,  she, 
Whose  memory  must  take  up  all  of  me. 
Should  I  another  love,  then  must  I  have 
Anotlier  heart,  for  this  is  full  of  her. 
And  evermore  shall  be :  here  is  she  drawn 
At  length,  and  whole :  and  more,  this  table  is 
A  story,  and  is  all  of  her ;  and  all 
Wrought  in  the  liveliest  colours  of  my  blood ; 
And  can  there  be  a  room  for  others  here  ? 
Should  1  disfij;ure  such  a  piece,  and  blot 
ITie  pcrfect'st  workmanship  that  love  e'er  wrought  ^ 
Palafuion,  no,  ah  nu,  it  cost  too  dear ; 
It  must  remain  entire  whilst  life  remains. 
The  monument  of  her  and  of  my  pains. 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  I.] 


The  Story  of  Taulia. 


There  was  sometimes  a  nymph, 
Isulia  named,  and  an  Arcadian  bom,^ 
Whose  mother  dying  left  her  very  young 
Unto  her  father's  charge,  who  carefully 
Didbreed  her  up  until  she  came  to  years 
Of  wuniaidiuud,  and  then  provides  a  match 
Both  rich  and  young,  and  fit  enough  for  her. 
But  she,  who  to  another  shepherd  had, 
Call'd  Sirthis,  vow'd  her  love,  as  unto  one 
Her  heart  esleem'd  more  worthy  of  her  love, 


■[Danwi'8  Worki,  ed.  Grosan,  vol.  iii.] 


■[Two  lines  omitted.] 
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Could  not  by  ftll  her  father's  means  be  wrought 

To  leave  her  choice,  and  to  forget  her  vow.' 

This  nyuiph  oue  dav,  surchaiv'd  with  love  and  grief. 

Which  {ximnionly  {the  more  tne  pity)  dwell 

As  inmates  both  together,  walkmg  forth 

With  other  maids  to  fish  upon  the  shore ; 

Kstrava  apart,  and  leaves  her  cuuifmny. 

To  entertain  herself  with  her  own  thouffhts 

And  wanders  on  so  far,  and  out  of  sight. 

An  she  at  len<{;Ui  was  suddenlv  surpriz'd 

By  piratCR,  who  lay  lurking  underneath 

Tbose  hollow  rocks,  expecting  there  some  priie ; 

And  notwithstanding  all  her  pitcuu^  mes 

Entreaties,  tears,  and  prayers,  those  fierce  men 

Kent  hair  and  veil,  and  canied  her  by  force 

Into  their  ship,  which  in  a  little  creek 

Hard  by  at  anchor  lay. 

And  presently  hoi.'itecl  sail  and  no  away.* 

When  she  wa.-*  thus  enshipp'd,  and  woefully 

Had  cast  her  eyes  about  to  view  that  hell 

Of  horror,  whereinto  she  was  so  suddenly  emplung'd. 

She  spies  a  woman  sitting  with  a  child 

Sucking  her  breast,  wtiich  was  the  cantain's  wife. 

To  her  she  creeps,  down  at  her  feet  sne  lies  ; 

"  O  woman,  if  tlmt  name  of  a  woman  may 

Move  you  to  pity,  pity  a  (hm)!-  maid  ; 

The  most  distressed  soul  tliat  ever  hreath'd  ; 

^\jid  save  me  from  the  hands  of  those  fierce  men  ! 

Ijet  me  not  be  defird  ami  made  unclean. 

Dear  woman,  m>w,  and  I  will  be  to  you 

The  faithfull'st  slave  that  ever  mistress  8er\-'d  ; 

Never  poor  soul  shall  be  more  dutiful. 

To  do  whatever  you  command,  tiian  I. 

No  toil  will  I  recuse  ;  so  that  I  may 

Keep  this  poor  body  clean  and  undeHowerM, 

Which  is  all  I  will  ever  seek.     For  know. 

It  is  not  fear  of  death  lays  me  thus  low. 

But  of  that  stain  will  make  my  death  to  blush."  •  •  •» 

All  this  would  nothing  move  the  woman's  heai"t. 

Whom  yet  she  would  not  leave,  hut  still  l>e:iought 

"O  woman,  bv  that  infant  at  your  breast. 

And  by  the  pains  it  cost  you  in  the  birth. 

Saw  me,  as  ever  you  desire  to  have 

Your  Ijalje  to  joy  and  prosjier  in  the  world  : 


*(T^''«6  lines  omiUed.] 


[Four  lincft.] 


'[One  line.] 
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Which  v\\]  the  hetter  prosper  sure,  if  you 

Shall  mercy  show,  which  is  with  mercy  paid." 

Then  kisses  she  her  feet,  then  kisses  too 

The  infant^fl  feet ;  and,  "O,  sweet  Iiahe,"  (said  she), 

"  Couldst  thou  but  to  thy  mother  speak  for  me, 

Am\  crave  her  to  have  pity  ou  my  ease, 

ITiou  uiightsl  perhaps  prevail  with  her  so  uitich. 

Although  I  cannot  ;  child,  ah,  auild'st  thou  speak  !" 

The  infant,  whether  by  her  touching  it, 

Or  by  instinct  of  nature,  seeinjf  her  weejv 

I.nok8  earnestly  ti|ion  her,  and  then  looks 

Upon  the  mother,  then  on  her  again. 

And  then  it  cries,  and  then  un  cither  looks: 

Which  she  (Xfrceiving ;  "  Blessed  chilil,"  (said  she), 

"  Although  thou  canst  not  speak,  yet  dost  thou  cry 

Unto  thy  mother  for  me.     Hear  thy  child, 

Dear  mother ;  it's  for  me  it  cries  ; 

It*s  all  the  speech  it  hath.     Accept  those  cries; 

Save  me  at  his  request  from  Ix-inj^  defiled  : 

Let  pity  move  thee,  that  thus  moves  the  child." 

The  woman,  thu^  by  birth  and  custom  rude, 

Yet  having  veins  of  nature,  could  not  be 

Ilut  pierocable,  did  feel  at  length  the  point 

Of  pity  enter  so,  as  out  gush'd  teaiis, 

(Not  usual  to  stem  eyes),  and  she  besought 

Her  hu-sliand  to  l>cstow  on  her  that  prise. 

With  safeguard  of  her  body  at  her  mhII. 

The  captain  seeing  his  wife,  the  child  the  nymph, 

All  crying  to  him  in  this  niteous  sort. 

Felt  his  rough  nature  shaKen  too,  and  grt^nta 

His  wife's  request,  and  seals  hin  grant  with  tears ; 

And  so  they  wept  all  four  for  company  : 

And  some  behofder^  stood  not  with  dry  eyes ; 

Such  |tfLssion  wrought  the  (Mission  of  tneir  prize.* 

Never  was  there  pardon,  that  did  take 

Coudeumcd  from  the  block  more  joyful  than 

This  grant  to  her :  for  all  her  misery 

Seem'd  nothing  to  the  comfort  she  receivM, 

By  being  thus  saved  from  impurity  : 

And  from  the  woman's  feet  me  would  not  part. 

Nor  trust  her  hand  to  be  without  some  hold 

Of  her,  or  of  the  child,  so  long  a*  she  remain'd 

Within  the  ship,  which  in  few  days  arrives 

At  Alexandria,  whence  these  pirates  were  ; 

>  [Five  lines  spoken  by  Thirst*  omitted.] 
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And  there  this  woeful  maid  for  two  vcarV  iipace 

Did  serve,  and  truly  serve  this  captain'^  wife, 

(Who  would  uot  lose  the  beueHt  of  her 

Attendance,  for  her  protit.  otherwise). 

But  daring  not  in  such  a  pUu.'e  as  that 

To  trust  "herself  in  woman's  habit,  crav'd 

That  she  might  be  apparei'd  like  a  boy ; 

And  so  she  was,  and  a**  a  bov  »he  served.' 

At  two  years'  end  her  mistress  sends  her  forth 

Unto  tlie  port  for  some  cominodities. 

Which,  whilst  she  sought  for,  going;  up  and  down, 

She  heard  some  merchantmen  of  Corinth  talk, 

Who  s])&kc  that  language  the  Arcadians  did. 

And  were  next  neighlwure  of  one  continent. 

To  them,  all  rapt  with  pajwion,  down  she  kneels, 

Tells  thcui  she  was  a  pour  distressed  1m>v, 

Born  in  Arcadia,  and  by  pirates  took. 

And  mode  a  slave  in  Egypt ;  and  besought 

Theui,  as  they  fathers  were  of  children,  or 

l>id  hold  their  native  country  dear,  they  would 

Take  pity  ou  her,  and  relieve  her  youth 

From  that  sad  servitude  wherein  sfie  liv'd  : 

For  which  she  hop'd  that  she  had  friends  olive 

Would  thank  them  one  day,  and  reward  them  too ; 

If  not,  yet  that  she  knew  tJie  heav'ns  would  do. 

Tlie  merchants,  moved  with  pity  of  her  caae. 

Being  ready  to  depart,  took  her  with  them, 

And  landed  her  upon  her  country  coast : 

Where,  when  she  found  herself,  she  prostrate  falU, 

Kisses  the  ground,  thanks  gives  unto  the  gods, 

'Hianks  them  who  have  been  her  deliverers. 

And  on  she  trudges  through  tlie  desart  woods. 

Climbs  over  craggy  nxrks,  and  ninuntaiiLs  steep. 

Wades  thorough  rivers,  struggles  thorough  bogs*. 

Sustained  only  by  the  force  of  love  ; 

Until  she  came  unto  the  native  plains, 

Unto  the  lields  where  first  she  drew  her  breath. 

There  she  lifts  up  her  eyes,  salutes  the  air, 

Salutes  tlie  tiees,  the  bushes,  flowers  and  all : 

And,  '*  Oh,  dear  Sirthis,  here  I  am,"  said  she, 

"  Here,  notwithstanding  all  my  miseries 

*'  I  am  the  same  I  was  to  thee ;  a  pure, 

"A  chaste,  and  siwlIesB  maid."  [Act  iv^  Sc.  3^  p.  383.'] 

I  [A  line  intnjccted  by  Thinis.]       *[Fot  another  extract  fratn  Daniel  tee  page  4s8.j 
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ALAHAM:      A  TRAGEDY   [PUBLISHED   IN    1633].      BY 
KULKE  GUEVILLE,  LOUD  KUOOKE  [1554-1628] 

Alafiavi,  second  Son  to  tfie  Kiwj  of  Ormus,  deposes  his  Father, 
whose  Eyes,  and  the  Eyes  of  his  elder  liroiher  Zophi  {acting 
wpon  a  maarim  of  Orieiitul  Policy),  he  causes  to  be  put  out. 
They^  blindy  ana  fea/rvng  for  their  Lives,  wander  about. 
In  this  Extremity  they  are  separately  met  by  the  King's 
Daughter  Ctslica,  who  condiicts  them  to  places  of  Refuge  ; 
hiding  her  Father  amid  the  Vaults  of  a  Temple^  and  guid* 
ing  her  Brother  to  take  Hanctuary  at  the  Altar. 

KmO.  C.EL1CA. 

King.  Cslica ;  thou  ouly  child,  whom  I  repent 
Not  yet  to  have  begot,  thy  work  ia  vain  : 
l1iou  ruD':it  against  my  destiny's  intent. 
Fear  uuL  iiiy  lull ;  the  steep  is  fuircst  plain  ; 
Aiid  error  atdeHi  guide  unto  his  end, 
Who  nothing  but  miscbaiu'e  can  have  to  friend. 
We  pai'ent»  axe  but  nature's  nursery  ; 
When  our  xuccession  springs,  then  ripe  to  fall. 
Privation  unto  age  is  natural. 
Age  thcie  is  also  in  a  prince's  atate. 
Which  is  contempt,  grown  of  niif^ovemment ; 
Where  love  of  change  begcttcth  princes'  hate: 
For  hopen  must  vrilher,  or  grow  violent. 
If  fortune  bind  denires  to  one  estate. 
Then  mark !     lUind,  as  a  man  ;  scom'd,  a^  a  king ; 
A  father's  kindness  loath'd,  and  desolate ; 
Life  without  joy,  or  light :   what  can  it  bring. 
But  inward  horror  unto  outward  hate  'f 
O  safety !  thou  art  then  a  hateful  thing. 
When  children's  death  assures  the  fatlier's  state. 
No,  safe  1  am  not,  though  niy  son  were  slain, 
My  frailty  would  beget  such  sons  again. 
Ueaides,  if  fatal  be  the  heavens'  will, 
Iteiiining  adds  mort;  force  to  destiny  ; 
Whose  iron  wheels  stay  not  on  fleshly  wit, 
Hut  headlong  run  down  steep  neee.%ity- 
And  as  in  danger,  we  do  catch  at  it 
That  comes  to  help;  and  unadvisedly 
Oft  do  our  friends  to  our  misfortune  knit : 
So  with  the  haim  of  those  who  would  iia  good 
1ft  destiny  iaipossibly  withstood. 
Cslica,  then  cease :  importune  me  no  more : 
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My  son,  my  age,  the  state  where  things  are  now, 
Require  my  death.     Who  would  consent  to  live 
Where  love  cannot  revenge,  nor  truth  forgive  ? 

Cielica.  Though  fear  see  nothing  but  extremity. 
Yet  danger  in  nc  deep  iiea,  but  a  ford. 
Where  they  that  yield  can  only  drowned  be. 
la  wruug!>,  and  wounds.  Sir,  vou  arc  too  remt!» : 
To  thronea  a  passive  nature  fatal  1;^. 

King.  Occasion  to  my  son  hath  tum'd  her  face ; 
My  inward  wants  all  outward  -strengths  Iwtray  ; 
And  so  make  tliat  impossible  [  may. 

C'(Elica.  Yet  live : 
Live  for  the  state. 

King.  Whose  ruins  glasscit  ore 
Wherein  Hce  erroiii  of  myself  I  must. 
And  hold  my  life  of  danger,  shame,  and  care. 

Ci^lica.  When  fear  pro|X)unds,  with  loss  men  ever  chuse. 
Kiny.  Notliing  is  left  mc  but  myself  to  Uwe. 
Cmlica.  And  is  it  nothing  then  to  lose  the  state  ? 
King.  Where  chance  is  n|»e,  there  coimael  comes  too  late. 
Ccelica,  by  all  thou  ow'st  the  gods  and  me, 
I  i\o  conjure  thee,  leave  mc  to  my  chance. 
What's  past  was  enor's  way  ;  the  truth  it  in, 
Wherein  I  n'retch  can  only  go  amiss. 
If  nature  saw  no  cause  of  sudden  ends, 
She,  that  but  one  way  made  to  draw  our  breath. 
Would  not  have  left  so  many  doors  t*)  death. 

Cmlica.  Yet,  Sir,  if  weakness  be  niit  such  a  .sand 
A&  neither  wrong  nor  counsel  can  manure  ; 
Cbuse  and  resolve  what  death  you  will  endure. 

King.  This  sword,  thy  liands,  may  offer  up  my  breath. 
And  plague  my  life's  remissness  in  my  death. 

Ccelica.  Unto  that  duty  if  these  hands  be  bom, 
I  must  think  God,  and  truth,  were  names  of  scorn. 
Again,  this  justice  were  if  life  were  loved. 
Now  merely  grace ;  since  death  doth  but  forgive 
A  life  to  you,  which  is  a  death  to  live. 
Pain  must  dispiea.se  that  satisfies  offence. 

King.  Chance  hath  left  death  no  more  to  spoil  but  sense. 
Calica.  Then  sword,  do  justice*  office  thorough  me : 
I  offer  more  ttian  tliat  he  bates  to  thee. 

[Offers  to  kill  lieraelf. 
King.  Ah !  stay  thy  hand,     My  state  no  equal  hath. 
And  much  more  matchless  my  strange  \'ices  be : 
One  kind  of  death  becomes  not  tiiee  and  me. 
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Kings*  plagues  by  chance  or  destiny  should  fall ; 
Headlong  he  perish  must  that  ruins  all. 

Ccelica.  No  differ  rock  is  so  prccipitaUr, 
But  down  it  eyes  can  lead  the  bhnd  away  ; 
Without  me  live,  or  with  me  die  vou  may. 

King.  Ctelica,  and  wilt  thou  Alaham  exceed? 
His  cruelty  as  dc&th,  you  torments  use  ; 
He  takes  my  crown,  you  take  mvself  from  me  ; 
A  prince  of  this  fall'n  empire  let  me  be. 

CcBii4M.  Then  be  a  king,  no  tyrant  of  thyself: 
Be ;  and  be  what  you  will ;  wliat  nature  lent 
Is  still  in  hers  and  not  our  government. 

King.  If  disobedience,  and  obedience  both, 
Still  do  me  hurt ;  in  what  Ntrange  state  am  I  ? 
But  hold  thy  course :  it  well  becomes  my  blood. 
To  <\o  their  parents  mischief  with  their  good. 

Citlica.  Yet,  Sir,  hark  to  the  poor  oiiprcssed  tear&, 
The  just  men's  moan,  that  suffer  by  your  fall ; 
A  prince's  charge  is  to  protect  them  all. 
And  shall  it  nothing  be  that  I  am  voursr* 
The  world  without,  my  heart  withtn,  doth  know, 
I  never  had  unkind,  unrevereiit  [>owei8. 
If  thus  you  yield  to  Alaham's  treachery, 
He  ruins  you  ;  'tis  vou,  Sir,  ruin  me. 

King.  Celica,  call  up  the  dead  ;  awake  the  blind  ; 
Turn  back  the  time  ;  bid  winds  tell  whence  they  come  : 
As  vainly  strength  speaks  to  a  broken  mind. 
Fly  from  me,  Cflelica  ;  hate  all  I  do  : 
Misfortunes  have  in  blood  successions  too. 

Ctrlica.  Will  vou  do  that  which  Alaham  cannot? 
He  hath  no  good^;  you  have  no  ill,  but  he: 
This  mar-right  yielding's  honor's  tyranny. 

King.  Have  I  not  done  aniis.s  ?  am  1  not  ill, 
That  ruin'd  have  a  king's  authority? 
And  not  one  king  atone:  since  princes  all 
Feel  part  of  those  scorns*  whereby  one  dotb  fall. 
Treason  against  me  cannot  treason  be : 
All  laws  hare  lost  authority  in  me. 

Cixlica.  The  laws  of  |)ower  chain'd  to  men's  humors  be. 
The  good  have  conscience  ;  the  ill  (like  instruments) 
Are,  in  the  hands  of  wiw  authority. 
Moved,  divided,  used,  or  laid  down  ; 
Still,  with  desire,  kept  subject  to  a  crown. 
Stir  up  all  states  all  spirits  :  hope  and  fear, 
>Vrong  and  revenge,  are  current  everywhere. 

VOL.  IV.  — 15 
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King.  Put  down  my  sud  ;  for  that  must  be  the  way: 
A  father'A  ahauie  ;  a  prince's  t^Tanny  ; 
The  sceptre  ever  rHaII  misjudged  be. 

Ccelica.  Let  them  fear  rumour  thai  do  work  amiM ; 
Blood,  torments,  death,  horrors  of  crueltv, 
Have  time,  and  place,     l^xjok  through  tficse  skins  of  fear 
Which  still  persuade  the  better  side  to  bear. 
And  since  thy  non  thu.*^  traitorously  conspires, 
I^t  him  not  prey  on  all  thy  race,  and  thee : 
Keep  ill  example  from  posterity. 

King.  Danger  is  come,  and  must  I  now  unarm, 
And  let  in  hope  to  weaken  resolution  f 
Passion  !  be  thou  my  legacy  and  will ; 
To  thee  I  give  my  life,  crown,  reputation  ; 
My  pomps  to  clouds  ;  and  (as  forlorn  with  men) 
My  strength  to  women  ;  hoping  this  alone, 
Though  ^ar'd,  sought,  ond  n  king,  to  live  unknown. 
C«elica,  all  the^c  to  thee  ;  do  thou  t>cstow 
This  living  darkness,  wherein  I  do  go. 

CoBlica.  My  soul  now  joys.     Domg  breathes  horror  out. 
Absence  must  be  our  first  step.     Let  us  fly : 
A  pause  in  rage  makes  Alaham  to  doubt ; 
Which  doubt  may  stir  in  people  hope,  and  fear, 
With  love,  or  hate,  to  seek  you  everywhere. 
For  princes'  lives  are  fortune's  misery  : 
As  dainty  sparks,  which  till  men  dead  do  know, 
To  kindle  for  himself  each  mau  doth  blow. 
Kut  hark  !  what's  this  ?  Malice  doth  never  sleep  : 
I  hear  the  spiejt  of  power  drawing  near. 
Sir,  follow  mo  :  Misfortune's  worst  is  come ; 
Her  strengU)  is  change :  and  change  yields  better  doom. 
Choice  now  is  nast.     Hard  by  there  is  a  pile, 
Built  under  color  of  a  sacrifice ; 
If  God  do  grant,  it  is  a  place  to  save ; 
If  God  denies,  it  !:>  a  reudv  grave. 

[Act  iv^  Sc.  L»] 
ZopHi  appmre. 

Coelica.  What  see  1  here  ?  more  spectacles  of  woe  I 
And  are  mv  kindred  only  made  to  l>e 
Agents  and  (mtieniH  in  iniquity  r 
An  forlorn  wretch !  ruin's  example  right ! 
Ixwl  to  thyself,  not  to  thy  enemy, 
Whose  hand  even  while  thou  flie.st  thou  falPst  into 
And  with  thy  fall  thy  father  dust  undo. 

'[Edited  Oro»aTt,  FutUr  Wortkm  Library,  1870.  vol.  Jii.     The  whok  Scene] 
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Save  one  I  may :  Nature  would  save  them  both ; 

But  Chance  hath  many  wheels.  Rage  many  eyes. 

What,  shall  I  then  abandon  Innocents  ?  ' 

Not  help  a  helpless  brother  thrown  on  me  ? 

Is  nature  narrow  to  adversity  ?' 

No,  no.     Our  God  left  duty  for  a  law  ; 

Pity,  at  larpe  ;  love,  in  authoritv  ; 

Despair,  in  bonds ;  fear,  of  itsetf  in  awe : 

Tliat  rage  of  time,  and  power's  strange  liberty. 

Oppressing  good  men,  might  resistance  find : 

Nor  can  I  to  a  brother  be  less  kin<l. 

Dost  thou,  tliat  canst  not  see,  hope  to  ewajw  ? 

Disgrace  can  liave  no  friend  ;  contempt  no  guide  ; 

Right  is  thy  guilt ;  thy  judge  iniquity  ; 

Which  desolation  casts  on  them  that  sec. 

Zophi.  Make  calm  tiiy  rage  :  pity  a  ghost  distrest : 
My  nght,  my  liberty,  t  freely  give : 
Give  him,  that  never  harmM  thee,  leave  to  live. 

Calica.  Nay,  God,  the  world,  thy  parents  it  deny  ; 
A  brother's  jealous  heart ;  usuri)ed  nught 
Grows  Mends  with  all  the  world,  except  thy  right. 

Zophi.  Secure  thyself.     Exile  me  from  this  coast ; 
My  fault,  suspicion  is  ;  ray  judge,  is  fear ; 
Occasion,  with  myself,  away  I  bear. 

Cidica.  Fly  unto  God  :  for  in  humanity 
Hojte  there  is  none.     Reach  me  thy  fearful  hand : 
E  am  thy  sister  ;  neither  fiend,  nor  spy 
Of  tyrant's  rage ;  but  one  that  feels  despair 
Of  thv  estate,  which  thou  dost  only  fear. 
Kneel  down  ;  embrace  thi?*  holy  mystery  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  worst  for  rape  ancf  blood. 
And  yet,  I  fear,  not  hallow'd  for  the  good. 

Zophi,  Help,  God  !  defend  thine  altar !  since  thy  might. 
In  earth,  leaves  innocents  no  other  right. 

Ccelica.  Eternal  God  !  that  see'st  thyself  in  us. 
If  vows  be  more  than  sacrifice  of  lust, 
Rais'd  from  the  smokes  of  hope  and  fear  in  us, 
Protect  this  Innocent,  calm  Alaham's  rage  ; 
By  miracles  faith  goes  from  age  to  age. 
Affection  trembles  ;  reason  is  opprest ; 
Nature  methinks,  doth  her  own  entrails  tear  : 
In  resolution  ominous  is  fear. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc,  «.] 


*  Zophi  ia  represented  u  a  prince  of  weak  undcrfttanding. 
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Alahtim.  causes  Sea/rch  to  be  made  afUr  his  Father  and  SrotKei 
Zophi  is  discovered^  and  CceliccL,  who,  being  queatioTied  b- 
Alaham  where  she  has  hid  her  Father^  disaf^iblea  as  thougl 
nhe  thought  thai  the  King  wa^  dead ;  but  being  threatens 
with  the  rack,  her  Exclamations  call  her  Father  from  hit 
hiding-place ;  wAo,  together  with  A«r,  and  her  Broths 
Zophi,  are  sentenced  by  AUOiam  to  the  Flames, 

AiAnAU.        AUer^Umts. 

Alaham.  Sirs,  xcek  the  city,  extimine,  torture,  rack  ; 
Sanctuaries  none  let  there  he  ;  make  darkne.sR  known  ; 
Pull  down  the  roofs,  Hig,  bum,  put  all  to  wrack  ; 
And  let  the  guiltles-*  for  the  guilty  groan. 
Change,  »hanie,  mi.sfurtune,  in  tlieir  'M:apmg  lie. 
And  in  their  finding  our  prosperity. 

He  sees  Cmlioa. 

Good  fortune  welcome !  We  have  lost  our  care, 
And  found  our  loss:  Cselica  distract  I  see. 
The  king  18  near:     She  i-i  her  father's  eyes. 

He  sees  Zophi. 

Behold  !  the  forlorn  wretch,  half  of  my  fear. 
Takes  sanctuary  at  holy  altar's  feet : 
Leail  htm  apart,  examine,  force,  and  try ; 
Thcite  bind  the  subject  not  the  monarchy. 
Cwlica !  awake ;  that  God  of  whom  you  crave 
l»  deaf,  and  only  gives  men  what  Uiey  hare. 

CfF.lica,  Ah,  cruel  wTetch  !  guilty  of  parent's  blood  ! 
Might  I,  poor  innocent,  my  father  free, 
My  murtiier  yet  were  less  impiety. 
But  on  ;  devour ;  fear  only  to  be  good  : 
Let  us  not  scape :  thy  glory  then  dotli  riae. 
When  thou  at  once  thy  houjie  dost  sacrifice. 

Alaham.  Tell  me  where  thy  father  is. 

Otvlica.  ()  bliHMly  scorn. 
Must  be  be  kill'd  again  that  gave  thee  breath.'* 
Is  duty  nothing  else  in  thee  but  death  ? 

Alahavi.  Leave  off  this  mask  ;  deceit  is  never  wise ; 
Though  he  Iw  blind,  a  king  hath  many  eyes. 

CceXica.  O  twofold  3com !  Grod  be  reveog'd  for  me, 
Yet  since  my  father  is  destroy'd  by  thee, 
Add  still  more  scorn,  it  sorrow  multiplies. 

Alahara.  Pa.ssions  are  learn'd,  not  bom  within  the  heart, 
Tliat  method  keep:  Order  is  (juiet'a  art. 
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Tell  where  he  is  :  for  look  what  love  conceals, 
Pain  out  of  nature's  labyrinths  reveals. 

Cctlica.  'This  is  rewaid  which  thou  dost  threaten  me. 
If  terror  thou  wilt  threaten,  promiHe  joys. 

AUtham.  Smart  cools  these  boiling  styles  of  vanity. 

Cislica.  And  if  my  father  I  no  nioix-  shall  see, 
Help  me  unto  the  place  whcii:  he  rciiiainM : 
To  hell  below,  or  to  the  »ky  ahove. 
The  way  is  easy  where  the  guide  is  love. 

Alaham.  Confess  ;  where  is  be  hid  ? 

CoElicfi.  Rack  not  my  woe. 
Thy  glorious  pride  of  this  unglorious  deed 
I>)th  nilschief  rii>e,  and  tlierefore  falling,  shew. 

Aluham.   Bodies  have  place,  and  blindness  mu»t  be  led. 
Graves  be  the  thrones  of  Kings  when  they  be  dead. 

Citlica.  lie  was  (unhappy)  cause  that  thou  art  now  ; 
Thou  art,  ah  wicked !  cause  Lliat  he  is  not. 
And  fear*Bt  thou  pairicide  can  be  forgot  ? 
Bear  witness,  thou  Almighty  God  on  high. 
And  vou  black  powers  inhabiting  below, 
Iliat  for  his  life  myself  would  yield  to  die. 

AlaJiam,  Well,  Sirs,  go  seek  the  dark  and  secret  caves, 
The  holy  templeH,  ttanctified  cells, 
All  parts  wherein  a  living  corpse  may  dwell. 

Citlica.  Seek  him  amongst  the  dead,  you  placed  him  there: 
Yet  lose  no  pains,  gotxl  souU,  go  nut  to  hell  ; 
And,  but  to  heaven,  you  may  go  everywhere. 
Guilty,  with  you,  of  his  blood  let  rae  be. 
If  any  more  1  of  my  father  know. 
Than  that  he  is  where  you  would  have  him  go. 

AlakaTi^,.  Tear  up  the  vaulbt.     Behold  her  agonies  ! 
Sorrow  subtract?*,  and  multiplies,  the  spirits; 
Care,  and  desire,  do  under  anguish  cease ; 
Doubt  cunoa<t  is,  affecting  piety ; 
Woe  loves  itself;  fear  from  itself  would  6y, 
Do  not  tliese  trembling  motions  witness  bear, 
That  all  these  protestations  l)e  of  fear  ? 

C(xlica.  If  aught  be  quick  in  rae,  move  it  with  acorn  ; 
Nothing  can  come  amiss  to  thoughts  forlorn. 

Alahavi.  Confess  in  time.     Uevimge  is  uierciless. 

Ccelica.  Reward  and  pain,  fear  and  desire  too. 
Are  vain  in  things  impossible  to  do. 

Alaham.  Tell  yet  where  thou  thy  father  last  did  see. 

Ccelica.  Even  where  he  by  his  loss  of  eye*  hath  won 
That  he  no  more  shall  see  his  monstrouii  stm. 
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First  in  perpetual  night  thou  mad'st  him  go  ; 
His  flesh  the  grave  ;  nis  life  the  stage,  where  sense 
Plays  all  the  ti-ugedies  of  pain  and  woe. 
And  wouldst  thou  Irait'rously  thyself  exceed. 
By  seeking  thus  to  make  his  ghost  to  bleed  ? 

Alakam.  Bear  her  away :  devise  ;  add  to  the  rack 
Torments,  that  both  cull  death  and  turn  it  back. 

Caelica.  The  flattering  glass  of  iwwer  is  others*  pain. 
Pferfect  thy  work ;  that  heaven  ana  hell  may  know. 
To  worse  I  cannot,  going  from  thee,  go. 
Eternal  life,  that  ever  liv'st  above ! 
If  sense  there  be  with  thee  of  hate,  or  love  ; 
Revenge  mv  king  and  father'.s  overthrow. 
<)  father  I  if  that  name  reach  up  so  high. 
And  be  more  than  a  proper  word  of  art, 
'I'o  teach  respects  in  our  numanity; 
Accept  these  piiiut,  whereof  you  feel  no  8mart! 

[Act  iv^  Sc.  3. 

The  Kink  comes  forth. 

King.  What  sound  is  this  of  Ccelica's  distress  ? 
Alahani,  wrung  not  a  silly  sister's  faith. 
Tis  plague  enough  that  she  is  iimocent ; 
My  child,  thy  sister ;  bom  (by  thee  and  me) 
With  shame  and  sin  to  have  af&nity. 
Break  me ;  I  am  the  prison  of  thy  thought : 
Crowns  dear  enough  with  fatheiV  blood  are  bought. 

Alaham.  Now  feel  thou  shatt,  thou  ghost  unnatural. 
Those  wounds  which  thou  to  my  heart  did'st  gi>"e, 
When,  in  despite  of  God,  this  state,  and  me. 
Thou  ilid'st  from  death  mine  elder  brother  free. 
The  smart  of  king's  oppression  doth  not  die : 
Time  ruslel"!!  malice ;  rust  wounds  cruelly. 

King.  Flatter  thy  wickedness ;  adorn  thy  rage ; 
To  wear  a  crown,  tear  up  thy  father's  age. 
Kill  not  thy  sister :  it  is  lack  of  wit 
To  do  an  ill  that  brings  no  good  with  it. 

Alaham.  Go,  lead  them  hence.     Prepare  the  funeral. 
Hasten  the  sacrifice  and  pomp  of  woe. 
Where  she  did  hide  him,  thither  let  them  go. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  4.] 

A  Niintiua  (or  Measeriger)  relates  to  AlaJuvm  the  manner  of  kit 
Father's,  Brother's  and  Sister's  deaths^  and  the  popular 
discontents  which  followed.    Alahavny  by  the  sudden  urcml:- 


ALAHAM 


281 


ing  of  Remor66j  w  diatrattedy  a/nd  imagines  that  he  Btea 
their  OhosU. 

Alauam.        Nitntids. 

^uniius.  The  Brat  which  burntf  as  Cain '  his  next  of  kin, 
111  blood  your  brother,  and  your  prince  in  state, 
Drew  wouder  from  uicu's  Ut:urU,  brought  horror  in. 
This  innocent,  this  soul  too  meek  for  sin, 
Yet  made  for  others  to  do  harm  witbal. 
With  his  self-pity  tears  drew  tears  from  us  ; 
His  blood  ccmipasiiun  had  ;  bis  wrong  stirr'd  hate  : 
Deceit  is  odious  in  a  kin^s  estate. 
Itepiuingly  he  goes  unto  his  end  : 
Strange  visions  rise ;  strange  furies  liaunt  the  flame  ; 
People  cry  out,  Echo  repeats,  his  name. 
These  words  be  spake,  e\-'n  breathing  out  bis  breath : 
"  Unhappy  weakness  !  never  innocent  1 
If  in  a  crown»  yet  but  an  instrument. 
People !  obften-e ;  this  fact  may  make  you  see. 
Excess  hath  ruin'd  what  itself  did  build  : 
But  ah  I  the  mure  opprent  the  more  you  yield.** 
The  next  was  He  whone  age  had  rei'erence. 
His  gesture  something  more  than  privateuess ; 
Guided  by  One,  whose  stately  grace  did  move 
Compassion,  even  in  hearts  tliat  could  not  love. 
Aa  soon  as  these  approached  near  the  flame. 
The  wind,  the  steam,  or  furies  raised  their  veils ; 
And  in  their  looks  this  image  did  appear : 
Each  unto  other,  life  to  neither,  dear. 
These  words  he  spake  :—'■*  llehold  one  that  bath  lost 
Himself  within  ;  and  so  the  world  without; 
A  king,  thot  brings  authority  in  doubt : 
This  is  the  fruit  of  power's  misgoverumeut. 
People !  my  fall  is  just ;  yet  strange  your  fate, 
That,  under  worst,  will  hope  for  better  state." 
Grief  roarw  aloud.     Your  sister  yet  remain'd  ; 
Helping  in  death  to  him  in  whom  she  died  ; 
Then  going  to  her  own,  as  if  she  gain'd. 
These  mild  words  spake  with  looks  to  heaven  bent : — 
**  O  God,  'tis  thou  that  suflerest  here,  not  we  : 
Wrong  doth  but  like  itself  in  working  thus : 
At  thy  will,  Lord !  revenge  thyself,  not  us." 

'  The  execDtion,  to  make  it  plausible  to  tbe  people,  is  colored  vntb  the  pretext, 
that  tbe  bein^  burnl  is  a  voluntary  saciJfice  of  tbemMlves  by  the  victioaa  at  tbe 
foncnJ  of  (Jain  a  basbaw  and  relative. 
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The  fire  strai^t  upwards  bears  the  souls  in  breath  : 

Visions  of  horror  circle  in  the  Hauie 

With  shapes  and  ficures  like  to  that  of  Death, 

Hut  lighter- ton gued  and  nimbler  wing'd  than  Fame: 

Some  to  the  church  ;   some  to  the  people  fly  : 

A  voice  mes  out :  "  lle^eii&;e  and  liberLv. 

l*rin(*s  take  heed  ;  your  glory  is  your  care  ; 

^Vnd  power's  foundations,  strengths,  not  vit-es,  are." 

Jlaham.  What  change  in  this,  that  now  I  feel  within  ? 
Is  it  disease  that  works  this  fall  of  spirits  ? 
Or  works  this  fall  of  spirits  my  disease  ? 
Things  seem  not  as  they  did  ;  horror  apjiears. 
What  Sui  eniboilied,  what  strange  sight  is  tbisr 
l>)th  sense  bring  back  hut  what  within  me  is, 
Or  do  I  see  those  shapes  which  hannt  the  6ame  P 
What  stmnnons  up  remorse  'f  Shall  conscience  rate 
Kings'  deeds,  to  make  Iheni  less  than  I  heir  estate  f 
Ah  silly  ghost!  is't  you  that  swarm  about r- 
Would'st  thou,  that  art  not  now,  a  father  be  ? 
These  body  laws  do  with  the  life  go  out. 
What  thoughts  lie  these  that  do  my  rattrails  tear  ? 
You  wand'ring  spirits  frame  in  me  your  bell ; 
I  feel  mv  brother  and  niv  sister  there. 

•  •  •  •  «  *' 

[Act  v.,  Sc  2.] 


MUSTAPHA:     A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  IN  1609].     BY 
FULKE  GHEVII.LK,  LORD  BR(K)KK 

Roasa^  Wife  to  Solyman  the  Turkish  Emperor^  perauadea  her 
Husband^  thai  Mu^iupka,  kin  Son  by  a  former  Marriagty 
and  Heir  to  hia  Croum^  seeks  his  life ;  that  she  may  inake 
way,  by  the  death  of  MusUtpha,  for  the  advancement  of  her 
own  children,  Zanger  and  Camena.  Cam«na,  the  virtuous 
Daughtf-r  of  Rosii<i,  defends  the  fnnocenee  of  JfiMiapAa>  in 
a  Conference  whicfi  she  holds  with  the  Emperor. 

Camena.       Solvman. 

Cam.  They  that  from  youth  do  suck  at  fortune's  breast> 
And  nurse  their  empty  hearts  with  seeking  higher, 
Like  dropsy-fed,  their  thirst  doth  never  rest ; 
For  still,  by  getting,  they  beget  desire: 

■  [With  two  lines  the  Scene  ends.] 
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Till  thoughts,  like  wood,  while  they  maintain  the  flame 

Of  high  desires,  grow  ashes  in  the  same. 

But  virtue!  those  that  can  behold  thy  bcautio. 

Those  that  suck,  from  their  youtli,  thv  uiilk  of  Koudiiess, 

Their  minds  m-nvf  stronj;  apainst  tlie  stonns  of  fortune, 

And  stand,  like  i-ocks  in  winter-jijustii,  unshaken ; 

Not  with  the  bliudnesti  of  desire  mistaken. 

0  virtue  therefore!  whose  tlintll  I  think  fortune, 
Thou  who  despisest  not  the  sex  of  women, 
Help  me  out  of  these  riddles  of  my  fortune. 
Wherein  (methinks)  you  with  yourself  do  jjose  me ; 
Let  fates  go  on :  sweet  virtue  I  do  not  lose  me. 
My  mother  and  my  hubtiand  have  conspired, 

For  brother'b  goocf,  the  ruin  of  my  brother. 
My  father  by  my  mother  is  inspired. 
For  one  child  to  seek  ruin  of  another. 

1  that  to  help  by  nature  am  rcquii-cd. 

While  [  do  liel|j,  must  neetls  still  hurt  a  brother. 

While  I  see  who  conspire,  I  seem  conspired 

Against  a  husband,  father,  and  a  mother. 

Truth  bids  mc  run,  by  truth  1  am  retired ; 

Shame  leads  me  both  the  one  way  and  the  other, 

In  what  a  lab\Tinth  is  honour  cast. 

Drawn  divers  ways  with  sex,  with  time,  with  state, 

In  all  which,  error's  course  is  infinite. 

By  hope,  by  fear,  by  spite,  by  love,  and  hate  ; 

And  but  one  only  way  unto  the  right, 

A  thorny  way,  where  pain  must  lie  the  guide, 

Danger  the  light,  offence  of  power  the  praise ! 

Such  an:  the  golden  hopes  of  irun  days. 

Yet  virtue,  I  am  thine,  for  thy  .'fake  grieved 

(Since  has^  thoughts,  for  their  ill-plac'd  desires. 

In  shame,  in  danger,  death,  and  torment,  glory) 

That  I  cannot  witli  more  paius  write  thy  story. 

Chance,  therefore,  if  thou  scomest  those  that  scorn  thee ; 

Fame,  if  thou  hatest  those  that  force  thy  trumpet 

To  sound  aloud,  and  yet  despise  thy  sounding : 

Iaws,  if  you  love  not  those  that  be  examples 

Of  natm^'s  laws,  whence  you  are  fall'n  corrupted  ; 

Conspire  that  I,  against  you  all  compircd. 

Joined  with  tyrant  virtue,  as  you  call  her. 

That  I,  by  your  revenges  may  be  named. 

For  virtue,  to  be  ruin'd,  and  defamed. 

My  mother  oft  and  divereely  I  wani'd, 

Wliat  furtunes  were  upon  such  courses  builded : 
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Hut  fortune  still  must  be  with  ill  maintAined, 

Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gained. 

I  Kosten'  warn'd,  that  man's  sclf-Tovin;;  thuu^t 

Still  creepeth  to  the  nide-em bracing  might 

Of  princes'  grace :  a  lea»e  of  glories  let, 

Which  shining  bums  ;  breeds  serenes  when  'tis  set. 

And,  by  tim  creature  of  my  inotUerN  making, 

This  messenger,  I  MuMtaphii  have  wam'd. 

That  innocence  ix  not  enough  to  save. 

Where  gwid  and  greatness,  fear  and  envy  have. 

Till  now,  in  reverence  t  have  forbom 

To  ask,  or  to  presume  to  guess,  or  know 

My  father's  thoughts  ;  whereof  he  might  think  :iOom  : 

Fur  tireadful  i»  tliat  power  that  all  may  do ; 

Vet  they,  thiit  all  men  fear,  are  fearful  too. 

Lo  where  he  sitj* !  Virtue,  work  thou  in  me. 

That  what  thou  seekest  may  ucconiulish'd  be. 

Sotym.  Ah  death  !  is  not  thy»elf  sufficient  anguish. 
But  thou  must  borrow  fear,  that  threatning  glasA, 
Which,  while  it  goodness  hides,  and  mischief  shows. 
Doth  lighten  wit  to  honour's  overthrown  ? 
But  hudh  !  niethinks  away  Caniena  steals; 
Murder,  belike,  in  me  itself  revcala. 
Camena !  whither  now  ?  why  baste  you  from  me  'f 
Is  it  so  strange  a  thing  to  be  a  father  ? 
Or  is  it  I  that  am  so  strange  a  father  ? 

Cavi.  My  lord,  methought,  nay,  sure  I  saw  you  busy: 
Your  child  jiR'sumes,  uncall'd,  that  comes  unto  you. 

Solym.   who  may  presume  with  fathers,  but  their  own. 
Whom  nature's  law  hath  ever  in  protection. 
And  gilds  in  good  belief  of  dear  affection  ? 

Cam.  Nay,  reverence.  Sir,  so  children's  worth  doth  hide, 
As  of  the  fathers  it  is  least  cspy'd. 

Solym.  I  think  'tis  true,  who  know  their  children  least. 
Have  greatest  reason  to  esteem  them  best. 

Cam.  How  so,  my  lord  ?  since  love  in  knowledge  livea^ 
Which  unto  strangers  therefore  no  man  gives. 

Solym.  The  life  we  gave  them  soon  they  do  forget. 
While  they  think  our  lives  do  their  fortunes  let. 

Cam.  'I'he  tenderness  of  life  it  is  so  great. 
As  anv  sign  of  death  we  hate  too  much ; 
And  unto  parents  sons,  perchance,  are  such. 
Yet  nature  meant  her  strongest  unity 
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Tvrixt  Mins  and  fathers  ;  making  parents  cauw 
Unto  th€  sons,  of  their  humanity  ; 
And  children  pledge  of  their  eternity. 
Fathers  shuuld  love  this  image  in  Ib'eir  sons. 

SolyTn.  But  streams  back  to  their  springs  do  never  run. 

Cam.  Pardon,  my  lord,  doubt  is  succession's  foe : 
Let  not  her  mists  poor  children  overthrow. 
Though  streams  from  sprinjj^t  do  seem  to  run  away, 
Tis  nature  leads  them  to  their  mother  sea. 

Solym.  Doth  nature  teach  them,  in  ambition's  strife. 
To  seek  his  death,  by  whom  they  have  their  life  P 

Cam.  Things  easy,  to  desire  iin|)08sible  do  seem  : 
\Vby  should  fear  make  impossible  seem  easy  f 

Solym.  Moubters  yet  be,  and  being  are  IKlicved. 

Cam.   Incredible  hath  some  inordinate  progression  : 
lllood,  doctrine,  age,  corrupting  liberty. 
Do  all  concur,  where  men  such  aionsters  be. 
Pardon  me.  Sir,  if  duty  do  seem  angry ; 
Affection  must  breathe  out  afflicted  breath. 
Where  imputation  hath  such  easy  faith. 

Solym.  Mustapha  is  he  that  hath  defil'd  his  nest ; 
The  wrong  the  greater  for  1  loved  him  best. 
He  hath  devised  that  all  at  once  should  die, 
Rosten,  and  Russa,  Zanger,  thou,  and  I. 

Cam.  Fall  none  but  angels  suddenly  to  hell  ? 
Are  kind  and  order  grown  precipitate  ? 
Did  ever  any  other  man  but  he 
In  instant  loae  the  use  of  doing  well  ? 
Sir,  these  be  mists  of  greatness.     Look  again  : 
For  kings  that,  in  their  fearful  icy  state, 
Behold  their  children  as  their  w hiding-sheet. 
Do  easily  doubt ;  and  what  they  doubt,  they  hate. 

Soiym.  Camena !  thy  sweet  youth,  that  knows  no  ill, 
Cannot  bcHeve  thine  elders,  when  tliey  say, 
That  good  belief  is  great  estates'  decay. 
Let  it  suffice,  that  I,  and  Kossa  too. 
Are  privy  what  your  brother  means  to  do. 

Cam.  Sir,  pardon  me,  and  nobly,  as  a  father, 
What  I  shall  say,  and  say  of  holy  mother; 
Know  I  shall  say  it,  but  to  right  a  brother. 
My  mother  is  your  wife :  duty  in  her 
Is  love :  she  loves;  which  not  well  governed,  bears 
The  evil  angel  of  misgiving  fears ; 
Whose  many  eyes,  whilst  but  itself  they  see, 
Still  makes  the  worst  of  poHsibility  : 
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Out  of  this  fear  »he  Mustapha  accusetb : 

Unto  this  fear,  purchauce,  she  joins  the  love 

Whicli  (loth  in  mothei-s  for  their  children  move. 

i'eifhance^  when  fear  hath  shew'd  her  yours  must  fall. 

In  luve  iihe  sees  that  hen  must  rise  witball. 

Sir,  fear  a  frailty  ia^  and  may  have  grace, 

And  over-care  of  yo"  cannot  be  blamed  ; 

Care  of  our  owti  in  nature  hath  a  place ; 

Pa.<sion8  are  oft  mistaken  and  iiiisimiued  ; 

'Hiings  simply  good  grow  evil  with  misplacing. 

Though  lawti  cut  off,  and  do  not  care  to  fo&bton. 

Humanity  of  eri'or  bath  compassion. 

Yet  God  forbid,  that  either  fear,  or  care, 

Should  ruin  those  that  true  and  faultless  are. 

Solym.  Is  it  no  fault,  or  fault  I  may  forgive. 
For  son  to  seek  the  father  should  not  live  ? 

Cam.  Is  it  a  faulty  or  fault  for  you  to  know. 
My  mother  doubbt  a  thing  that  is  not  so  'f 
I'hese  ugly  works  of  monstrous  parricide, 
Mark  from  what  hearU  they  rise,  and  where  they  bide : 
Violent,  despaired,  where  honor  broken  is  ; 
Fear  lord,  time  death  ;  where  hope  is  misery ; 
Doubt  having  st«pi)'d  all  honest  va,y»  to  bliss. 
And  custom  shut  the  windows  up  of  shame, 
That  craft  may  take  upon  her  wisdom's  name. 
Compare  now  Mustapha  with  this  despair : 
Sweet  youth,  sure  hopes  honor,  a  father's  love, 
No  infamy  to  move,  or  banish  fear. 
Honor  to  stay,  hazard  to  hasten  fate : 
Can  horrors  work  in  such  a  child's  estate  f 
Besides,  the  gods,  whom  kings  should  imitate, 
Have  placed  you  high  to  rule,  not  overthrow  ; 
For  us,  not  for  yourselves,  is  jour  estate : 
Mercy  must  hand  in  hand  with  power  go. 
Your  sceptre  should  not  strike  with  arms  of  fear. 
Which  fathoms  all  men's  imbecility, 
And  mischief  doth,  lest  it  should  mischief  bear. 
As  reason  deals  within  with  frailty, 
Wliich  kills  not  passions  that  rebellious  are. 
But  adds,  suhtractK,  keeps  down  ambitious  spirits. 
So  must  power  form,  not  ruin  instruments: 
For  flesh  and  blood,  the  means  'twixt  heav'n  and  hell. 
Unto  extremes  extremely  racked  be ; 
Which  kings  in  art  of  government  should  see  : 
£Ue  they,  which  circle  in  them^ives  with  death, 
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Poison  the  air  wherein  they  draw  their  breath. 
Pardon,  my  lord,  pity  becomes  my  »cx  : 
Grace  with  delay  grows  weak,  and  fury  wise. 
Remember  Theweiw'  wirth,  and  Neptune's  hattte, 
Kill'd  innocence,  and  left  succession  waste. 

Solytn.  If  wlmt  wei-e  best  for  them  that  do  ulfeud, 
Iaws  did  inquire,  the  an.swer  must  be  ^ace. 
If  mercy  be  so  large,  where's  justice*  place  ? 

Cam.  Where  love  despairs,  and  where  God's  promif«e  end*. 
For  mercy  is  the  highest  reach  of  wit,  | 

A  safety  unto  them  that  save  with  it : 
Bom  out  of  God,  and  unto  human  eyes 
Like  God,  not  seen,  till  Het^hly  passion  dies. 

Solym.  God  may  forgive,  whose  being  and  whose  harms 
Are  far  removed  from  reach  of  fleshly  arms ; 
But  if  God  equals  or  successors  had, 
E%*en  God  of  safe  revenges  wuuld  be  glad. 

Cam.  WTiile  he  is  yet  alive,  he  may  be  slain ; 
But  from  the  dead  no  flesh  comes  back  again. 

SolyTn.  While  he  remains  alive,  I  live  m  fear. 

Cam.  Though  he  were  dead,  that  doubt  still  living  were- 

Solym.  None  hatli  the  power  to  end  what  he  begun. 

Cairn.  The  same  occasion  follows  every  son. 

Solifm.  Their  greatness,  or  their  worth,  is  not  so  much. 

Cam.  And  shall  Uie  best  be  slain  for  being  such  ? 

Sotyin.  Thy  mother,  or  thy  brother,  are  amis  ; 
I  am  betrayd,  and  one  of  them  it  is. 

Cam,.  My  mother,  if  she  errs,  errs  virtuously ; 
And  let  her  err,  ere  Mustupha  should  die. 

Solym.  Kings  for  their  safety  must  not  blame  mistrust. 

Gam.  Nor  for  surmises  sacrifice  the  just. 

Solym.  Well,  dear  Camena,  keep  this  secretly : 
I  will  be  well  advised  before  he  die. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3}] 

ffeli,  a  PrieBt^  acquaints  Mustapha  with  the  intentioTis  of  his 
Father  towards  ftiTn,  and  cort/nsels  him,  to  seek  his  safety 
in  the  VfStriiction  of  Rosaa  and  her  Faction.  Mustapha 
rffnses  to  save  hia  Life  at  the  Expense,  of  the  Public  Peace  ; 
and  being  sent  for  by  his  Father^  obeys  the  Mandate  to  his 
Destruction. 

Priest.  'iTiy  father  purposeth  thy  death." 

Must.  What  have  I  to  my  father  done  amisK.^ 

Priest.  That  wicked  Hqhha  thy  stej>-molher  is. 

Must.  WTierein  have  I  of  Hossa  ill-deserved  -^ 


'[Grotart't  edition.] 


•[A  line  wniued.] 
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IflfaeziU  fisr,  wesklv  ■h—Jww  fricDds^ 
Gire*  trruiU  Gune,  taka  boaoar  fraa 
I}teib.'do  tibv  «antl  thy  cnatest  pUM  ba«e  end. 

Ptimt.  MaAMdyaut^vatkmtnB^eym, 
Smint^aidlalb;  or  k  mb  fini,  aW  dio. 
Fly  to  thy  •tragth,  wbicfa  iMkfl»  ■iiifwiwii  wl 
RoHA  inteodi  tfav  rain.     What  »  abe  ? 
Seek  m  ber  bov^  liar  tbj  (ktberliHt : 
Wbocmmlemafciag  with  nla-eost? 

jjftut.  O  finite  asd  wkked  coloors  of  desre ! 
Eternal  bond^e  unto  bim  tbst  aedu 
To  be  ponert  of  al]  tiungs  th&t  be  likes  1 
Shall  C  a  ion  aod  subject,  seem  to  dare. 
For  anv  irifiieat,  to  set  realms  on  fire ; 
Hliicb'  golden  titles  to  fcbellions  are  ? 
Heli,  even  too  bave  told  me,  wealth  was  given 
The  mkkei,  to  coimpt  thcmtelTCs  and  o^ers ; 
Grefttnen  and  health  to  make  fleah  mvud  and  cmel, 
Where  in  the  good,  toAnem  mows  down  desire, 
Death  glorificft,  misfortone  bumbles. 
Since  therefon:  life  ia  but  the  thrune  of  woe, 
Which  ncknes,  pain,  desire,  and  fear  inherit, 
Ever  moat  worth  to  men  of  weakest  spirit ; 
Shall  we,  to  languixb  in  this  brittle  jail. 
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Prieal, 

MvsL  Hstb 

iViMC  Coddett 

Mtut.  C*mfymm 

PrUst.  Tbe  tvnat  anfr  Out 

Jftt«(.  AniantlKvm 

iViest  WeakMrndaA 

MumL  Hath  fame  W||faasvoBlH»«atarinr? 

Pri««^.  What  ■  the  woiU  to  ka  f^t  m Mt  tfaoe? 

ifu^.  Tempt  me  oo  matt.    Cnwdl  ■iM  a  tha  a 
When  ber  words  beat  the  heart  ^  cam4  ^ta*. 
I  constant  in  mr  cautmei  do  nan. 
And  more  Hras'for  nj  otvb  fife  vfll  Bok 
Mv  fallows  rest :  our  Afeacsn  iloth  fao^ 
Tfiat  I  alone  should  6xvt  my  father  find. 

H  A  M^meitgrr  enUn. 

"      MtBsenger.  Sir,  by  our  lord'*  oommaodment,  here  1  wait. 
To  guide  you  to  his  presence, 
W^ere,  like  a  king  itnd  father,  h«?  intends 
To  honour  and  acquaint  you  with  his  ends, 
farewell. 


I 
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Chain'd  unto  humount  that  must  rise  or  faU. 
Think  what  we  wilt,  men  do  but  what  they  shall. 

[Ad  iv,,  Sc,  4.] 

Aohmat  describes  the  manner  of  Mustapha's Execution  to  Zantjer, 
AcuHAT.        Zaxcku. 

Aehm.  When  Solyman,  by  cunning  spite 
Of  Rossa'ft  witchcraftR,  from  his  heart  had  baniah'd 
Justice  of  kiugs,  and  lovinpiess  of  fathers. 
To  wage  and  lodpfp  such  camps  nf  heady  pusioDS, 
As  that  sect's  cunninj^  prtictices  could  gather ; 
Envy  took  hold  of  worth  :  doubt  did  nii»constn]e  ; 
Renown  was  made  a  lie,  and  yet  a  terror : 
Nothing  could  calm  his  rage,  or  move  compassion  : 
Mustapha  must  die.     To  which  end  fetch'd  he  was. 
Laden  with  hopes  and  promises  of  favor. 
So  vile  a  thing  ia  craft  m  every  heart. 
As  it  makes  power  itself  descend  to  art. 
While  Mustapha,  that  neither  hoped  nor  feared. 
Seeing  the  storms  of  rage  and  danger  coming. 
Yet  came ;  and  nirne  accompanied  writh  power. 
But  neither  power,  which  warranted  his  safety, 
Nor  safety,  that  makes  violence  a  justice, 
Could  hold  him  from  obedience  to  thi!<  throne ; 
A  pulph,  which  hath  devoured  many  a  one.  • 

ZuTvg.  AIah  !  could  neither  tnith  ap^waae  his  fury, 
Nor  his  unlook'd  humility  of  coming, 
Nor  any  secnit- witnessing  remoiNes  'f 
Can  nature  from  hcn*elf  make  sitch  divorces? 
Tell  on,  that  all  the  world  may  rue  and  wonder. 

Achm,.  'ITiere  is  a  place  environed  with  trees, 
Upon  whose  shadow'ct  centre  there  is  pitch'd 
A  lai^e  embroidered  sumptuous  pavilion  ; 
The  stately  throne  of  t\Tanny  and  murder  ; 
Where  mighty  men  are  siftin,  Ijefore  they  know 
That  they  to  other  than  to  honor  go. 
Mustapha  no  sooner  to  the  port  did  come. 
But  thither  he  U  sent  for  and  conducted 
By  six  slave  eunuchs,  either  taught  to  color 
Mischief  with  reverence,  or  forced,  by  nature. 
To  reverence  true  virtue  in  misfortune. 
While  Mustapha,  who>e  heart  wa.s  now  resolved, 
Not  fearing  death,  which  he  might  have  pivvented  ; 
Nor  craving  life  which  he  might  wpII  have  gotten. 
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If  he  would  other  duties  have  foi^otten ; 

Yet  glad  to  speak  his  last  thoughts  to  his  father, 

Desired  the  eunuchs  to  entreat  it  for  him. 

They  did ;  wept  they,  and  kneeled  to  his  father. 

But  bloody  rage  that  glories  to  be  cruel. 

And  jealousy  that  fears  she  is  not  fearful, 

Made  SoUinan  refuse  to  hear,  or  pity. 

He  bids  uiem  haste  tlieir  charpe ;  aud  bloody-eyed 

Beholds  his  son,  while  he  obeying  died. 

Zang.  How  did  that  doing  heart  endure  to  suffer? 
TeUon. 

Quicken  my  powers,  hardenM  and  dull  to  good. 
Which,  yet  immoved,  hear  tell  of  brother's  blood. 

Achtn.  While  these  six  eunuchs  to  this  chai^  appointed 
(Whose  hearts  hud  never  used  their  haniLs  to  pity, 
Whose  bands,  now  only,  trembled  to  do  raurder) 
With  reverence  and  fear  stood  still  amazed  ; 
Loth  to  cut  off  such  worth,  afraid  to  save  it ; 
Musbtpba,  with  thoughts  reM)lvcd  and  united. 
Bids  them  fulfil  their  charge  and  look  no  further. 
Their  hearts  afraid  to  let  their  hands  be  doing. 
The  cord,  that  hateful  instrument  of  murder, 
They  lifting  up  let  fall,  and  falling  lift  it : 
Each  sought  to  help,  and  helping  nindcr'd  other. 
Till  Muatapha,  in  haste  to  lie  an  angel. 
With  heavenly  smiles,  and  quiet  words,  foreshows 
The  ioy  and  peace  of  those  souls  where  he  goes. 
His  last  words  were  :  "  O  father,  now  forgive  me  ; 
Forgive  them  too  that  wrought  my  overthrow : 
Let  my  grave  never  minister  offences. 
For  since  my  father  coveteth  my  death, 
Behold  with  joy  I  offer  him  my  breath." 
The  eunuchs  roar :  Solyman  his  rage  is  glutted  ; 
His  thoughts  divine  of  vengeance  for  this  murder: 
Rumor  6ies  up  and  down  :  the  people  murmur: 
Sorrow  gives  laws  before  men  know  the  truth  : 
Fear  prophesieth  aloud,  and  threatens  ruth. 

[Act  T.,  Sc.  «.] 

Boeten  deseribea  to  Aekmat  the  popular  Fury  which  followed 
upon  the  Execution  of  Muatapha. 

ROSTBN.       ACHUAT. 

Ros.  When  Mustapha  was  by  the  eunuchs  strangled, 
Forthwith  his  camp  grew  doubtful  of  his  absence  : 
VOL.  IV.— 16 
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The  s;uard  of  Solyman  himself  did  murmur : 

People  began  to  search  their  prince's  counsels : 

Fury  gave  laws  :  the  laws  of  autv  vanisht : 

Kind  fear  of  him  they  loVd  self-fear  had  baniaht. 

The  headlong  spirits  were  the  headit  that  guided  : 

He  thiit  most  disobeyed,  was  most  olwyed. 

Fury  so  suddenly  becaiiiL*  united. 

As  while  her  forces  nourished  confusion. 

Confusion  seem'd  with  discipline  delighted. 

Towards  Solynian  they  run  :  and  as  the  waters. 

That  meet  with  banks  of  snow,  make  snow  grow  water; 

So,  even  those  guards,  that  stood  to  interrupt  them, 

Give  easy  passage,  and  pass  on  amongst  them. 

Sulyuian,  wlio  saw  this  storm  of  mischief  coming, 

Thmks  absence  his  best  argument  unto  them  : 

Retires  himself,  and  sends  me  to  demand, 

What  they  demanded,  or  what  meant  their  coming  ? 

I  speak  :  [hey  cried  for  Mustapha  and  Achmat. 

Some  bid  away  ;  some  kill  ;  some  save  ;  some  hearken. 

Those  that  cried  save,  were  those  that  sought  to  kill  me. 

Who  cried  bark,  were  those  that  first  brake  silence  : 

They  held  that  bade  me  go.     Humility  was  guilty  ; 

Words  were  reproach  ;  silence  in  me  was  scornful  ; 

They  answer'd  ere  they  ask'd  ;  assured,  and  doubted. 

I  fien  ;  their  fury  follow'd  to  destroy  me  ; 

Fury  made  haste ;  haste  multiplied  their  fury  ; 

£acl)  would  do  all ;  none  would  give  place  to  other. 

The  hindmost  strake  ;  and  while  the  foremottt  lifted 

Their  arms  to  strike,  each  weapon  hinder'd  other : 

Their  runuing  let  their  strokes,  strokes  let  their  running. 

Desire,  mortal  enemy  to  desire. 

Made  them  that  sought  my  life,  give  life  unto  me. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  3.] 


These  two  Trai;edJe&  of  Lord  Brooke  might  with  more  propriety  have  been  tc 
politicAl  trcatiKct^  than  plays.  Their  author  has  strangely  Contrived  10  make  paijuoa, 
character  and  interest,  of  the  highest  order  subser^-ient  to  the  expression  of  stute 
dogmas  and  myateriea.  He  in  nine  parts  MachJavd  and  Tacitutt,  for  one  part 
Sophocles  Of  Seneca.  In  this  wiitei's  estimate  of  the  lacultiex  of  hia  own  mind,  the 
□nderitianding  muat  have  held  a  most  lyrannical  pre-eminence.  Whether  we  look 
into  hin  plays,  or  his  moHt  passionate  love-poems.  v,t  ehall  find  all  frozen  and  made 
rieid  with  intelleci.  The  finest  movements  of  the  human  heart,  the  utmost  grandeur 
of  which  the  soul  is  capable,  are  essentially  comprised  in  the  actions  and  Kpeechet 
of  Cxlica  and  Camcna.  Shnkspe.irc,  who  seems  to  have  had  a  peculiar  delif^ht  in 
contemplating  womanly  perfection,  whom  for  his  many  sweet  images  of  female  ex- 
cellence all  women  are  in  an  especial  manner  bound  to  love,  hu  not  raised  the  i^Mtl 
of  the  female  character  higher  than  I.ord  Brooke  in  these  two  women  has  daoe. 
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But  t(  requires  a  Ktudy  equivalent  to  the  learning  of  a  new  language  to  under- 
stand their  meaning  when  they  speak.    It  it  indeed  hard  to  hit : 

Much  like  thy  riddle,  Samion,  in  one  day 
Or  seven  though  one  should  musing  sit. 

It  is  u  if  a  being  of  pure  intellect  should  take  upon  tiitn  to  express  the  emotions  of 
our  sensitive  natures.  There  would  be  all  knowledge,  but  sympathetic  expression 
would  be  vrandng. 


COMEDY   [PX-^LISHED 
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THE  CASE  IS  ALTERED.  A 
1609:  FIRST  ACTED  1698-9]. 
1637] 

The  present  Hxutnowr  to  be  followed. 

Alheua,  PHtExixELtA,  SisteTS ;  their  Mother  being  lately  dead. 

Awr.  Ri>om  for  a  ca.se  of  matrons,  color'd  black  : 
How  motherly  my  mother's  death  hath  made  us ! 
I  wotild  [  had  ttome  girls  uow  to  bniig  up ; 
O,  I  could  make  a  wench  so  virtuous, 
She  should  say  j^raa;  to  every  bit  of  meat. 
And  gape  no  wider  than  a  wafer's  thickness. 
And  she  »bould  make  French  courtVies  tio  uiost  low 
lliat  every  touch  should  turn  her  over  backward. 

Phcen.  Sister,  these  words  become  not  your  attire. 
Nor  your  estate  ;  our  virtuous  mother's  death 
Should  print  more  deep  effects  of  sorrow  in  us, 
Than  mav  be  worn  out  in  so  little  time. 

Aur.  Sister,  i'  faith  you  take  too  much  tolwcco. 
It  makes  you  black  within  as  you're  without. 
What,  true-stitch  sister,  both  your  sides  alike ! 
Be  of  a  slighter  work  ;  for,  of  my  word. 
You  shall  be  sold  as  dear,  or  ratlier  dearer. 
Will  you  be  bound  to  ciLstoms  and  to  rites, 
Shed  profitable  tears,  weep  for  advantage  ; 
Or  else  do  all  things  as  you  an;  inclined  ? 
Eat  when  your  stomach  ser\'es,  saith  the  plu'sician. 
Not  at  eleven  and  six.     So,  if  your  humour 
Be  now  affected  with  this  heaviness, 
Give  it  the  reins,  and  spare  not ;  as  I  do 
In  this  my  pleasurable  appetite. 
It  is  Precisianism  to  alter  that. 
With  austere  judgment,  that  is  giv'n  by  nature. 
I  wept  (you  saw)  too,  when  my  mother  died  ; 
For  then  I  foimd  it  easier  to  do  so. 
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And  fitter  with  my  mode,  than  not  to  weep : 
But  now  ■'tis  otherwise.    AnoUier  time 
Perhaps  I  shall  have  auch  deep  thoughts  of  her. 
That  I  shall  weep  afresh  some  twelvemonth  hence ; 
And  I  will  weep,  if  I  be  so  disposed  ; 
And  put  on  black  as  grimly  then  as  now. — 
Let  tiie  mind  go  still  with  the  body's  stature ; 
Judgment  is  fit  for  judges ;  give  me  nature. 

[Act  ii^  Sc.  S.»] 

Presentiment  of  Treachery,  vanishing  at  the  sight  of  tht  perxw, 

avApecUd. 

Lord  Padm>  Fabnrsk.     (Speaking  to  himself  of  Anoklo.) 
-My  thoughts  cannot  propose  a  reason 


Why  1  should  fear  or  faint  thus  m  my  hopes 

Of  one  so  inucli  endeared  to  my  love  : 

Some  spark  it  \Hy  kindled  within  the  soul. 

Whose  light  yet  breaks  not  to  tJie  outward  sense, 

That  propagates  this  timorous  suspect. 

Hia  actions  never  carried  any  force 

Of  change  or  weakness  ;  then  I  injure  him, 

In  being  thus  cold-conceited  of  his  faith. 

0  here  oe  comes. 

( WhiU  he  speaks  Akgelo  enters.) 

Angelo.  How  now,  sweet  Lord,  what's  tlie  matter? 

Paul.  Good  faith,  his  presence  makes  nie  lialf  ashamed 
Of  my  strav'd  thoughts. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.] 

Jaques  (a  Miser)  worships  his  Gold. 

Jag.  *Tis  not  to  be  told 
What  servile  villainies  men  will  do  for  gold. 
O  it  b^an  to  have  a  huge  strong  smell, 
With  lying  so  long  together  in  a  place : 
1*11  give  it  vent,  it  shall  have  shift  enough  ; 
And  if  the  devil,  tliat  envies  all  goodness, 
Have  told  tlieni  of  my  gold,  and  where  I  kept  it, 
Vl\  set  his  burning  nose  once  more  a  work 
To  smell  where  I  removed  it     Here  it  is ; 
I'll  hide  and  cover  it  with  this  horse-dung. 
Who  will  suppose  that  such  a  precious  nest 
Is  crown'd  with  such  a  dunghill  excrement? 
In,  my  dear  life,  sleep  sweetly,  my  dear  child. 
Scarce  lawfully  begotten,  but  yet  gotten, 

*fPor  Jonton't  play»  sec  Oitford't  edition.] 
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And  that's  enough.     Rot  all  hands  that  come  near  thae, 

Except  mine  own.     Hum  out  all  eyes  that  see  thee, 

Except  Diine  own.     All  thoughts  of  thee  be  poison 

To  their  enamoiir'H  hearts,  except  mine  own. 

I'll  take  no  leave,  sweet  prince,  great  emperor, 

But  sec  thee  every  minute  :  king  of  kings, 

I'll  not  be  rude  to  thee,  and  turn  my  back 

In  goin^  from  thee,  but  go  backward  out. 

With  my  face  toward  thee,  with  humble  courtesies. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  «.] 

The  passion  for  wealth  has  worn  out  much  of  its  gTO&snesa  by  tract  of  lime.  Oui 
ancestors  certainly  conceived  of  money  as  able  to  confer  a  distinct  graiiticalion  in 
itself,  not  alone  considered  simply  as  a  symbol  of  wealth.  The  old  pocu,  when 
Ibcy  introduce  a  mlsct,  constantly  make  him  address  his  gold  as  his  mistress ;  as 
u>m«tbing  to  be  seen,  felt,  and  hugged;  as  capable  of  satisfying  two  of  the  sensei 
at  least.  The  substitution  of  a  thin  unsalisf^-tng  medium  for  the  good  old  tangible 
g(rf4,  has  made  avarice  quite  a  Platonic  affection  in  comparison  with  the  seeing, 
touching,  and  handling  pleasuics  of  the  old  Chrysophililes.  A  bank-note  can  no 
more  satisfy  the  touch  of  a  true  sensualist  in  this  passion,  than  Crcusa  could  re- 
turn ber  husbarid's  embrace  in  the  shades.— See  the  Cave  of  Mammon  in  Spenser  ; 
Barabas's  conterrplation  of  his  wealth  in  the  Jew  of  Malta :  Luke's  raptures  in  the 
City  Madam,  &c.  Abo^-e  all,  hear  Guaman,  in  that  excellent  old  Spanish  Novel, 
The  Rogue,  expatiate  on  the  "  ruddy  checks  of  your  golden  Ruddocks,  your  Spanish 
Pistokts,  yoor  plump  and  full-faced  Portuguese,  and  your  clear-skinn'd  pieces  of 
eight  of  Castile,"  which  he  and  hi^  fellowtt  the  beggars  kept  secret  to  therruielves, 
and  did  "privately  enjoy  in  a  plentiful  manner."  "For  to  have  them,  for  to  pay 
them  away,  is  not  to  enjoy  them ;  lo  enjoy  them  is  to  have  them  lying  by  us,  baving 
no  othei  need  of  them  than  to  ufie  them  for  the  clearing  of  the  eye-sigbl,  and  the 
comforting  of  our  senses.  These  we  did  carry  about  with  ui,  sewing  thero  in  some 
patches  of  our  doublets  near  unto  the  heart,  and  as  clou  to  the  skin  as  we  could 
baodeomcly  quilt  them  in,  holding  them  to  be  restorative." 


POETASTER;  OR,  HIS  AKRAIGNMENT.  A  COMICAL 
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Ovid  bewails  hie  hard  condition  in  being  banished  from  Court 
and  the  SociHy  of  the  Princess  Julia. 

Ovid. 

Banish'd  the  court  ?  let  me  be  banish'd  life. 
Since  the  chief  end  of  life  is  there  concluded. 
Within  the  court  is  all  the  kingdom  boimded  ; 
And  as  her  sacred  sphere  doth  comprehend 
Ten  thousand  times  so  much,  as  so  much  place 
In  any  part  of  all  the  empire  else. 
So  every  body,  moving  in  her  sphere, 
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Contains  ten  thousand  times  as  much  in  him 

As  an^  other  her  choice  orb  excludes. 

As  in  a  circle  a  magician,  then, 

Ib  safe  against  the  npirit  he  excites. 

But  out  of  it  is  subject  to  his  rage, 

And  loiieUi  all  the  virtue  of  his  art ; 

So  I,  exil'd  the  circle  of  the  court. 

Lose  all  the  good  gifts  that  in  it  I  joy'd. 

No  virtue  cun-ent  is,  but  with  her  stamp ; 

And  no  \'ice  vicious,  hlanch'd  with  her  white  hand. 

The  court's  the  abstract  of  all  Rome's  desert, 

And  my  dear  Julia  th'  abstract  of  the  court. 

Methinks,  now  I  come  near  her,  I  respire 

Some  air  of  that  late  comfort  I  received  : 

And  while  the  evening,  with  her  modest  veil. 

Gives  leave  to  such  i>oor  shadows  as  myself 

Tu  steal  abroad,  I,  like  a  heartless  ghui^, 

Without  the  living  body  of  my  love. 

Will  here  walk,  and  attend  her.     For  1  know 

Not  far  from  hence  she  is  imprisoned, 

And  hopes  of  her  strict  guardian  to  bribe 

So  much  admittance,  as  to  speak  to  me. 

And  cheer  my  fainting  spirits  with  her  breath. 

JruA  appea/ra  above  at  her  Ckamber'windoto. 

Jul.  Ovid  I  my  love ! 

Ovid.  Here,  heav'niy  Julia. 

Jul.  Here  I  and  not  here  !  O  bow  that  word  doth  play 
With  botli  our  fortunes,  differing,  like  ourselves  ; 
Rut  one,  and  yet  divided,  as  optiosed ; 
I  high,  thou  low  !  O  this  our  plight  of  place 
Doubly  presents  the  two  lets  of  our  love, 
Local  and  ceremonial  height  and  lowness  ; 
Both  ways,  1  am  too  high,  and  thou  too  low. 
Our  minds  are  even,  yet :  O  why  should  our  bodies, 
Tliat  arc  their  slaves,  be  so  without  their  rule  ? 
I'll  cast  myself  down  to  thee  ;  if  I  die, 
I'll  ever  live  with  thee  :  no  height  of  birth. 
Of  place,  of  duty,  or  of  cruel  power. 
Shall  keep  me  from  thee  ;  should  my  fathei*  lock 
This  body  up  within  a  tomb  of  brass. 
Yet  I'll  be  with  thee,     [f  the  forms,  I  hold 
Now  in  my  soul,  be  made  one  substance  with  it ; 
That  soul  immortal  ;  and  the  same  'tis  now  ; 
Death  cannot  raze  the  effects  she  now  retaineth  : 
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And  then  may  ^he  be  any  where  she  will 
The  souls  of  parents  rule  not  children's  soula ; 
When  death  sets  both  in  their  dissotv'd  estates. 
Then  is  no  child  nor  father  :  theu  eleruity 
Frees  all  from  any  temporal  respect. 
I  come,  my  Ovid,  take  me  in  thme  arms  ; 
And  let  me  breathe  my  soul  into  thy  breast. 

Ovul.  O  stay,  my  love  ;  the  hopes  thuu  dost  conceive 
Of  thy  quick  death,  and  of  thy  future  life. 
Arc  not  autheutical.     Thou  cKuscst  death. 
So  thou  might'st  joy  thy  love  in  th'  other  life. 
But  know,  my  princely  love,  when  thou  art  dead. 
Thou  only  must  survive  in  perfect  soul ; 
And  in  the  soul  are  no  aflectioiis  : 
We  pour  out  our  affections  with  our  blood  ; 
And  with  our  blood's  affections  fade  our  loves. 
No  life  hath  love  in  such  sweet  state  us  this  ; 
No  essence  is  so  dear  to  moody  sense. 
As  flesh  and  blood,  whose  quintessence  is  sense. 
Beauty,  compos'd  of  blood  and  flesh,  moves  more. 
And  is  more  plausible  to  blood  and  Hesh, 
Than  spiritual  lieauty  can  be  to  the  spirit. 
Such  apprehension  as  we  have  in  dreams 
(When  sleep,  the  bond  of  senses,  locks  tliem  up). 
Such  shall  we  have  when  death  destroys  them  quite. 
If  love  be  then  thy  object,  change  not  life  ; 
Live  high  and  happy  still  ;  I  still  below. 
Close  with  my  fortunes,  in  thy  height  shall  joy. 

Jul.  Ay  me,  that  virtue,  whose  brave  eagle  s  wings 
With  every  stroke  blow  stars  in  buniing  hcuTca, 
Should,  like  a  swallow,  (preying  toward  storms) 
Fly  close  to  earth  ;  and,  with  an  eager  plttme> 
I^jrsue  those  objects  which  none  else  can  see, 
But  »ccm  to  all  tlic  world  the  empty  air. 
Thus  thou,  poor  Ovid,  and  all  virtuous  men, 
Must  prey  like  swallows  on  invisible  food  ; 
Pursuing  flies,  or  nothing  :  and  thus  love, 
And  every  worldly  fancy,  is  tiansfMM'd 
By  worldly  t\Tanny  to  what  plight  it  list. 
O  father,  since  thou  gav'st  me  not  my  mind. 
Strive  not  to  rule  it ;  take  but  what  thou  gav'st 
To  thy  disposure  ;  thy  affections 
Rule  not  in  me  ;  I  must  bear  oil  my  griefs  ; 
Let  me  use  all  my  pleasures  :  Virtuous  love 
Was  never  Kandal  to  a  goddesit*  state. 
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Bat  he^B  inflexible !  and,  mj  dear  love, 
Tbv  life  mar  chance  be  sborteu'd  bv  the  length 
Of  m_v  unwiUing  speeches  to  depart. 
Farewell,  sweet  life  :  though  thou  be  ret  exiJ'd 
Th'  officioos  court,  enjoy  roe  amply  still  : 
My  ioul,  in  this  my  tncalh,  enten  thine  ears  ; 
And  on  this  turret's  Boor  will  I  lie  dead. 
Till  we  may  meet  again.     In  this  proud  height, 
I  kneel  beneath  thee  in  my  prostrate  lore. 
And  kLsa  the  happy  sands  that  kiss  thy  feet. 
Great  Jove  submits  a  sceptre  to  a  cell  ; 
And  lovers,  ere  they  part,  will  meet  in  hell. 

Ovid.  Farewell  al\  company,  and,  if  1  could. 
All  light,  with  thee  :  hells  sHade  should  hide  my  brows, 
Till  thy  dear  beauty's  beams  redeem'd  my  vows. 

Jul.  Ovid,  my  love  :  alas !  may  we  not  stay 
A  little  longer,  think'st  thou,  undiscem'd  ? 

Ovid.  For  thine  own  good,  fair  goddess,  do  not  stay. 
Who  would  engage  a  firmament  of  fires. 
Shining  in  thee,  for  me,  a  falling  star  ? 
Bt^one,  Bweet  life-blood  ;  if  I  should  discern 
Thyself  but  touch'd  for  my  sake,  I  should  die. 

Jul.  I  wilt  begone  tlien  ;  and  not  heav'n  itself 
Shall  draw  me  back. 

Ovid.  Yet,  Julia,  if  thou  wilt, 
A  little  longer  stay. 

Jul.  I  am  content. 

Ovid.  O  mighty  Ovid  !  what  the  sway  of  heav'n 
Could  not  retire,  my  breath  hath  turned  bacL 

Jul.  Who  shall  go  first,  my  love  ?  my  passionate  eyes 
Win  not  endure  to  see  thee  turn  from  me. 

Ovid.  If  thou  go  first,  my  soul  will  follow  thee. 

Jul.  Then  we  must  stay. 

Ovid.  Ay  me,  there  is  no  stay 
In  amorous  pleasures.     If  both  stay,  both  die. 
I  bear  thy  father.     Hence,  my  deity. 

[JuuA  goee  in. 
Fear  forgctb  sounds  in  my  deluded  ears  ; 
I  did  not  hear  him  :  I  am  mad  with  love. 
TTiere  is  no  spirit,  under  heav'n,  that  works 
With  such  illusion  :  yet,  such  witchcraft  kill  me. 
Ere  a  sound  mind,  without  it,  save  my  life. 
Here  on  my  knees  I  wonship  the  blest  place, 
'Hiat  held  my  goddess  ;  and  the  loving  air, 
That  clos'd  her  body  in  his  silken  arms. 
Vain  Ovid  !  kneel  not  to  the  place,  nor  air  : 
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She's  in  thy  heart ;  rise  then,  and  worship  there. 
The  truest  wi»dnnt,  »illy  men  can  have. 

Is  dotage  on  the  follies  of  their  flesh. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  7  ;  the  whole  Scene.] 

Augustus  discourses  with  his  Courtiera  concerning  Poetry. 
CMBAZf  Mecenas,  Gallus,  TiBCXXts,  Horace. 

Bquites  Romani. 

CcES.  We,  that  have  conquered  still  to  save  the  cont^uer'd. 
And  loved  to  make  inflictions  fcur'd,  not  felt ; 
Grieved  to  reprove,  and  joyful  to  reward. 
More  proud  of  reconcilement  than  revenge, 
Resume  into  the  late  state  of  our  love 
Worthy  Cornelias  Gallus  and  Tibullus.' 
You  both  are  gentlemen  ;  you,  Cornelius, 
A  soldier  of  renown,  and  toe  first  provost 
That  ever  let  our  Roman  Eagles  fly 
On  swarthy  Egypt,  uuarried  with  her  spoils. 
Yet  (not  to  bear  cola  forms,  nor  men's  oul-terma, 
Without  the  inward  fires,  and  lives  of  men) 
You  both  have  virtues,  shining  through  your  shapes  ; 
To  show,  your  titles  are  not  writ  on  posts. 
Or  hollow  statues  ;  which  the  best  men  are, 
Without  Promethean  stuffings  reach'd  from  heaven. 
Sweet  Poesy's  sacred  garlands  crown  vour  gentry  ; 
Which  is,  of  all  the  faculties  on  cartli. 
The  most  abstract,  and  perfect,  if  she  be 
True  bom,  and  nursed  with  all  the  sciences. 
She  can  so  mould  Rome,  and  her  monuments^ 
Within  the  liquid  marble  of  her  lines, 
That  they  shall  stand  fresh  and  miraculous, 
Ev'n  when  they  mix  with  innovating  dust ; 
In  her  sweet  s-treams  shall  our  brave  Roman  spirits 
Chase,  and  swim  after  death,  with  their  choice  deeds 
Shiniiig  on  their  white  shoulders  ;  and  therein 
Shall  Tyber,  and  our  famous  rivers,  fall 
With  such  attraction,  that  the  ambitious  line 
Of  the  round  world  ^hall  to  her  centre  shrink. 
To  hear  their  music.     And  for  these  high  parts, 
Cflpsar  shall  reverence  the  Pierian  arts. 

Mec.  Your  majesty's  high  grace  to  poesy 

I  They  had  offcndc<l  the  Emperor  by  concealing  the  love  of  Ovfd  for  the  Prinuas 
JuliA. 
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Shall  stand  'gainst  all  the  dull  detractiODS 
Of  leaden  souls  ;  who,  for  the  vain  assumiiigs 
Of  some,  quite  worthle^B  of  her  sovereign  wreaths, 
Contain  her  worthiest  prophets  in  contempt. 

Oal.  Happy  is  lioinc  of  alt  earth's  other  states. 
To  have  no  true  and  great  a  president, 
For  her  inferior  spintii  to  imitate, 
As  Caesar  is ;  who  addeth  to  the  sun 
Influence  and  lustre,  in  increasing  thus 
His  inspirations  kindling  fire  in  us, 

Hor.  Fhcebuit  hiiui^-If  »bali  kneel  at  Cssar's  shrine 
And  deck  it  with  l>ay-gar]ands  dew'd  with  wine. 
To  quit  the  worahip  Ca-^sar  does  to  him  : 
Where  other  princes,  hoisted  to  their  thrones 
By  Fortune's  passionate  and  disorder'd  power, 
Sit  in  tlieir  height  like  clouils  before  the  sun, 
Hind'ring  his  comforts  ;  and  (by  their  excess 
Of  cold  in  Wrtue,  and  cross  heat  in  vice) 
Thunder  and  tempest  on  those  learned  heads, 
Whom  Cttsar  witu  such  honour  doth  advanee. 

Tib.  All  human  business  Fortune  doth  command 
Without  all  order ;  and  with  her  blind  hand, 
She,  blind,  bestows  blind  gift^ :  that  still  have  nurst. 
They  see  not  who,  nor  how,  but  still  the  woret. 

CcBB.  C^^Ksar,  for  his  rule,  and  for  so  much  stuff 
As  Fortune  puts  in  his  hand,  shall  dispose  it 
(As  if  his  hand  had  eyes,  and  soul,  in  it) 
With  worth  and  judgment.     Handi^  that  (>art  with  giftc^ 
Or  will  restrain  their  use,  witliout  desert. 
Or  with  a  misery,  numb'd  to  Virtue's  right, 
Work,  as  they  had  no  soul  to  govern  them, 
And  quite  reject  her  ;  sev'riug  their  estates 
From  human  order.     Whosoever  can, 
And  will  not  cherish  Virtue,  is  no  man. 

Eques.  Vii^il  is  now  at  hand,  imperial  Cusar. 

Ctes.  Rome's  honour  is  at  hand  then.     Fetch  a  chair. 
And  set  it  on  our  right-hand  ;  where  'tis  fit, 
Rome's  honour  and  our  own  sliuuld  ever  sit. 
Now  he  is  come  out  of  Campania, 
I  doubt  not  he  hath  tinishd  all  his  .^neids ; 
Which,  like  another  soul,  1  long  I'enjoy. 
What  tliink  you  three  of  Virgil,  gentlemen, 
(That  are  of  his  profession  though  rank'd  higher) 
Or,  Horace,  what  sayst  thou,  that  art  the  poorest. 
And  likeliest  to  envy  or  to  detract? 
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for.  Cenar  speaks  after  common  men  in  tbi$» 
To  make  a  diflereuce  of  me  for  m^  poorness ; 
As  if  the  filth  of  poverty  sunk  as  deep 
Into  a  knowing  spirit^  as  the  bane 
Of  riches  doth  into  an  ignorant  soul. 
No,  Cwaar ;  they  be  pathless  moorish  minds, 
That  being  once  made  rotten  with  the  dung 
Of  damned  riches,  ever  after  sink 
Beneath  the  steps  of  any  villany. 
Hut  knowledge  u  the  nectar,  that  keeps  sweet 
A  perfect  »oul,  even  in  this  grave  of  sin  ; 
And  for  ray  soul,  it  is  as  free  us  Ca'»ar*»: 
For  what  f  know  is  due  I'll  give  to  alL 
He  that  detracts,  or  envies  virtuous  merit, 
Is  still  the  covetous  and  the  ignorant  spirit. 

C(X8.  Thanks,  Honu^  for  thy  free  and  wholesome  sharpness, 
Which  pleaseth  Ca?sar  more  than  ser\ile  fawns. 
A  flatter*d  prince  soon  turns  the  prince  of  fools. 
And  for  thy  sake,  M-e'U  put  no  difference  more 
Between  the  great  and  good  for  buing  poor. 
Say  then,  loved  Horace,  thy  true  thought  of  Virpl. 

aor.  1  judge  him  of  a  rectified  spirit. 
By  many  revolutions  of  discoui-se, 
(In  his  bright  reason's  influence)  rclincd 
From  all  the  tartarous  moods  of  common  men  ; 
Bearing  the  nature  and  similitude 
Of  a  right  heavenly  body  ;  most  severe 
Id  fashion  ajid  collection  of  himself; 
And  then  as  clear  and  conlidcnt  as  Jove. 

Oat.  And  yet  so  chaste  and  tender  is  his  ear, 
In  suffering  any  syllable  to  pass. 
That  he  thinks  may  become  the  houoiir'd  name 
Of  issue  to  his  so  examined  self; 
That  all  the  lasting  fruits  of  his  full  merit 
Id  his  own  poems,  he  doth  still  distaste ; 
As  if  his  mind's  piecv,  which  he  strove  to  paint, 
(^ould  not  with  neslily  pencils  have  her  right. 

Tib.  But  to  approve  his  works  of  sovereign  worth. 
This  observation  (methinkfi)  more  than  serves ; 
And  is  not  vulgar.     That  which  he  hath  writ. 
Is  with  such  judgment  labour'd,  and  distill'd 
Through  all  the  needful  uses  of  our  lives, 
Tliat  could  a  man  remember  hut  his  lines. 
He  should  not  touch  at  any  seriouB  point. 
But  he  might  breathe  his  spirit  out  of  hint. 
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0<B8.  You  mean  he  mieht  repeat  part  of  hii  works, 
As  fit  for  aoy  conference  he  can  use  't 

Tib.  True,  royal  Ciesar. 

C(gs,  Worthily  observed  : 
And  a  most  worthy  virtue  in  his  works. 
What  thinks  material  Horace  of  his  learning? 

Hot.  His  learning  savours  not  the  school-like  gloss. 
That  most  consists  m  echoing  words  and  terms, 
And  soonest  wins  a  man  an  empty  name  ; 
Nor  any  long,  or  far  fetch'd  circumstance, 
W^rapp\l  in  tlie  curious  general'ties  of  arts  ; 
But  a  direct  and  analytic  sum 
Of  all  tlie  worth  and  first  effects  of  arts. 
And  for  his  poesy,  'tis  so  ramm'd  with  life, 
That  it  shall  gather  strength  of  life,  with  being. 
And  live  hereafter  more  admired  than  now. 

Ctes.  This  one  consent,  in  all  your  dooms  of  him, 
And  mutual  loves  of  all  your  several  merits, 
Argues  a  truth  of  merit  in  you  all. 

ViBGiL  enters. 

See  here  comes  Virgil  ;  we  will  rise  and  greet  him  : 
Welcome  to  Cajsar,  Virgil.     Ca'sar  and  Virgil 
Shall  difler  but  in  sound  ;  to  Ca'sar,  Virgil 
(Of  his  expressed  greatness)  shall  Iw  made 
A  second  sir-name  ;  and  to  Virgil,  Ccesar- 
Where  are  thy  famous  jEncids  ?  do  us  grace 
To  let  us  see,  and  surfeit  on  their  sight 

Vir.  Worthless  they  are  of  Cwsars  gracious  eyes. 
If  they  were  perfect ;  much  more  with  their  wants ; 
Which  yet  are  more  than  my  time  could  supply. 
And  could  great  CEcsar's  expectation 
Be  satisfied  with  any  other  service, 
I  would  not  shew  them. 

Cces.  Virgil  is  too  modest ; 
Or  seeks,  in  vain,  to  make  our  longings  more. 
Shew  them,  sweet  Virgil. 

Vir.  Then,  in  such  due  fear 
As  fits  presenters  of  great  works  to  Ciesar, 
I  humbly  shew  them. 

CcBS.  Let  us  now  behold 
A  human  soul  made  visible  in  life ; 
And  more  refulgent  in  a  senseless  paper. 
Than  in  the  sensual  complement  of  kings. 
Read,  read,  thyself,  dear  Virgil ;  let  not  me 


POETASTER 


2fi8 


Prophane  one  accent  irith  an  untuned  tongue  : 
Best  matter,  badly  shown,  shews  worse  than  bad. 
See  then  this  chair,  of  purpose  set  for  thee, 
To  read  thy  poem  in  ;  refuse  it  not. 
Virtue,  without  presumption,  place  may  take 
Above  beat  kings,  whom  only  she  should  make, 

Vi/r.  It  will  be  thought  a  thing  ridiculous 
To  present  eyes,  and  to  all  future  times 
A  ffroes  untruth  ;  that  any  poet  (void 
Of  Dirth,  or  wealth,  or  temp<»ral  dignity,) 
Should,  with  decorum,  transcend  C'lesar's  chair. 
Poor  virtue  raised,  high  birth  and  wealth  set  under, 
Crosaeth  heav'n's  counies  and  makes  worldlings  wonder. 

0cB8.  The  course  of  heaven,  and  fate  itself,  in  this 
Will  Cfesar  cross  ;  much  more  all  worldly  custom. 

Hot.  Custom  in  course  of  honour  ever  errs  ; 
And  they  are  best,  whom  fortune  least  prefers. 

Cces.  Horace  hath  (but  more  strictly)  spoke  our  thoughts. 
The  vast  rude  swinge  of  general  confluence 
Is,  in  particular  ends,  exempt  from  sense  ; 
And  tnerefore  reason  {which  in  right  should  be 
The  special  rector  of  all  harmony) 
Shall  show  we  are  a  man,  distinct  by  it 
From  those,  whom  custom  rapteth  m  her  press. 
Ascend  then,  Virgil ;  and  where  first  by  chance 
We  here  have  tum'd  thy  book,  do  thou  first  read. 

Vvr.  Great  Cwsar  hath  hi.H  will :  I  will  ascend, 
Twere  simple  injury  to  his  free  hand. 
That  sweeps  the  coliwebs  from  un-used  virtue, 
And  makes  her  sliine  proportionM  to  her  worth, 
To  be  more  nice  to  entertain  his  grace, 
Tliaa  he  is  choice  and  liberal  to  afford  it. 

CcE8.  Gentlemen  of  our  dumber,  guard  the  doors, 
And  let  none  enter  ;  peace.     Begin,  good  Virgil. 

ViRKiL  reads  part  of  his  fov/rtk  ^neid. 

Vir.  Meanwhile,  the  skies  'gan  thunder,  etc. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.] 

Thifl  Ronton  Plsy  te«roa  written  to  confute  those  enemies  of  Ben.  Jonaon  in  his 

own  days  tmd  ours,  who  have  said  that  he  made  a  pcdantical  ute  of  his  learning. 
He  has  here  revived  the  whole  court  of  Augustus,  bv  a  learned  spell.  We  are 
tdmittcd  10  the  society  of  the  illiwttioua  dead.  Vuffi!.  Horace,  Ovid,  Tibullu*.  con- 
verse in  OUT  own  tongue  more  finely  and  poetically  ihan  they  cxprMsed  themselves 
in  their  native  Latin,- — -Nothing  can  be  imagined  more  elegant,  refined,  and  court- 
like  than  the  scenei  between  this  Le^^■ift  the  Fourteenth  of  Antiquity  and  tiiN  Literati. 
The  whole  e&aence  and  secret  of  Uial  kind  of  inteicourse  is  contained  iheiein.     Tbe 
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economical  liberality  by  which  greatness,  seeming  to  wave  aome  pan  of  itt  pnco- 
gative,  takes  caie  to  lose  none  of  tbc  essentials  ;  the  prodential  liberties  of  as  inferior 
whidi  flatter  by  commanded  boldness  and  soothe  with  complimental  sincerity. 


THE  SAD  SHEPHERD;  OH  A  TALE  OF  ROBIN  HOOD 
[PUBLISHED  1641].     BY  BEN  JONSON 

Alkeny  an  ol*l  Sfuspfurd^  instructs  Robin  Hood's  Mem  how  to 
Jind  a  Wiich^  amd  liow  she  is  to  be  kimted. 

Robin  Hood.       Tuck.       Lrrnx  Jouk.       Scarlet.       Scatuloci 
Groboe.        Alken.        Claiuun. 

Tuck.  Hear  you  how 
Poor  Tom,  the  cook,  is  taken !  all  his  jointn 
Do  crack,  as  if  his  limbs  were  tied  with  points : 
His  whole  frame  slackeas,  and  a  kind  of  rack 
Runx  d()wn  aluiitr  tlie  spondils  of  his  back  ; 
A  gnut,  nr  cramp,  nnw  seizeth  on  his  head, 
Then  falls  into  hi*  feet ;  his  knees  are  lead  ; 
And  he  can  stir  bin  either  hand  no  more 
Than  a  dead  stump  to  his  office,  as  before. 

Alk.  He  is  bewitch'd. 

Cla.  This  is  an  ai^iiment 
Both  of  her  malice,  and  her  power,  we  see. 

Alk.  She  must  by  some  device  restrained  be. 
Or  she'll  go  far  in  mischief. 

Rob.  Advise  how. 
Sage  shepherd  ;  we  shall  put  it  straight  in  practice. 

Alk.  Send  forth  your  woodmen  then  into  the  walks, 
Or  let  them  prick  her  footing  hence ;  a  witch 
Is  sure  a  creature  of  melancholy, 
And  will  be  found,  or  sitting  in  her  fourm. 
Or  else  at  relief,  like  a  hare. 

Ola.  You  speak, 
Alkcii,  as  if  you  knew  the  sport  of  witch-hunting. 
Or  starting  of  a  hag. 

^6.  Go,  Sirs,  about  it ; 
Take  George  here  with  you,  he  can  help  to  find  her. 

John.  Rare  sport,  I  swear,  this  hunting  of  the  witch 
Will  make  us. 

Sccvr.  Let's  atlrise  upon't,  like  huntsmen. 
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Geo.  An  we  can  spy  her  once,  she  is  our  own. 

Soatk.  First  think  which  way  she  fourmeth,  on  what  wind : 
Or  north,  or  south. 

Geo,  For,  as  the  shepherd  .wid, 
A  witch  is  a  kind  of  hare. 

Seaih.  And  marks  the  weather, 
As  the  hare  does. 

John.  Where  shall  we  hope  to  find  her  ? 

Alk.  Know  you  the  nntch's  dell  ? 

Scar.  No  more  than  I  do  know  the  walks  of  hell 

Alk.  Within  a  gloomy  diinble  she  doth  dwell, 
Down  in  a  pit  o'er  grown  with  brakes  and  briars. 
Clone  by  the  ruins  of  a  shaken  abbey, 
Tom  with  an  earthquake  down  unto  the  ^ound, 
'Mongst  graves,  and  grots  n*^**"  *"  old  chamel  houw, 
Where  vou  shall  find  hir  sittinjj  in  her  fourni. 
As  fearful,  and  melmicholic,  as  that 
She  is  about ;  with  catcipi liars'  kells. 
And  knotty  cobwebs,  rounded  in  with  spells. 
Then  she  steals  forth  to  relief,  in  the  fogs, 
And  rotten  mi.sts,  upon  the  fens  and  bogs, 
Down  to  the  drowned  lands  of  Lincolnshire  ; 
To  make  ewes  cast  their  lambs,  swine  eat  their  farrow ! 
The  house  wife's  tun  not  work,  nor  the  miJk  chum ! 
Writhe  children's  wrists,  and  suck  their  breath  in  sleep ! 
Get  vials  of  their  blood  !  and  where  the  sea 
Casts  up  his  slimy  ooze,  search  for  a  weed 
To  open  locks  with,  and  to  rivet  charms, 
Planted  about  her,  in  the  wicked  seat 
Of  all  her  mi-schicfs,  which  are  manifold. 

John.  I  wonder  such  a  story  could  be  told 
Of  her  dire  deeds. 

Oeo.  I  thought,  a  witch's  banks 
Had  enclosed  nothing  but  the  merry  pranks 
Of  some  old  woman. 

Scar.  Yes,  her  malice  more. 

Scath.  As  it  would  quickly  appear,  had  we  the  store 
Of  his  collects. 

Geo.  Ay,  this  good  learned  man 
Can  s|}eak  her  right. 

Scar.  He  knows  her  shifts  and  haunts. 

Alk.  And  all  her  wiles  and  tunis,     The  venom'd  plants 
Wherewith  she  kills  !  where  the  sad  mandrake  grows. 
Whose  groans  are  deathful !  the  dead  numbing  night-shade  ! 
The  stupefying  hemlock  !  adder's- tongue, 
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And  martegan  !  the  shrieks  of  luckless  owlsy 
We  hear !  and  croakinf  night-crows  in  the  air ! 
Green-bellied  snakes !  blue  fire  drakes  in  the  sky  ! 
And  giddy  flitter-mice  with  leather  wings ! 
The  scaly  beetles,  with  their  habergeons 
That  make  a  humming  murmur  as  they  fly  I 
There,  in  the  stocks  of  treta,  white  fays  do  dwelli 
And  span-long  elves  that  dance  about  a  pool. 
With  each  a  little  changeling  in  their  arms ! 
Tlie  airy  spirits  play  with  falling  stars. 
And  mount  the  sphere  of  fire,  to  kiss  the  moon  ! 
While  she  »uts  reading  hv  the  glow-worm's  light. 
Or  rotten  wood,  o'er  which  the  worm  hath  crept. 
The  baneful  schedule  of  her  nocent  charms, 
And  binding  characters,  through  which  she  wounds 
Her  puppets,  the  Sigilla  of  her  witchcraft. 
All  tlus  I  know,  and  1  will  find  her  for  you  ; 
And  show  you  her  sitting  in  her  fourm  ;  I'll  lay 
My  hand  uixm  her ;  make  her  throw  her  scut 
Along  her  back,  when  she  doth  start  before  us. 
But  you  must  give  her  law  ;  and  you  shall  see  her 
Make  twenty  leaps  and  doubles,  cross  the  paths, 
And  then  squat  down  beside  us. 

John.  Crafty  croan, 
I  long  to  be  at  the  sport,  and  to  report  it. 

Scar.  We'll  make  this  hunting  of  the  witch  as  famous 
As  any  other  blust  of  venery. 

Oeo.  If  we  could  come  to  see  her,  cry  60  kaut  once— 

Alk.  That  I  do  promise,  or  I'm  no  good  hag-finder. 

[Act  ii,  Sc  «.] 


SEJANUS  HIS  FALL.     A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1605! 
PRODUCED   160JJ].     BY    BEN   JONSON 

SejanuSy  the  Tnoming  he  ia  condem/ned  hy  the  Senate^  receivt 
some  tokens  which  presage  hia  death. 

Seja^'cs.     Pomponius,     Mjkcttos.    Tebkntius,  &c. 

Ter.  Are  these  things  true  ? 

Min,  Thousands  are  gazing  at  it  in  the  streets. 

8ej.  Whafs  that  ? 
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TVr.  Minutiuft  telU  ur  here,  mv  tx^rd, 
That  a  new  head  being  set  upon  your  statue, 
A  rope  is  since  found  wreath  d  aliout  it !  and 
But  now  a  fierv  meteor  in  the  form 
Of  a  great  half  was  seen  to  roll  along 
The  troubled  air,  where  yet  it  hangs  unperfect, 
The  amazing  wonder  of  the  multitude. 

Sej.  No  more. — ' 
Send  for  the  tribunes  ;  we  will  straight  have  up 
More  of  the  ftoldiere  for  our  guard.     Minutius, 
We  pray  you  go  for  Cotta,  Latiaris, 
Trio  the  consult  or  what  senators 
You  know  are  sure,  and  ours.     You,  my  good  Natta, 
For  Laco  provost  of  the  watch.     Now,  Satrius, 
The  time  of  proof  cornea  oa     .-Vrm  all  our  servants. 
And  without  tumult.     You,  Poniponius 
Hold  some  good  corresixnidencc  with  the  consul ; 
.Attempt  him,  noble  fnend.     These  thJngH  begin 
To  look  like  dangers,  now,  worthy  my  fates. 
Fortune,  I  see  thy  worst :  I^t  doubtful  states 
And  thingH  uncertain  hang  U[H)ii  thy  will ; 
Me  surest  death  shall  render  certain  still. 
Yet  why  is  now  my  thought  tum*H  toward  death, 
Whom  fateft  have  let  go  on  so  far  in  breath 
Uncheckt  or  unreprovd  'f     I,  that  did  help 
To  fell  the  loftv  cedar  of  the  world, 
GermanicuB  ;  that  at  one  stroke  c»it  down 
Drusus  that  upright  elm  ;  wither'd  his  nne; 
Laid  Siliur^  and  Sabinus  two  strong  oaks. 
Flat  on  the  earth  ;  besides  thote  other  shrubs, 
CorduH,  and  Sosio,  Claudia,  Pulehra, 
Fumius  and  Gallup  which  I  have  grubbed  up ; 
And  since,  bave  set  my  axe  so  strong  and  deep 
Into  the  root  of  spreading  Agrrppina; 
Lopt  oft"  and  scatter'd  her  proud  branches,  Nero, 
Drusas,  and  Caiu$  too,  although  replanted : 
If  you  will,  destinies,  that  after  all 
I  faint  now  ere  I  touch  my  period. 
You  are  but  cruel ;  and  I  already  have  done 
Things  great  enough.     All  Route  hath  been  my  slave 
The  senate  sat  an  idle  lonkor-on. 
And  witness  of  my  power ;  when  I  have  blush'd 
More  to  commana,  than  it  to  ttuf^r ;  all 
The  fathers  have  sat  reacJy  and  prejiorM 

■[Six  lin«a  omilled.] 
VOL.  IV. — 17 
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To  icire  me  enpiiv,  temples  or  their  throAts, 
Wben  I  would  ask  *em ;  and  (what  crowiss  tbe  top) 
Bome»  KOftte,  people,  all  the  world,  hare  seen 
JoT«  but  my  eqoal«  Cesar  but  raj  secood. 
"Tis  then  tout  malice.  Fates,  who  (bat  yout  o%rn) 
Envy  aod  fear  to  have  any  po««r  loiur  koown. 

[Act  T^  Sc.  4.] 


CATILIKE  HIS  CONSPIR^VCY.    A  TRAGEDY  [PITBLISHED 
AND  rRODLCED  1611].     BY  BUN  JONSON 

The  morning  of  the  Contpivacy. — Lemiuiiu,  Cethegua  and 
Caiiliiu  niMf,  he/on  t)u  other  C&Mpiraiora  an  ready. 

Lent.  It  is  methinks  a  morning  full  of  fate : 
It  riseth  sIowIt,  (lA  her  suUen  car 
Had  all  the  vcichta  of  sleep  and  death  hung  at  it. 
She  h  not  rocfv-lmgerM,  but  swoln  black. 
Her  face  b  lilte  a  water  tum'd  to  blood. 
And  her  sick  head  is  hound  about  with  clouds. 
As  if  she  threiiten'd  night  ere  noon  of  day. 
It  does  not  look  tis  it  would  have  a  hail 
Or  health  wiiih'd  in  it,  a&  oa  other  moms. 

Cet.  Why.  all  the  fitter,  Lentulus:  our  coming 
Is  not  for  ftalutation  :  we  have  bosineM, 

Cat.  Said  nobly,  brave  Cethq^     Whereas  Aotronim  ? 
0«L  Is  he  not  come  ? 
Cat,  N»t  here. 
Cet.  Not  Vargunteius  ? 
Cat.  Neither. 

Cet  A  fire  in  their  beds  and  boeomA, 
That  90  well  seno  their  sloth  ratljtr  than  virtue. 
Thev  are  no  Kouians  and  at  such  high  need 

As  now^ 

Lent  Both  they,  Longinus,  Lecca,  Curias, 
Fulvius,  Gabinua,  gave  me  word  last  night. 
By  Lucius  Bestia,  they  would  all  be  here. 
And  early. 

Cet.  Yes  1  ■■  you,  had  1  not  avll'd  you. 
Come,  we  all  sleep,  and  are  mere  dormice  ;  fliei 
A  little  less  than  dead :  more  duln«*  hangs 
On  us  than  on  the  mom.     We  are  spirit-boand. 
In  ribs  of  ice ;  our  whole  bloods  are  one  stone : 
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And  honour  cannot  thaw  us,  nor  our  wants, 
Though  thev  bum  hot  as  fevers  to  our  states. 

Cat.  I  mUBe  they  would  be  tardy  at  an  hour 
Of  so  great  purpose. 

Cet.  If  the  gods  had  cali'd 
llieni  to  a  purpose,  they  would  just  have  come 
With  the  sanie  tortoise  speed  ;  uiat  are  thus  slow 
To  such  an  action,  which  the  god»  will  envy  ; 
As  askinfr  no  Icsis  means  than  all  their  powers 
ConJDJn'd  to  effect.     I  would  Imve  seen  Home  burnt 
By  this  time,  and  her  a«hcs  in  an  um  ; 
llic  kingdom  of  the  senate  rent  asunder ; 
And  the  degenerate  talking  gown  run  frighted 
Out  of  the  air  of  Italy. 

Cat.  Spirit  of  men, 
Thou  heart  of  our  great  enterprise,  how  much 
I  love  these  vuictM  in  thee! 

Cet.  O  the  days 
Of  Sylla's  sway,  when  the  free  sword  took  leave 
To  act  all  that  it  would  I 

Cat.  And  was  familiar 
With  entrails,  as  our  augunt 

Get.  8on8  kill'd  fathers, 
Brothers  their  brothers 

Cat.  And  hatl  price  and  praise : 
All  hate  and  licence  giv'n  it ;  all  rage  reins. 

Cet.  Slaughter  l>estrid  the  wtreeU,  and  stretch'd  himwlf 
To  seem  more  huge  ;  whilst  to  his  stained  thighs 
The  core  he  drew  flow'd  up,  and  carried  down 
Whole  heaps  of  limbti  and  bodies  through  his  arch. 
No  age  was  xpar'd,  no  sex. 

Cat.  Nay,  no  degree 

Cet.  Not  infants  in  the  porch  of  life  were  free. 
Tlie  sick,  the  old,  that  coutd  but  hope  a  day 
l-onger  by  nature's  bounty,  not  let  stay. 
Virgins  and  widows,  matrons,  pregnant  wives, 
All  died. 

Cat,  Twas  crime  enough  that  they  had  lives. 
To  strike  but  only  those  that  could  do  hurt, 
Was  dull  and  poor.     Some  fell,  to  make  the  numlier ;'' 
As  some,  tlie  prev- 

Cet.  The  rugged  Charon  fainted, 
iAnd  ask'd  a  navy  rather  than  a  boat, 
To  ferrv  over  the  sad  world  that  came  ; 
The  m«Lws  and  dens  of  beasts  could  not  receive 
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The  bodicfl  that  thoAc  souls  were  frighted  friim  ; 
And  even  the  graves  were  fill'd  with  men  yet  living, 
Whose  flight  and  fear  had  inix'd  them  with  the  dead. 

Cat.  And  this  sliall  be  again,  and  mure,  and  mortj 
Now  Lentuhis  the  IhiH  Cornelius, 
Is  to  stand  up  in  Rome. 

Lent.  Nay,  urge  not  that 
Ik  Ml  uncertain. 

Cat  How! 

Lent.  I  mean,  not  cleared  ; 
And  therefore  not  to  be  rt-Hected  on. 

Cat.  'Hie  Sibyl's  leavea  uncertain  !  or  the  comments. 
Of  our  grave,  deep,  divining  men,  not  clear  ! 

Lent.  All  prophecies,  you  know,  suffer  the  torture. 

Cat.  But  this  already  hath  confess 'd,  without; 
And  so  been  weigh'd,  examin'd,  and  compar'd, 
jVh  'twere  malicious  ignorance  in  him 
Would  faint  in  the  belief. 

Lent.  Do  you  believe  it  ? 

CcU.  Do  I  love  r^ntulus,  or  pray  to  see  it  ? 

Lent.  The  augurs  uU  are  constant  1  aw  meant. 

Cat.  They  had  lost  their  science  else; 

Lent.  They  count  from  Cinna 

Cat.  And  Sylla  next and  so  make  voti  the  third : 

All  that  can  say  the  sun  is  ris'n,  must  thmk  it. 

Lent.  Men  mark  me  more  of  late  as  I  come  forth  ! 

Cat.  Why,  what  can  they  do  less  r*     Cinna  and  Sylla 
Are  set  and  gone  ;  and  we  must  tuni  our  eye** 
On  him  that  is,  and  shines.     Noble  C'ethwus, 
But  view  him  with  me  here!     He  looks  ah«ady 
As  if  he  shook  a  sceptre  o"cr  the  senate. 
And  the  awed  nurpfe  dropt  their  rods  and  axes. 
11»e  statues  melt  again,  and  household  gods 
In  groans  confess  the  ti-avails  of  the  city  : 
The  very  wails  sweat  blood  before  the  change  ; 
And  stones  start  out  to  niin,  ere  it  comes. 

Get.  But  he,  and  we,  and  all,  are  idle  still. 

Lent.   I  am  your  iTeature,  Sergius  ;  and  whate'er 
The  great  Cornelian  name  shall  win  to  be. 
It  is  not  augury,  nor  the  Sibyl's  books, 
But  Catiline,  that  makes  it. 

Cat.  I  am  a  shadow 
To  honoured  I^ntulas,  and  Cethegus  here; 
Who  are  the  heirs  of  Mare. 

(Act  i,  Sc  1.] 
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THE  NEW  INN  ;  OR  THE  LIGHT  HEART.  A 
COMEDY  [PrBLISHEU  1631:  PRODUCED  1629].  BY 
BEN   JONSON 

Lovd  discovers  to  iiu  Host  of  the  New  /mti,  hia  Love  for  the 
Lady  FranoeSt  and  hia  reasons  for  concealing  his  Passion 
from  her. 

Lov.  There  is  no  life  on  eiirth,  but  l>eing  in  I»ve  ! 
Uliere  are  no  studies,  no  delights,  no  business. 
No  intercourse,  or  trade  of  senKo,  or  soul, 
But  what  is  love  !     I  was  tlie  hizicst  creature. 
The  motit  unm-ofitable  sign  of  notiiiiig, 
ITie  veriest  unine,  and  slept  away  my  life 
Beyond  the  dormouse,  till  I  was  in  love! 
And  now  I  uui  uut-wukc  the  nightingale, 
Out-watcli  an  u^ii^x-r,  and  out-walk  hiui  too. 
Stalk  like  a  ghttst  that  haunted  'bout  a  treasun! ; 
And  all  that  fancied  treasure,  it  is  love ! 

Host.  But  is  your  name  Love-ill,  sir,  or  Love-well  ? 
I  would  know  that. 

Lov.  1  do  not  know  it  mvBelf, 
Whether  it  is.     But  it  iii  love  hath  been 
The  hereditary-  jtassion  of  our  house, 
My  gentle  host,  and,  as  I  guew,  uiy  friend  ; 
The  truth  is,  I  have  lo%ed  this  lady  long. 
And  impotently,  with  desire  enough. 
But  no  success ;  for  I  have  still  forborne 
To  expi-est)  it  in  my  penwu  to  her. 

Host.  How  then  ? 

Lav,  I  have  sent  her  toys,  verses,  and  ana^rranift, 
Trials  of  wit,  mere  trifles,  she  has  coniuicndec, 
But  knew  not  whence  they  eanie,  uor  could  she  guess. 

Host.  This  wa.s  a  pretty  riddling  way  of  wooing  t 

Lov.  I  oft  have  been  too  in  her  company^ 
And  look'd  upon  her  a  whole  day,  udmir'J  her. 
Loved  her,  and  did  nnt  tell  her  so,  lovetl  still, 
Look'd  still,  and  loveil ;  and  loved,  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd ; 
But,  as  a  man  neglected,  I  came  oft^ 
And  unre^rded. 

Host.  Could  you  blame  her,  sir. 
When  you  were  silent  and  not  said  a  word  ? 

Lov.  O  but  1  loved  the  more ;  and  she  might  read  it 
Best  in  my  silence,  had  she  been 
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Ab  you  are.     Pray  you,  why  would  you  stand  mute,  sir? 

Lov.  O,  thereon  hangs  a  history,  mine  host. 
Did  you  ever  know  or  hear  of  the  lord  Beaufort, 
Who  seiVd  so  bravely  in  France  'f     I  was  his  page, 
And»  ere  he  died,  his  friend  !     I  foUovr'd  him 
Hnat  in  the  wai«,  and  in  the  times  of  peace 
I  waited  on  Win  studies ;  which  were  right. 
He  had  no  Arthurs,  nor  no  Rosicleers, 
No  Kni^rhbi  of  the  Sun,  nor  Amadis  de  Gauls, 
Priinalions,  and  PantagrueU,  public  nothings  j 
Abortives  of  the  fabulous  dark  cloister. 
Sent  out  to  poison  courts,  and  infest  manners : 
But  great  Achilles',  Agamemnon*s  acts. 
Sage  Nestor's  counsels,  and  Uly«ses'  sleights, 
Tydides'  fortitude,  as  Homer  wrought  them 
Id  hist  iuiniortal  fancy,  fur  examples 
Of  the  heroic  virtue.     Or,  as  Virgil,  • 

That  master  of  the  Epic  Poem,  limn'd 
Pious  ^neas,  his  religious  prince, 
lieanng  his  aged  |iarent  on  his  shoulders, 
Itapt  from  the  flames  of  Troy,  with  his  young  son. 
And  these  he  brought  to  practise  and  to  use. 
He  gave  me  first  my  breeding,  I  acknowledge, 
'i'hen  showcr'd  his  bounties  on  mc,  like  the  Hours, 
That  open-lianded  sit  upon  the  clouds. 
And  press  the  liberality  of  heaven 
Down  to  the  laps  of  thankful  men  !     But  then, 
The  trust  committed  to  me  at  his  death 
Was  above  all,  and  left  so  strong  a  tve 
On  all  my  powers  as  time  shall  not  Jissolve, 
Till  it  dissolve  itself,  and  burv  all : 
The  care  of  his  brave  heir  and  only  son  ! 
Who  being  a  virtuous,  sweet,  young,  hopeful  lord. 
Hath  cast  his  Hrst  affections  on  this  lady : 
And  though  1  know,  and  may  presume  her  such. 
As,  out  of  humour,  will  return  no  love, 
And  therefore  might  indiflerently  be  made 
The  courting-stodt  for  all  to  practise  on, 
As  she  doth  practise  on  us  all  to  scorn  ; 
Yet  out  of  a  religion  to  my  charge, 
^Vnd  debt  profess'd,  I  have  made  a  self-decree. 
Ne'er  to  express  my  person  though  my  pasaion 
Bum  me  to  cinders. 

[Act  i^ 
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Lovely  in.  the  presence  of  the  Lady  Frances^  Uie  young  lAtrd 
Beaufort,  and  other  Guests  of  the  New  Inn^  dejin€6  whtU 
Love  is. 

Lov.  WhAteUe 
Is  love,  but  the  most  noble,  pure  action 
Of  what  b  truly  beautiful  and  fair? 
Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved  'f ' 

Beau.  1  have  read  somewhere,  that  man  and  woman 
Were,  in  the  first  creation,  both  one  piece. 
And  being  cleft  aiiunder,  ever  since 
Love  was  an  appetite  to  be  rejoin'd.' 

Lov.  It  is  a  fable  of  I'lato's,  in  his  Banquet, 
And  utter'd  there  by  .Vristophanes. 

Host.  *Twas  well  renieiuber'd  here,  and  to  good  use. 
But  on  with  your  description  what  love  is. 
Desire  of  union  with  the  thing  beloved. 

Lov.  I  meant  a  definition,     for  I  make 
The  efficient  cause,  what's  beautiful  and  fair. 
The  formal  cause,  the  appetite  of  union. 
The  final  cause,  the  union  itself. 
But  larger,  if  you'll  liave  it,  by  description : 
It  is  a  name  and  ardour  of  the  mind, 
De&d  in  the  proper  corps,  quick  in  anothcr''s : 
Transfers  the  lover  into  the  loveil. 
That  he,  or  she,  that  loves,  engraves  or  stamps 
The  idea  of  what  Ihuy  love,  first  in  thenu»elves : 
Or,  like  to  glasHes,  ko  their  mindtt  take  in 
The  forms  of  their  belov'd,  and  then*  reUect. 
It  is  the  likeness  of  affections, 
la  both  the  parent  and  the  nurse  of  luve. 
Love  is  a  spiritual  coupling  of  two  souls, 
So  much  more  excellent  aa  it  least  relates 
Unto  the  body ;  circular,  eternal ; 
Not  feign'd,  or  made,  but  bom  :  and  then,  su  precious. 
As  naught  can  value  it  but  itself;  so  free. 
As  nothing  can  command  it  but  itself. 
And  in  itself  so  round  and  libeiul, 
Aa,  where  it  favours,  it  bestows  itself.* 
But  we  must  take  and  understand  this  love 
Along  still  as  a  name  of  dignity. 
Not  pleasure.* 

True  love  hath  no  unworthy  thought,  no  light 
Loose  unbecoming  appetite,  or  strain  ; 
But  fixed,  constant,  pure,  immutable. 


I  [Three  Unu  omitted.] 


■  [Five  lintts.] 


>[Six  lines.] 


>[A  line.] 
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Beau..  I  relish  not  these  (jhilosophical  fcasU : 
Give  me  n  banquet  o'  seiue,  like  thai  of  Ovid  ; 
A  form,  to  take  tlie  eye  ;  a  voice,  mine  ear ; 
Pure  aromatics  to  ray  scent ;  a  soft 
Smooth  dainty  hand  to  touch :  and,  for  my  taste, 
Atubrusiac  kisse»  tu  melt  down  the  palat. 

Lov.  They  are  the  earthly,  lower  fomi  of  lovers, 
Are  only  taken  with  what  strikes  the  senses. 
And  love  by  that  loose  »cale.     Altho'  I  grant. 
We  like  what'ti  fair  and  graceful  in  an  object. 
And  (true)  would  use  it,  in  them  all  we  tend  to, 
Both  of  our  civil  and  domestic  deeds, 
111  ordering  of  ai»  army,  in  our  style, 
Apparel,  gefiture,  building,  or  what  not  ? 
Ail  ort^  and  actions  do  affect  their  beauty. 
But  put  the  cade,  in  travel  I  may  meet 
Somo  goi^geous  structure,  a  brave  frontispiece, 
iSboll  r stay  captive  in  the  outer  court, 
Sur|)riz*d  with  thalt,  and  not  fidvani'C  to  know 
Who  dwcUn  Uiere,  luul  inhabitclh  tlie  house? 
'ITiere  is  my  fiiendship  to  Iw  made,  within  ; 
Witli  what  can  love  me  again  ;  not  with  the  walls, 
DourH,  windows,  architralxrs,  the  frieze,  and  cornice. 
My  end  is  lost  in  (oving  of  a  face, 
An  eye,  lip,  nose,  hatid,  foot,  or  other  part, 
Who^te  all  ih  hut  a  statue  if  the  mind 
Move  not,  which  only  can  make  the  retuni. 
'Vhe  end  of  love  is,  to  have  two  made  one 
In  will,  and  in  affection,  that  the  minds 
Be  first  inoculate<l,  not  the  lM>dies.' 
The  body's  love  is  frail,  subject  to  change, 
And  alter  still  with  it:  The  mind's  is  firm, 
One  and  the  same,  proctedetli  iirst  fi-om  weighing. 
And  well  examining  wliat  is  fair  and  good  ; 
Hen  what  is  like  in  rea^ton,  fit  in  manners; 
'ITwit  breeds  good  will :  good  will  desire  of  union. 
So  knowledge  first  begets  bt-nevolence, 
Benevolence  breeds  friendship,  iViendsliip  love  : 
And  where  it  starts  or  steps  aside  from  this, 
It  is  a  mere  degeneruus  appetite, 
A  lost,  oblique,  deprav'd  affection, 
And  bears  no  mark  or  character  of  love.* 
Nor  do  they  trcs)»iss  within  bounds  of  pardon 
That  giving  way  and  licence  to  their  love. 


'[Pour  lines  omitted.] 


'[Ten  lines.] 


THE  ALCHEMIST  2«5 

Divert  him  of  hiti  noblest  ornaments 
Which  are  his  modestv  and  shamefac'dnefls : 
And  so  thcv  do,  thnt  h»ve  unfit  designs 
Upon  the  parties  they  pretend  to  love. 
For  what's  more  monstroua,  more  a  prodigy. 
Than  to  hear  me  protest  truth  of  anection 
Unto  a  person  that  1  would  diahonour  ? 
And  what'ii  a  more  dishonour,  than  defacing 
Another's  good  with  forfieiting  mine  own» 
And  drawing  on  a  felloMMhip  of  sin  ? 
From  note  of  which  though  fur  awhile  we  may 
Re  both  kept  mfe  by  caution,  yet  the  conscience 
Cannot  be  cleaus'd.     For  what  was  hitherto 
Cali'd  by  the  name  of  love,  becomes  destroy'd 
Then,  with  the  fact ;  the  innocency  lost. 
The  bating  of  aifection  soon  will  follow  ; 
And  love  is  never  true  that  is  not  lasting : 
No  more  than  any  can  be  pure  or  perfect, 
That  entertains  more  than  one  object 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  «.] 

These  ind  the  preceding  extracts  may  «efve  to  show  the  poetical  fancy  and 
elegance  of  mind  of  the  8ui>poMd  tinged  old  Bard.  A  tliou.«ana  beautihjl  passasca 
might  be  adduced  from  thoKC  numerouH  court  niaaques  and  enteitainmentfi  which  he 
was  in  the  daily  habit  of  furnishing,  to  prove  the  same  thing.  But  they  do  not 
come  within  my  plan.  That  which  follows  is  a  specimen  of  that  talent  for  comic 
humour,  and  the  aswmblage  of  ludicrous  images,  on  which  hU  reputation  chiefly 
rests.     It  may  scr\'c  for  a  variety  after  so  many  serious  extracts. 


THE  ALCHEMIST. 
DUCEU 


A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1612:  PHO- 
1610].     BY  liKN  JONSON 


Epicure  Mammon^  a  Knight^  deceived  by  the  pretensiotis  of  Sub- 
tle {the  Alcheimsl'^  glories  in  the  yrospect  of  ohtaini/ng  the 
Philoaopfier's  Stone ;  and  promiseti  what  rare  things  he  Vfill 
do  with  it. 

Mammon.    Sublv,  his  Friend.     Tfie  Scene,  SvhtU'a  House. 

Mam.  Come  on,  sir.     Now  yon  set  your  foot  on  shore 
In  novo  orbe.     Here's  the  rich  Peru  : 
And  there  witliin,  sir,  are  the  golden  mines, 
Great  Solomon's  Ophir !     He  was  sailing  to't 
Three  years,  but  we  liave  reach'd  it  in  ten  months. 
This  is  the  day  wherein  to  all  my  friends 
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I  will  nronounce  the  happy  word.  Be  rich. 

ThU  day  you  shall  bt  spe^tatissimi. 

You  shall  no  more  de&l  with  the  hollow  dye. 

Or  the  frail  card  ;  no  more  be  at  charge  of  keeping 

The  livery  punk  for  the  voung  heir,  that  must 

Seal  at  all  nouns  in  his  shirt.     No  more. 

If  be  deny,  ha*  him  beaten  tot,  as  he  ts 

That  brings  him  the  commodity.     No  more 

Shall  thirat  of  sattin,  or  the  covetous  hunger 

Of  velvet  entrails  for  a  rude-spun  cloke 

To  be  display'd  at  Madam  Augusta's,  make 

The  sons  of  Sword  and  Hazard  full  before 

The  golden  calf,  and  on  their  kiicc-s  whale  nights 

Commit  idolatry  with  wine  and  trumpets  ; 

Or  go  a-feasting  after  drum  and  ensign. 

No  more  of  this.     You  shall  start  up  young  Viceroys, 

And  have  your  punques  and  punquetecs,  my  Surly  : 

And  unto  thee  I  spt^ak  it  iinit.  Be  rich. 

Where  ia  my  Subtle  there  ?  within  ho 

Face  answers  from  loithin. 

Sir, 
He'll  come  to  you  by  and  by. 

Mam.  That's  his  fire-drake. 
His  Lungs,  his  Zephyrus,  he  that  pufis  his  coab, 
Till  he  (irk  Nature  up  in  her  own  centre. 
You  are  not  faithful,  sir.     'lliis  night  I'll  change 
All  that  is  metal  in  thy  huu^;  to  gold : 
And  early  in  the  mommg  will  I  send 
To  all  the  plumbeni  and  the  pewterent^ 
And  buy  their  tin  and  lead  up;  and  to  l4>thbury, 
Jf  or  all  the  copper. 

iS'uT.  What,  and  turn  that  too  r 

Mam.  Yes,  and  Til  purchase  Devonshire  and  Cornwall, 
And  make  them  perfect  Indies !     Vou  admire  now  ? 

AVr.  No,  faith. 

Mam.  Hut  when  you  see  the  effects  of  the  great  medicine ! 
Of  which  one  part  projected  on  a  hundred 
Of  Mercuiy,  or  Venus,  or  the  Moon, 
Shall  turn  it  to  as  many  of  the  Sun  ; 
Nay,  to  a  thousand,  so  ad  injlTiitum : 
Vou  will  believe  me. 

Sur.  Yea,  when  I  see't,  I  will.' 

Mam.  Ha!  why. 
Do  you  think  1  fable  with  you  ?    I  assure  you, 

>  [Three  line*  omitted-) 
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He  that  has  once  the  flower  of  the  Sun^ 
The  perfect  Ruby,  which  we  cnW  Elixir, 
Not  only  can  do  that,  but  by  its  virtue 
Can  confer  honour,  love,  respect,  long  life. 
Give  Rftfety,  valour,  yea,  antf  victory 
To  whom  he  will,     tn  eight  and  twen^  days 
I'll  umke  an  old  man  of  fouracore  a  child. 

Sur.  No  doubt ;  he's  that  already. 

ifam..  Nay,  I  mean, 
llestorc  his  years,  renew  him  like  an  cftgle, 
To  the  fifth  age ;  make  him  get  »on»  and  daughters. 
Young  giants,  as  our  phlloHophers  have  done 
(The  ancient  patriarchs  afore  the  flood) 
But  taking,  once  a  week,  ou  a  knife's  point 
The  quantity  of  a  grain  of  mustard  of  it. 
Become  stout  Marses,  and  beget  young  Cupids. 

8ur.  The  decay'd  vestals  of  Pickt-hatch  would  thank  you 
That  ke«p  the  fire  alive  there. 

Mam,.  "Tis  the  secret 
Of  Nature  natnri7*d  'gainst  all  infections, 
Cures  all  diseases,  coming  of  all  causes  ; 
A  month's  grief  in  a  day  ;  a  year's  in  twelve  ; 
And  of  what  age  soever,  in  n  niontli ; 
Past  all  the  doses  of  your  drugging  doctors. 
V\\  undertake  withal  to  fright  the  plague 
Out  o"  the  kingdom  in  three  months. 

Sur.  And  VW 
Be  hound,  the  playent  shall  sing  your  praises,  then, 
Without  their  poets. 

Ma/m.  Sir,  I'll  do't.     Meantime 
rU  give  away  so  much  unto  my  man. 
Shall  »er\'e  tn'  whole  city  with  preservative 
Weekly  ;  each  house  his  dose,  and  at  the  rate — 

8ur.  As  he  that  built  the  water-work,  does  with  water? 

Mam,  You  are  incredulous. 

SiiT.  Faith,  I  have  a  humour, 
I  would  not  willingly  be  gull'd.     Your  Stone 
Cannot  transmute  me. 

Mam.  Pertinax  Surly, 
Will  you  believe  antiquity  ?  Records  ? 
I'll  show  you  a  book,  where  Moses,  and  his  sister. 
And  Solomon,  have  written  of  the  Art ; 
Ay,  and  a  treatise  penn'd  by  Adam. 

8v/r.  How  ? 

Mam.  Of  the  Philosopher's  Stone,  and  in  High  Dutch. 
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Sttr.  Did  Adam  write.  Sir,  in  High  Dutch  ? 

Mam.  He  did. 
Which  proves  it  was  the  primitive  tougue. 

5uf.  Wliat  paper? 

Mam.  On  cedar-board. 

Swr.  O  that,  indeed,  they  Miy, 
Will  lo-st  'ffain^vt  worms. 

Mam.  ''ris  like  your  Irish  wood 
'Gainst  cobweb«.     I  have  a  niece  of  .lason's  Fleece  too. 
Which  was  no  other  than  a  book  of  Alchemy, 
Writ  in  large  shee(>-8kin,  a  fruod  fat  ram-veilwin. 
Such  was  I'vthagonw'  Thigh,  Patidora'n  Tub, 
And  all  that  lahle  of  Medea'u  cliarms. 
The  niannei-  of  our  work  :  tin-  bullit,  our  furnace. 
Still  breathing  fire  ;  our  Artfent-vive^  the  Dragon  ; 
The  Dragon's  teeth.  Mercury  subliniale, 
Tliat  keep»  the  whitenes:*,  hardncMo,  and  the  biting: 
And  they  ai*e  gather'd  intt)  JasonV  helm 
(The  Alembic)  and  then  sow'd  in  Mars  hi-*  field. 
And  thence  <tubliuied  mj  often,  till  they  are  (ix'd. 
Both  this,  the  Heiij>erian  Garden,  CWmus'  Ston*, 
Jove's  Shower,  the  lloon  of  MidaR,  Argus'  Eves, 
i3oocaoe  his  Demugorgon,  thousands  more. 
Ail  abstract  riddles  of  our  Stone. 

Face  enUTs. 
How  now  ? 
Do  we  succeed  ?  is  our  day  come .'  aud  holds  it  ? 

Face.  The  evening  will  »et  re«l  upon  you,  sir ; 
You  have  colour  for  it,  crimson  ;  the  retl  ferment 
Has  done  his  office.     Three  hours  hence  prepare  you 
To  see  projection. 

Matn.  Pertlnax,  my  Surly, 
Again  I  say  to  thee  aloud,  Be  rick. 
This  day  thou  shalt  have  ingot«,  and  to-morrow 
Give  lords  th'  affnmt.     la  it,  mv  Zephyrua,  right? 
Blushes  the  Bolt's  head.? 

Face.  Like  a  wench  with  child,  sir, 
Tliat  were  but  imw  discover'd  to  her  master. 

Mam.  Excellent  witty  Lungs .'     My  <mly  coie  is. 
Where  to  get  stuff  enough  now,  to  project  on. 
Hiis  town  will  nut  half  sen-e  me. 

Face.  No,  sir?  buy 
The  covering  off  o'  churcbes. 

J/am.  That's  true. 
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Face.  Yes. 
Let  'em  stand  bare,  as  do  their  auditor}' ; 
Or  cap  'em  new  with  shingles. 

Mam.  No ;  good  thatch : 
Thatch  will  lie  light  upon  the  rafters.  Lungs. 
Lungs,  I  will  manumit  thee  from  the  furnace ; 
I  will  fpatore  ihve  thy  complexion,  Puffe, 
Lost  in  the  embers ;  and  repair  this  brain 
Hurt  with  the  fume  o'  the  metals. 

Face.  I  have  blown,  sir, 
Hard  for  your  worship  ;  thrown  by  many  a  coal. 
When  'twas  not  beech  ;  weigh'd  those  1  put  in,  just. 
To  keep  vour  heat  still  even  ;  these  blear*d  eyes 
Hare  waked  to  read  vour  Heveral  colours,  sir. 
Of  the  pcUe  citroTiy  iW  green  lyotu  the  <yroWt 
The  peacock^a  tail^  the  plumed  awan 

Mam.  And  lastly, 
Tliou  hast  descried  tUcJlower^  the  sangu/ia  agnit 

Face.  Yea,  sir. 

Mam.  Wliere*s  master? 

Face..  At  his  prayers,  sir,  he. 
Good  nmn,  he's  doing  his  devotions 
For  the  success. 

MaTn.  Lungs,  I  will  set  a  period 
To  all  thy  lalnun :  thou  shaJt  be  tlie  master 
Of  my  seraglio  : '     For  I  do  ine^ui 
To  have  a  list  of  wives  and  concubines 
Kuual  with  Solomon,  who  Imd  the  Stone 
Alike  with  me :  and  I  will  uuike  me  a  back 
With  the  Bllixir,  tl»at  uliall  be  as  tough 
As  Hercules,  to  encounter  fifty  a  night. 
Thou  art  sure  thou  saw'st  it  }}l<}od  f 

Ffu^e.   Both  blood  and  ajririt^  sir. 

Maia.  I  will  have  all  my  l>e<U  blown  up ;  not  stuft ; 
Down  is  too  hard  :  and  then,  mine  oval  room 
Fiird  with  such  pictures  as  Tiberius  took 
From  HlephantLs.  and  dull  Aretine 
But  coldly  imitated.     Then,  my  glasses 
Cut  in  more  subtil  angles,  to  dis|ierse 
And  multiply  the  figures,  as  I  walk 
Naked  between  my  SuccuJ)fit.     My  misti) 
I'll  have  of  perfume,  vaponr'd  'bout  the  room. 
To  lose  ourselves  in  ;  and  my  baths,  like  pits, 
To  fall  into ;  fnnn  whence  we  will  come  forth, 

'[Four  tinea  omitted.] 
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And  roll  us  drv  io  goMiamer  and  roaes. 

(b  it  arriv'd  at  Kuby?)— Where  I  spy 

A  wcnlthy  (ntizen,  or  rich  lawyer. 

Have  a  hublim'd  pure  wife,  unto  that  fellow 

rU  Hend  a  thousand  pound  to  be  my  cuckold. 

Face.  And  I  shall  carry  it? 

Mam.  No,  I'll  have  no  bawds, 
But  fathers  and  mothers.     They  will  do  it  best. 
Bent  iif  all  others.     And  my  flatterers 
Shall  be  the  pure  and  gravest  of  dirinoA 
That  I  con  get  for  money-     My  meet  fools 
Elofpient  burgeisses ;  antf  then  my  poets, 
The  MTne  that  writ  bo  suhtily  of  the  Fart : 
Whom  I  will  entertain  still  for  that  subject. 
Ilie  few  that  would  give  out  tlieiiiMilves  to  be 
Court  and  town  Hlallions,  and  eat'b-wbere  belyc 
l^icA,  who  are  known  most  innocent  (for  them) 
TboAc  will  t  beg,  to  make  me  eunuchs  of: 
And  they  ahati  fan  nie  with  ten  estrich  tails 
A  piece,  made  in  a  iilunie,  to  gather  wind. 
We  will  he  brave,  PuHe,  now  we  ha'  the  medicine 
Mv  meat  shall  all  come  in  in  Indian  shells, 
DiMheti  of  Agate  set  in  gold,  and  !<tudded 
With  emenuds,  saphires,  hyacinths,  and  rubies ; 
The  tongues  of  curpt*,  dormice,  and  cjimels'  heels, 
BoiI'd  i'  the  .tpirit  of  Sal,  and  dissolv'd  pearl, 
(Apicius*  diet  'gainst  the  epilepsy) 
And  I  will  eat  these  broths  with  spoons  of  amber. 
Headed  with  diamant  and  carbuncle. 
My  foot-boy  shall  eat  pheasants,  calver'd  salmons, 
iKnots,  godwits,  lampreys :  I  myself  will  have 
The  beaitis  of  barbels  serv'd,  instead  of  sallads  ; 
Oil'd  mushrooms  ;  and  the  swelling  unctuous  paps 
Of  a  fat  pregnant  .sow,  newly  cut  off, 
Drest  with  an  exc|uisite  and  poignant  sauce  ; 
For  which,  I'll  say  unto  my  cook,  "  There's  gold  ; 
Go  forth,  and  Ije  a  knight ". 

Face.  Sir,  I'll  go  look 
A  little,  how  it  heightens. 

Mara.  Do. — My  shirte 
I'll  have  of  tflffata-wrsnet,  soft  and  light 
As  cobwebs  ;  and,  for  all  my  other  rayment. 
It  sliall  be  such  as  might  provoke  the  Persian, 
Were  he  to  teach  the  world  riot  anew. 
My  gloves  of  fishes'  and  birds'  skins,  perfum'd 
With  gums  of  paradise,  and  eastern  air. 
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Sur.  And  do  you  think  tu  have  tlie  Stone  with  this  ? 

Mam.  No,  1  do  think  to  have  all  this  with  the  Stone. 

Sur.  Why,  I  have  heard,  he  must  be  homo  frugif 
A  pious,  holy,  and  religious  man. 
One  free  from  mortal  Hin,  a  very  virgin 

Mam,.  That  makes  it Sir,  he  in  so.     But  I  buy  it. 

My  venture  brings  it  me.     He,  honest  wretch, 
A  notable,  supei-stitious,  good  soul. 
Has  worn  his  knecH  bare,  and  his  slippers  bald. 
With  prayer  and  fastine  for  it ;  anrt,  sir,  let  him 
Do  it  alone,  for  roc,  stiU.     Here  he  comes. 
Not  a  prophane  word,  afore  him  :  'tis  poison. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 

The  judgment  in  perfectly  overwhelmed  by  the  torrent  of  imagesi.  words,  and 
book -know  ledge  with  which  Mammon  confounds  and  stutiH  his  incfedulous  hearer. 
They  come  pouring  oui  like  the  successive  strokes  of  Nil  us.  They  "doubly  redouble 
strokes  upon  the  foe."  Dcsciiption  ouistridcs  pfoof.  We  are  inad«  to  believe  effccta 
before  we  have  testimony  for  their  causes ;  as  a  lively  dcscripuon  of  the  joys  of 
heaven  sometimes  paSMss  for  an  argument  to  prove  the  existence  of  such  a  place. 
If  time  be  no  one  image  which  rincK  to  the  height  of  the  sublime,  yet  the  confluence 
and  assemblage  of  them  aJl  produces  an  effect  equal  to  ihe  grandest  poetry.  Xerxei' 
army  that  drank  up  whole  rivers  from  their  numbers  may  stand  tor  single  Achilles. 
Epicure  Mammon  is  the  most  determined  offaprittg  of  the  aothor.  It  has  the  whole 
"  matter  and  copy  of  the  father,  eye,  nose,  lip,  the  trick  of  his  frown."  It  is  just 
MCb  a  R\vagKcrer  as  contemporaries  have  described  old  Ben  to  be.  McercraA, 
fiobadil.  the  Host  of  the  New  Inn.  have  all  bis  "  image  ind  superscription ;  "  but 
Mammon  is  arrogant  pielenMon  personified.  Sir  Sampson  Legend,  in  Love  for 
Love,  is  iuch  another  lying  overbearing  character,  but  he  does  not  come  up  to 
Epicure  Mammon.  What  a  "towering luavery  "  Chere  is  in  his  sensuality  t  He 
affects  no  pleasure  under  a  Sultan.  It  is  as  if  "  Egypt  with  Assyria  strove  In 
luxury." 


VOLPONE;    OR  THE   FOX.     A   COMEDY   [PUBUSHED 
1667:    PRODUCED    1605].     BY    BEN  JONSON 

VolpoTie,  a  rick  Venetian  nobleman,  who  is  without  chUdren, 
feigns  himself  to  be  dying,  to  draw  gifts  from,  euoh  aa  pay 
their  Gowrt  to  him.  in  the  expectation  of  becoming  his  heira. 
Mosca^  hie  knavish  confederate,  persuades  each  of  these  men 
in  turn  VuU  he  is  named  for  the  inheritaTice^  and  by  this 
means  extracts  from  their  credulity  many  costly  presents. 


VoLPONE,  as  on  his  death-bed.     Mo«rA. 
gentleman. 

Mos.  Signior  Corbaocio, 
You  are  very  welcome,  sir. 


CoRSACCio^  an  old 
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Oorb.  How  does  your  patron  ? 

]lio8.  Troth,  as  he  did,  sir,  no  amends. 

Corb.  What  ?  mends  he  ? 

Mo8.  No,  sir,  be  is  rather  worse. 

Corb.  ITiat's  well.     Where  is  he  ? 

Moa.  Upon  bis  couch,  sir,  newly  fall'n  asleep* 

Corb.  Does  he  sleep  well  ? 

Mos.  No  wink,  sir,  all  this  nighty 
Nor  yesterday  ;  but  slumbers. 

Corb.  Good!  he  shall  take 
Some  couni^el  of  physicians ;  I  hare  brought  him 
An  opiate  here,  from  mine  own  doctor — 

Mo8.  He  will  not  bear  of  drugs. 

Corh.  Why  ?  I  myself 
Stood  by,  white  'twas  made  ;  saw  all  th*  ingredients ; 
And  know  it  cannot  but  most  gently  work. 
My  life  for  his,  'tis  but  to  make  bim  sleep. 

Volp.  Ay,  his  last  sleep  if  he  would  take  it. 

Mas.  Sir, 
He  has  no  faith  in  physic. 

Corb.  Say  you,  say  you? 

Mo8.  He  has  no  faith  in  physic :  he  does  think, 
Most  of  youi'  doctors  are  the  greatest  danger, 
A  worst  disease  t'escape.     I  often  have 
Heard  bim  protest,  that  your  physician 
Should  never  he  bis  heir. 

Corb.  Not  I  his  heir  ? 

Mo8.  Not  your  physician,  sir. 

Corb.  O,  no,  no,  no, 
I  do  not  mean  it. 

Mo8.  No,  sir,  nor  their  fees 
He  cannot  brook  :  be  says  they  flay  a  man, 
Before  they  kill  him. 

Corb.  Right,  I  do  conceive  vou. 

Mo8.  And  then,  they  do  it  by  experiment ; 
For  which  the  law  not  onlv  doth  absolve  'era. 
But  gives  them  great  rew«d  ;  and  be  is  loth 
To  hire  bis  death  so. 

Corb.  It  is  true,  they  kill. 
With  as  much  licence  as  a  Judge. 

Mo8.  Nay,  more ; 
For  he  but  kills,  su",  where  the  law  condemns, 
And  thew  can  kill  him  too. 

Corb.  Ay,  or  me. 
Or  any  man.     How  does  his  apoplex  ? 
Is  that  strong  on  him  still  ? 


Mo6.  Mfwt  violent. 
His  spefxh  is  broken,  and  his^yea  are  set, 
His  face  drawn  longer  than  'twos  wout. 

Corh-  How?  how? 
Stronger  than  he  was  wont  ? 

Mo8.  No,  sir ;  his  face 
Drawn  longer  than  'twas  wout. 

Corh.  O,  good. 

Moa.  His  mouth 
Is  ever  gaping,  and  hia  eyelids  hang. 

Corh.  Good. 

Mo8.  A  freezing  numbness  fltiffens  all  his  joints. 
And  makes  the  colour  of  his  flesh  Ukc  lead. 

Oofh.  Tis  good. 

Moa.   His  piiliie  beat^  slow,  and  dull. 

Cwb.  Good  symptomB  still. 

Moa.  And  from  his  brain — 

Corb.  Ha?  how  ?  not  from  his  brain? 

Moa.  Yes,  sir,  and  &om  his  brain — 

Corb.  I  conceive  you,  good. 

Moa.  Flows  a  cold  sweat,  with  a  continual  rheum 
Forth  the  resolved  cumertt  of  his  eyes, 

Corb.  Is't  passible  ?  yet  I  am  better,  ha  ! 
How  does  he  with  the  swimming  of  his  head  ? 

Moa.  O,  sir,  'tis  past  the  scotomy ;  he  now 
Hath  lost  his  feeling,  and  hath  left  to  snort : 
You  hardlv  can  perceive  him  that  he  hrtiathea. 

Corb.  Excellent!  excellent!  sure  I  ohall  outlast  him 
This  makes  me  young  again  a  score  of  years. 

Moa.  I  was  coming  for  you,  sir. 

Corb.  Has  he  mode  his  will  ? 
What  has  he  giv'n  me  ? 

Jfo«.  No,  sir. 

Corh,  Nothing?  ha? 

Moa.  He  has  not  made  his  will,  sir. 

Corb.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 
What  then  did  Voltore  the  lawyer  here  ? 

Moa.  He  smelt  a  carcase,  sir,  when  he  but  heard 
My  master  was  about  his  testament ; 
As  I  did  urge  him  to  do  it  for  your  good — 

Corb.  He  canie  unto  him,  did  he?  1  thought  so. 

Moa.  Yes,  and  presented  him  this  piece  of  plate, 

C&rb.  To  be  his  heir? 

Moa.  I  do  not  know,  sir. 
VOL.  IV. — 18 
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CW*.  True, 
I  kDow  it  too.  * 

Moa.  By  yoar  own  scale,  sir. 

Corb.  Well,  I  shall  prevent  him  vet.     See  Mocca,  look  ; 
Here  I  have  brought  a  bag  of  bright  ceccbineB, 
Will  quite  weigh  down  his  plate. 

Mos.  Yea,  marry,  sir, 
Tim  is  true  physic,  this  your  sacred  medicine ; 
No  talk  of  opiates,  to  this  great  elixir. 

Corh.  Tis  aorum  [xUpabiie,  itntA  uotabile. 

Mos.  It  shall  be  ministered  to  him  in  his  bowl  ? 

Corb,  Ay,  do,  do,  do. 

Mo8.  Most  bletiaed  cordial ! 
This  will  recover  him. 

Corb.  Yes,  do,  do,  do. 

ifos.  I  think  it  were  not  best,  sir. 

Corb.  What  ? 

ifo«.  To  recover  him. 

Corb.  O,  no,  no,  no  ;  by  no  mMm. 

Mo8.  Why,  sir,  this 
Will  work  some  strange  effect  if  he  bat  feel  it. 

Corb.  "Tis  true,  therefore  forbear,  I'll  take  my  ventore ; 
Give  me't  again. 

Mos.  At  no  hand  ;  pardon  me ; 
You  shall  not  do  younielf  that  wnmg,  sir.     I 
Will  so  advise  you,  vou  shall  have  it  all. 

Corh.  How? 

Moa.  All,  sir ;  'tis  your  right,  your  own ;  no  man 
Can  claim  a  part ;  'tis  youn  withcuit  a  rival. 
Decreed  by  aestiny. 

Corb.  How,  how,  good  Mo6Ca  ? 

Mos.  I'll  tell  you,  sir.     This  fit  he  shall  recover. 

Corb.  I  do  concei\'e  vou. 

Mos.  And  on  tixst  advantage 
Of  his  gain'd  sense,  will  I  re-importune  him 
Unto  the  making  of  hi.<i  testament ; 
And  show  him  this. 

Corb.  Good,  good. 

Moa.  Tis  better  yet. 
If  you  will  hear,  sir. 

Corb.  Yes,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mob.  Now  would  I  counsel  you,  make  home  with  speed ; 
TTiere  frame  a  will ;  whereto  you  shall  inscribe 
My  master  your  sole  heir. 
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Corb.  And  disinherit 
My  son? 

Mo8.  O  sir,  the  better  ;  for  that  colour 
Shall  make  it  much  more  taking. 

Corb.  O,  but  colour? 

Mob.  This  will,  Hir,  you  ahall  send  it  unto  me. 
Now,  when  I  come  to  inforce  (as  I  will  do) 
Your  cares,  your  watchingss  and  your  many  praycra, 
Your  more  tlian  many  gilts,  your  this  day's  prenerit. 
And  last  produce  your  will ;  where  (without  thought 
Or  least  regard  unto  your  proper  issue, 
A  SOD  so  brave,  auil  highly  meriting) 
The  stream  of  your  diverted  love  hath  thrown  you 
Upon  my  master,  and  made  him  your  heir ; 
He  cannot  be  so  stupid,  or  stone-dead, 
But  out  of  conscience,  and  mere  gratitude 

Corb.  He  must  pronounce  me  nis? 

Mo8.  Tis  true. 

Corb.  This  plot 
Did  I  think  on  liefore. 

Mos.  I  do  believe  it. 

Corb.  Uo  you  not  believe  it  ? 

Mob.  Y£Sj  sir. 

Corb.  Mine  own  project. 

Mo8.  Which  when  he  hath  done,  air — ■ 

Corb.  Published  me  his  heir  ? 

Moa.  And  you  so  certain  to  survive  him — 

Corb.  Ay. 

Mo8.  Bemg  so  lufttv  a  man 

Corb.  Tis  true. 

Mo3.  Yea,  sir — 

Corb.   I  thought  on  that  too.     Sec  how  he  should  be 
The  very  organ  to  expretw  my  thoughts ! 

Mos.  You  have  not  onjy  done  yourself  a  good 

Corb.  But  multiplied  it  on  my  son. 

Mos.  Tift  right,  njr. 

Corh.  Still  my  invention. 

Mob.  'Las  i^ir.  Heaven  knowK, 
It  hath  been  all  my  study,  all  my  care 
(I  ev'n  grow  grey  with  all)  how  to  work  things — 

Corb.  1  do  conceive,  sweet  Mosca. 

Mos.  You  are  he. 
For  whom  T  labour,  here. 

Corh.  Ay,  do,  do,  do  : 
I'll  straight  about  it 
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Mo8.  Rook  go  with  you,  raven. 

Corb.  I  know  thee  honest, 

Mo8.  You  do  lie,  sir — 

Corb.  And 

Moa.  Your  knowledge  is  no  better  than  your  ears,  sir. 

Corb.  I  do  not  doubt  to  be  a  father  to  thee. 

Mo8.  Nor  I  to  gull  my  brother  of  his  bkasing. 

Corb.  I  may  ha'  my  youth  restored  to  me,  why  not  ? 

Mo8.  Your  worship  is  a  precious  as& 

Corb.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Mo8.  I  du  dt»in>  your  worship  to  make  haste,  sir, 

Gorh.  Tis  done,  tis  done  ;  I  go.  [Eiiit. 

Votp.  O,  I  shall  buret ; 
Let  out  my  sides,  let  out  my  sides 

J/os.  Contain 
Your  flux  of  laughter,  sir  :  yon  know  this  hope 
Is  such  a  bait  it  covers  any  hook. 

Vol^.  O,  but  thy  workmg,  and  thy  placing  it ! 
I  cannot  hold  :  good  rascal,  let  me  kua  thee  : 
I  never  knew  thee  in  so  rare  a  humour. 

Mos.  Alas,  sir,  I  but  do,  as  I  am  taught ; 
Follow  your  grave  instructiuiiH  ;  give  'em  words, 
Pour  oil  into  their  ears,  and  send  them  hence. 

Volp.  Tis  true,  'tis  true.     What  a  rare  puniKhment 
Is  avarice  to  itself! 

Mo6.  Ay,  wnth  our  help,  sir. 

Vol-p.  So  man}'  cares,  so  many  maladies, 
So  many  fears  attending  on  old  age, 
Yea,  death  so  often  cali'd  on,  as  no  wish 
Can  be  more  frequent  with  'em,  their  limbs  faint. 
Their  senses  dull,  their  seeing,  hearing,  going. 
All  dead  before  them  ;  yea  their  very  teeth. 
Their  instruments  of  eating,  failing  them  : 
Yet  this  is  reckon'd  life !     Nay,  here  was  one. 
Is  now  gone  home,  tliat  wlshea  to  live  longer! 
Feels  not  his  gout,  not  palsy,  feign.s  himself 
Younger  by  scores  of  years,  Hatters  his  age, 
With  confident  belying  it,  hupeft  he  may 
With  charms,  like  .-Eson,  have  his  youth  restored  : 
And  with  these  thoughts  so  battens,  as  if  Fate 
Would  be  as  easily  cheated  on  as  he : 
And  all  turns  air !     Who's  that  there,  now  ?  a  third  1 

{Another  knoeka,^ 

Mo$.  Close  to  your  couch  again  :  I  hear  his  voice. 
It  is  Cor\-ino,  our  spruce  merchant. 
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Volp.  Dead. 

Moa.  Another  bout,  sir,  with  your  eyes. 


Who's  there  ? 


CoRviHo,  a  Merchunt,  enters. 


Mos. 


;nior  Corvino  !  come  most  wight  for  !     O, 
How  happy  were  you,  if  you  knew  it  now  ! 

Corv.  Why  ?  what  ?  wherein  ? 

Moe.  The  tardy  hour  is  come,  sir. 

Corv.  He  is  not  dead  ? 

Mo8.  Not  dead,  sir,  but  as  good  ; 
He  knows  no  man. 

Corv.  How  shall  I  do  then  ? 

Moa.  Why,  sir  ? 

Corv,   I  have  brought  him  here  a  pearl. 

Jfoff.  PerhapR  he  has 
So  much  remembrance  left,  as  to  know  you,  sir  : 
He  still  calls  on  you  :  nothing  but  your  name 
Is  in  his  mouth  :  is  your  pearl  orient,  sir  ? 

Corv.  Venice  was  never  owner  of  the  like. 

Volp.  Signior  Corvino. 

Mas.   Hark. 

Volp.  Signior  Corvino. 

Mo8.  He  calls  you  ;  step  and  give  it  him.     He's  here,  air? 
And  he  ha.s  brought  you  a  rich  pearl. 

Corv.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 
Tell  him  it  doubles  tlie  twelfth  caract. 

Moa.  Sir, 
He  cannot  understand,  his  hearing's  gone  : 
And  yet  it  comforts  him  to  see  you 

Corv.  Say, 
I  have  a  diamond  for  him  too. 

Moa.  Best  shew't,  sir  ; 
Put  it  into  his  hand  ;  'tis  only  there 
He  apprehends  :  he  has  hi.s  feelings  yet. 
See  how  he  graps  it ' 

Corv.  'las,  good  g;entleman  1 
How  pitiful  the  sight  is! 

Moe.  Tut  forget,  sir. 
l^e  weeping  of  an  heir  should  still  be  laughter. 
Under  a  visor. 

Corv.  Why,  am  I  his  heir. 

Mns.  Sir,  I  am  sworn,  I  may  not  show  the  will. 
Till  he  be  dead :  but,  here  has  been  Corbaocio, 
Here  has  lx«n  Voltore,  here  were  others  loo, 
I  cannot  number  'em,  the^ 


were  so 


manyi 
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All  gaping  here  for  legacies  ;  but  I, 

TaktT^(  the  vantage  or  his  naming  you, 

(Bigntur  Corvino,  Sigiiior  Corvine)  took 

rniHT,  and  pt'O,  and  ink,  and  there  I  ankM  hiiu, 

Wnoni  he  would  hftve  hin  heir  r     Cflrrino.     Who 

Should  be  executor  .•■    Corvine.     And 

To  any  question  he  was  silent  to, 

I  fitill  interpreted  the  nods,  he  made 

Through  weakness,  for  consent ;  and  sent  home  the  otiMrs 

Nothing  lte(|ueiLth'd  them,  but  to  crv,  and  curse. 

Corv.  (),  niv  dear  Mosca  !      Does  he  not  perceive  in  ? 

Afofl.  No  more  than  a  blind  harper.     He  knows  no  man. 
No  face  of  friend,  nor  name  of  any  servant, 
Who't  wa.s  tliat  ftxi  hiui  last,  or  gave  him  drink  ; 
Not  those  he  hatli  begotten,  or  brought  up, 
Can  he  remember. 

CoTV.  Has  he  children  ? 

Mo¥.  llnNtajtlis 
Snnie  doxen,  or  nvore,  that  he  begot  on  beggars, 
G^iMties,  ami  .lewA,  and  block-moor^  when  he  was  dronk : 
^new  you  not  Uiat,  sir?    "lis  the  com  Dion  fable, 

le  dwarf,  the  fool,  the  eunucli,  are  all  bin: 
Hen  the  true  father  of  his  family. 
In  all,  save  nic :  hut  he  has  given  'em  nothing. 

Corv.  That's  well,  that's  well.     Art  sure  he  does  not  hear  u»? 

Mon.  Sure,  sir  'f  why  look  you,  credit  your  own  sense. 
The  pox  appi-uach,  and  aild  to  your  diseases. 
If  it  wouhf  send  you  hence  the  sooner,  sir, 
For  your  incontinence,  it  hnth  deserv'd  it 
'Hiroughly,  and  throughly,  and  the  plague  to  boot. 
(Vou  may  come  near,  sir)  would  you  would  once  done 
Thostf  filthy  cyej*  of  yours  that  flow  with  slime. 
Like  two  frog-pits :  and  those  same  banging  cheeks, 
Covcr'd  with  hide,  instead  of  skin,  (nay  help,  sir) 
Thttt  lotik  like  frozen  dish-clouts  set  on  enct. 

Corv.  Or,  like  an  old  smok'd  wall,  on  which  the  rain 
Ran  down  in  stivnks. 

Mos.  Excellent,  sir,  speak  out ; 
You  may  be  louder  yet :  a  culvcring 
Discharged  in  his  car,  would  hardly  bore  it. 

Corv.  His  nose  is  like  a  common  sewer,  still  running. 

Mos.  "Tis  good  ;  and  what  his  mouth  '( 

Corv.  A  very  draught. 

Mos.  O,  stop  il  up 

Corv.  By  no  means. 
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Moa.  Prav  you  let  me. 
Faith  I  could  stifle  him  rarelv  with  a  pillow, 
As  well  as  any  woman  that  sfiould  keep  hiin. 

Corv.  Do  as  you  will,  but  I'll  be^ne. 

Moft.  Re  fio ; 
It  is  your  presence  makes  him  last  so  long. 

Corv.  1  pray  you  use  no  viotence. 

Moe.  No,  sir ;  why  ? 
Why  should  you  be  thus  scrupulous  ?     Pray  you,  sir. 

Corv.  Nav,  at  your  discretion. 

IMos.  Well,  good  sir,  be  pjue. 
Corv.  I  will  not  trouble  him  now  to  take  mv  pearl. 
Mm.  Puh,  nor  your  diamond.     What  a  needless  care 
Is  this  afflicts  you  ?     Is  not  all  here  vours  'f 
Am  not  I  here,  whom  you  have  nuuTe  your  creature, 
I     That  owe  my  being  to  you  ? 
Corv.  Grateful  Mosca! 
Thou  art  my  friend,  my  fellow,  my  companion, 
I      My  partner,  and  shall  share  in  all  my  fortunes.         [Exit. 
Volp.  My  divine  Mosca ! 
Tliou  hast  to-day  out  gone  thyself. 

b     -  " 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE:  BEING  THE  SECOND  OF 
FOUR  PLAYS,  OR  MORAL  UKPRESF.NTATIONS,  IN 
ONE.  [PUBLl!?HED  1647  :  UATLSG  PR(  UJABLY  FROM 
ABOL'T  1608].     BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT  [1584-1616] 

Violanta,  DaxighUr  to  a  Nobleman  of  Miianiy  ia  with  child  ity 

hGtrrard,  supposed  to  be  of  mean  descent;  an  offence,  whien, 
by  the  laws  of  Milan  ia  viade  eapUal  to  both  pariiea. 


ViOLAKTA.       GKaMARO. 


Viol.  Why  docs  my  Gerrard  grieve  ? 

Ger.  O  my  sweet  mistress, 
It  is  not  life  (which  bv  our  Milan  law 
Mv  fact  hath  forfeiteil)  uiakcs  mu  thus  pensive ; 
Tnat  I  would  lose  to  save  the  little  Rnger 
Of  this  your  noble  burthen  from  least  hurt, 
Because  your  blood  is  in  it.     But  since  your  love 
Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent 
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(Being  we  are  not  married)  your  dear  blockd 

Falls  under  the  same  cruel  penalty  : 

And  can  heaven  think  fit  ye  die  for  me? 

For  Heaven's  sake  sav  I  raviah'd  you  ;  Til  swear  it. 

To  keep  your  life  aiic^  repute  unstain'd. 

Viol.  O  Gerranl,  thou  art  my  life  and  faculties, 
And  if  I  low  thee,  I'll  not  keep  mine  own  ; 
The  thought  of  whom  sweetens  all  miseries. 
Would'st  Tia>*e  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
Unjustly  scandal  thee  with  ravishment  ? 
It  was  so  far  fi-ora  rape,  that  heaven  doth  know, 
If  ever  the  first  lovers,  ere  they  fell. 
Knew  simply  in  the  state  of  innocence. 
Such  was  this  act,  this,  that  doth  ask  no  blush. 

Oer.  Oh  !  but  my  rarest  Vlolanta,  when 
My  lord  Randulpho,  brother  to  your  father. 
Shall  understand  this,  how  will  he  exclaim. 
That  my  poor  aunt  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  niint'd,  since  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Mantua, 

Who  now  usurps  it,  was  surpriz'd that  time 

My  father  and  my  mother  both  were  slain, 
^V'ith  my  aunt's  husband,  as  she  says ;  their  states 
I)es[K)ird  and  sciz'd  ;  'tis  past  uiy  memory. 
But  thus  she  told  me  :  only  thus  I  know, 
Since  I  could  understand,  your  honuur'd  uncle 
Hath  giv'n  me  all  the  liberal  education 
That  his  own  son  might  look  for,  had  he  one  ; 
Now  will  he  say,  dost  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 
O  !  the  thought  kills  me. 

Viol.  Gentle,  gentle  Gerrard, 
Be  cheer'd,  and  hope  the  best.     My  mother,  father. 
And  uncle,  love  nie  must  indulgently. 
Being  the  only  branch  of  all  their  stocks: 
But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  would'st  not  grieve 
WiUi  tbLs  unwelcome  news,  shall  ever  hoar 
V'iolanta's  tongue  reveal,  much  less  accuse 
Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own. 
I'll  rather  silent  die,  that  thou  may'st  live 
To  see  thy  little  offepring  grow  and  thrive 


[Sc  l.»] 


Violanta  is  attended  in  Childbed  by  her  •mother  Angelina. 

Viol.  Mother,  I'd  not  offend  you  ;  might  not  Geirard 
Steal  in  and  see  mc  in  the  evening  ? 

>  [Otrlcy's  edL,  1840.  vol.  ii.] 
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Angel,  Well, 
Bid  him  do  so. 

Viol.  Heaven's  blessing  on  your  heart. 
Do  ve  not  call  child-bearing  travel^  mother  ? 

Angel.  Yes. 

Viol.  It  well  may  be.     The  bare-foot  traveller 
That's  bom  a  prince,  and  wailcH  his  pilgrimage. 
Whose  tender  feet  kiss  the  remorseless  stonee 
Only,  ne'er  felt  a  travel  like  to  it. 
Alas,  Hear  mnther,  yon  proan'd  thus  for  me. 
And  yet  how  disobedient  have  I  been  ! 

ATigel.  Peace,  Violauta  :  thou  hast  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

Viol,  Gcrrard  is  better,  mother : 

0  if  you  knew  the  implicit  innocency 

Dwells  in  his  brea.<tt,  you'd  love  hitn  like  your  prayers. 

1  see  no  reason  but  my  father  might 

Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleas'd  for  FeiYiin&nd 
To  wooe  himself :  and  Gerrard  ever  was 
His  full  comparative  ;  my  uncle  loves  him. 
As  he  loves  Ferdinand. 

Angel.  No,  not  for  the  world, 
Since  his  intent  is  cross'd  :  tov'd  Ferdinand 
Thus  ruin'd,  and  a  child  got  out  of  wedlock. 
His  madness  would  pursue  ye  l>oth  to  death. 

Viol.  As  you  please,  mother.     I  am  now,  methinks, 
Even  in  the  land  of  ease  ;  1*11  sleep. 

Angel.  Draw  in 
The  bed  nearer  the  fire :  silken  rest 
Tie  all  thy  cares  up.' 


[Sc.  4.] 


Violania  describes  how  her  Love  for  Gerrard  began. 

Viol.  Gerrard's  and  my  affection  began 
In  infancy :  my  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  coats  hither. 

The  little  boy  would  kiss  me,  being  a  child. 
And  say  he  lov'd  me ;  give  me  all  his  toys, 
Bracelets,  rings,  sweetmeats,  all  his  rosy  smiles : 
I  then  would  stand  and  stare  upon  his  eves. 
Play  with  his  locks,  and  swear  1  loved  turn  too ; 

I  Violanta's  prattle  is  so  very  pretty  and  so  natural  in  her  tituation,  thai  I  could  not 
resist  giving  it  a  place.  Juno  Lucina  was  ocvci  invoiced  with  mote  elcnnce.  Pope 
haa  been  praised  for  giving  dignity  to  a  game  of  caida.  It  required  at  Taa&t  as  much 
addieat  to  ennoble  a  lytng-in. 
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For  sure  methougfat  he  wat  ft  Kttie  Loir^ 
He  wooed  «>  prettilv  in  innocaioe, 
Thftt  tbeo  he  wftnn^d  mj  bacj. 


[ge.ri 


THE  MAID'S  TRAGEDY  [PITBUSHED  1619:  PRODUCED 
NOT  LATER  THAN  1611].  BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMOVT 
AND  JOHN  FLhrrCHKH  [157»-16«5] 

AminioTy  a  nohU  QmtUmaik,  promiaea  Marria^  to  AMoHOt 
andforaaket  her  fry  thf.  kin^s  ccnrnmand  to  vawl  Svaane.— 
The  grUf  of  Atpatia  at  being  forsaken  deaoribed. 

This  lady 
Walks  discontented,  with  her  wafry  eyes 
Bent  on  the  earth  :  the  unfrequented  woods 
Are  her  del^ht ;  and  when  she  seeks  a  hank 
Stuck  full  of  flower*,  she  with  ft  sigh  will  bell 
Her  servants  what  a  pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  lovent  in  ;  and  make  her  matds 
Phick  'em,  and  strew  her  over  like  a  corse. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infectious  grief 
That  strikes  ftll  her  tieholdeni,  she  will  sing 
The  moumfull'ist  things  that  ever  car  hath '  heard. 
And  sigh,  and  sing  again  ;  and  when  the  rest 
Of  our  young  ladies  in  their  wanton  bto<id. 
Tell  mirthful  tales  in  course  that  (ill  the  room 
With  laughter,  she  will  with  bo  sad  a  look 
Bring  forth  a  story  of  the  silent  diath 
Of  some  forsaken  virgin,  which  her  grief 
Will  put  in  such  a  phrase,  that,  ere  she  end. 
She'll  send  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.»] 

The  ma/rriage-nigkt  of  Amintor  and  Evadne. 
EvADKE.         AsPATiA.         DcxA,  and  other  Ladit9. 

Evad.  Would  thou  couldst  instill  {To  JhUa.) 

Some  of  thy  mirth  into  Aspatia.' 

Asp.  It  were  a  timeless  smile  should  prove  my  cheek  ; 
It  were  a  fitter  hour  for  me  to  luugh, 
When  at  the  altar  the  religious  priest 
Wore  pacifying  the  offended  powers 

'  [Lamb  gives  "  have  ".J  ^{Mrrmaid  Sirits,  ed.  Stracbcy.  1887.] 

'[Five  lines  omitted.] 
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With  sacrifice,  than  now.     This  should  have  been 

My  night,  and  all  vour  hands  have  been  employ'd 

In  giving  me  a  spotless  offering 

To  young  AmintorV  bed,  as  we  are  now 

For  you  :  pardon,  Evadne,  would  my  worth 

Were  great  a»  yours,  or  that  the  King,  or  he, 

Or  both  thought  so ;  perhaps  he  found  me  worthless, 

But  till  he  did  so,  in  these  ears  of  mine 

(These  credulous  ears)  he  jmur'd  the  sweetest  words 

That  art  or  love  could  frame.' 

Evad.  Nay,  leave  this  sad  talk,  madam. 

Asp.  Would  I  could  I  then  should  I  leave  the  cautw.' 
Lay  a  garland  nn  my  he-aree  of  the  dismal  yew. 

Evad.  That's  one  of  your  »ad  songs,  madam. 

Asp.  Believe  me,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 

Evad.  How  is  it,  madam  'f 

Am.  Lay  a  garland  on  my  hearse  of  the  dismal  yew ; 
Maidena^  willou}  branches  bear ;  say  I  died  irtue  : 
My  love  was  fcdse^  bul  I  was  firm.  from,  my  hour  of  birth  ; 
Upon  my  burird  body  lay  lightly  gentle  earth.* 
Madam,  good  night  ;*— may  no  discontent 
Grow  'twixt  your  love  and  you  ;  but  if  there  do. 
Enquire  of  me,  and  I  will  guide  your  moan, 
Teach  you  an  artKicial  way  to  ijrievc. 
To  keep  your  sorrow  waking.     I/)ve  your  lord 
No  worse  than  I ;  but  if  you  love  so  well, 
Alas,  you  niny  displease  him.  m>  did  I. 
Th»  is  the  Ituit  time  you  ^hal]  ](H)k  on  me : 
Ladies,  farewell  ;  as  soon  as  [  am  dead, 
Come  all  and  watch  one  night  about  my  hearse; 
Bring  each  a  mournful  story  and  a  tear 
To  offer  at  it  when  1  go  to  earth  : 
With  flattering  ivy  clasp  my  coffin  round, 
Write  on  my  brow  mv  fortune,  let  my  bier 
Be  home  by  rirgins  tliat  shall  sing  by  course 
The  truth  of  maids  and  i»erjuries  of  men, 

Evad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.*  {Am,int(>r  enters,) 

Asp.  Go  aud  be  happy  in  your  laily's  love  ;       (To  Aminior.) 
May  all  the  wrongs  that  you  have  done  to  me. 
Be  utterly  forgotten  in  my  death. 
I'll  trouble  you  no  niore,  yet  I  will  take 
A  [larting  kiss,  and  will  not  Iw  denied. 
You'll  come,  my  lord,  and  see  the  virgins  weep 

'iThfee  and  a  half  lines  omiued.]  '[Nine  lines.]  '[Eleven  lines,] 

*[Two  Unea.J  •[Five  line*.] 
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When  1  nin  laid  in  earth,  thouffb  yoa  vounelf 

Can  know  no  pity:  fhuii  I  wind mywlf 

Into  thin  willow  gnrland,  and  am  protider, 

'llwt  1  wiu  onctr  yuur  luvc  (though  oow  refilt'd)  _ 

'Hiui  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. [Act  n^  Sc  LJ 

A9paiia  wilU  h^r  Ma/idtiia  to  be  $orro%o/ul,  beeaum  tkt  ia  to. 


AlPATIA.  Aa-HPHILA. 


OLrxpiAs. 


A^.  Come,  lotV  bo  inad,  my  girU ; 
Tliat  down-cHHt  of  tliiuc  eve,  Olympiaa, 
Shews  a  line  sorrow  ;  niar^  Antiphila, 
.FiiFit  ftuch  another  wm  the  nymph  CEnone, 
Wlien  Parin  brought  home  Helen  :  now  a  tear. 
And  then  ihfiii  Hrt  n  piece  expreitsing  fully 
Th«  r4irth»4{e  (^in'tni,  when  finim  a  t!o!d  sea  rock. 
Full  with  her  Hcirrow,  she  tit^  fast  her  eyes 
To  the  fair  Tnijun  KhipA,  and  having  lost  them, 
JunI  om  thine  even  do,  down  stole  a  tear,  Anttpbila. 
What  would  this  wench  do,  if  she  were  Aspatia? 
Here  she  would  Htand,  till  some  more  pitying  god 
Tum*d  her  to  marble :  'ti»  enough,  my  wench  ; 
Shew  me  the  piece  of  nectUe-work  you  wrou^t. 

Ant.  Of  Ariadne,  madam  ? 

A»p.   Yes  that  piece. 
'I'hiH  Mhoutd  Ik  TlieHeuii ;  h'as  a  counening  face ; 
You  meant  him  for  a  man  ? 

Ant.  He  Wiis  Mj,  madam. 

Atm.  Why  then  'ti«  well  enough.     Never  look  back  ; 
You  nave  a  full  wind,  and  a  feUe  heart,  Theseus. 
Does  not  the  utory  say,  his  keel  was  jtptit, 
Or  his  maflts  spent,  or  some  kind  rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  vessel  P 

Ant.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Afip.  It  should  ha'  been  so:  could  the  gods  know  this. 
And  not  of  all  their  numlier  raise  a  storm  ? 
But  they  are  all  as  ill.     This  false  smile  was  well  exprest, 
Just  such  another  caught  me ;  you  shall  not  go  so,  Antiphila, 
In  this  place  work  a  quicksand, 
And  over  it  a  shallow  smiling  water. 
And  his  !ihip  ploughing  it,  and  then  a  fear. 
Do  that  fear  to  the  life,  wench. 

Ant.  Twill  wrong  the  story. 

Asp.  Twill  make  the  story,  wrong'd  by  wanton  poets, 
Live  long  and  be  believ'd ;  but  where's  the  lady  f 
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Ant.  There,  madam. 

Asp.  Fie,  YOU  have  miss'd  it  here,  Antiphila, 
You  are  much  miHtakon,  wench  ; 
These  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough, 
To  show  a  soul  so  full  of  misery 

tAs  this  sad  lady's  was ;  do  it  by  me. 
Do  it  again  bv  me  the  Io»t  Aspatia, 
And  you  shall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  island. 
1  stand  upon  the  sea  beach  now,  and  think 
Mine  arms  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the  wind. 
Wild  as  that  desart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell  that  I  am  forsaken,  do  my  face 
(If  thou  hadat  ever  feeling  of  a  sorrow) 
Thua,  thus,  Antiphila,  strive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  monument  ;  and  the  trees  about  me. 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leaveless ;  let  the  n>cks 
Groan  with  continual  surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a  desolation  ;  look,  look,  wenches, 
A  miserable  life  of  this  poor  picture. 

Olym.  Dear  madam ! 

Aap.  I  have  done  it,  sit  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  point  fix  all  our  eyes,  that  point  there  ; 
Make  a  dull  silence,  till  you  feel  a  sudden  sadness 
Give  UA  new  souk.' 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  «.] 

1  One  ctutacterifttic  of  the  excellent  old  poets  ic  their  being  able  to  bestow  grace 
upon  tubjecti  which  naturally  do  not  Kem  lusceptible  of  any.  1  will  mention  two 
intUncet:  Zelmane  in  the  Arcadia  of  Sidney,  and  Helena  in  the  Atl'n  Well  Uut 
Ends  Well  of  Shakspcaic.  What  can  be  mote  unpiomising  al  dtu  night  than  the 
ides  of  a  young  man  disKuisin^  himself  in  woman  b  attire,  and  passing  himself  off 
for  a  woman  among  women  ?  and  that  too  for  a  long  space  of  time  t  yet  Sir  Philip 
haa  preserved  such  a  matchlcsi  decorum,  that  neither  does  Pyroclea'  manhood  tutfet 
any  stain  for  the  etTcminacy  of  Zrlmane,  nor  is  the  re«pcct  due  to  the  princeMea  at 
all  diminished  when  the  deception  comes  to  be  known.  In  the  sweetly  constituted 
mind  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney  it  fteems  aa  if  no  ugly  thought  nor  unhandiotne  medita- 
uon  could  find  a  harbour.  He  turned  all  that  he  touched  into  images  of  honour 
and  virtue.  Helena,  in  Shaicspeare,  i%  a  young  woman  seeking  a  man  in  marriage. 
The  ordinary  laws  of  courtship  arc  reversed  ;  the  hnbiiual  feelings  arc  violated.  \et 
with  soch  exquisite  addrcu  this  dangerous  Eubject  is  handled,  that  Helena's  fbtwaid- 
neu  loses  her  no  honour ;  delicacy  dispcn  vs  wiih  her  laus  in  her  Eavuur,  and  Nature 
in  her  single  case  seems  content  to  suffer  a  sweet  notation. 

Aspatia,  in  this  tragedy,  is  a  character  equally  difficult  with  Helena  of  betnr 
managed  with  grace.  She  too  is  a  shghted  woman,  refused  by  the  man  who  had 
once  engaged  to  marry  het.  Yet  it  is  artfully  contrived,  that  white  we  pity  her, 
we  respect  her,  and  she  descends  without  degradation.  So  much  true  pcwtry  and 
passion  can  do  to  confer  dignity  upon  subjects  which  do  not  seem  capable  of  It. 
But  Aspatia  must  not  be  compared  at  aJI  points  with  Helena ;  she  does  not  so  abto- 
lutely  predominate  over  her  situation,  but  she  SDAerf  sotrw  diminution,  some  abate- 
ment  of  the  full  lustre  of  the  female  character;  which  Helena  never  does:  her 
character  has  many  degreet  of  »wcetne»s.  some  of  delicacy,  but  it  has  weakness 
which  if  we  do  not  de^ike.  we  arc  &oir^-  for.  After  all,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher 
were  but  an  inierior  sorr  of  Shakspcares  and  Sidneys. 
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Mvadnt  implores  foraiventm  of  AmMmur_ 

Bvad,  ()  my  lord. 

ilfnin.  Kow  nuw ! 

Kvad.  Mv  iniichnbuMed  Ion)! 

Amxn.  'I^hifl  cuinot  btr. 

Kvad.  I  do  not  knfd  to  live,  1  dare  not  htpsiti 
111*  wroii^*  1  did  aa-  fcreater ;  look  upon  ae. 
Thinifch  I  »)>|M!iir  witii  all  mv  faulti. 

Amin.  StAiid  up. 
'Iliii  U  no  new  way  to  bogct  inort  mrnm : 
litrnvpti  ktiDwii  1  liuve  tiKi  manj' ;  do  not  mock  ae; 
'niiMitfh  I  am  Uiiio  nnd  brvd  up  with  my  wron^ 
Whloi  UT  my  fnntcr^hrulhrn,  I  may  ^emp 
Lik*  A  band-wolf  into  my  natural  wildenieas, 
And  do  nil  Dtitntgi- ;  priiv  thee,  do  not  mock  me. 

Bvati.  My  wlt4)k'  lifi.'  iH  HO  leprouM.  it  infetts 
All  niy  rc|H'ntAncc :   I  would  buy  your  pudon 
ThoiiKh  «t  the  hiatioHt  set,  oven  with  my  life. 
'Hint  iiliglit  runtntiun,  ttiat'*  no  saerilice 
For  what  I  havo  committed. 

Amin.  Sure  I  diut/If : 
'lluM'ti  cAniiol  Im-  II  faith  in  thai  foul  woman. 
That  known  no  f^od  mort'  mighty  than  her  mischiefs. 
Thou  do»t  still  womc,  utill  number  on  thy  faalta. 
To  prnw  my  |MHir  hrart  thiin.     Can  I  believe 
'nuToV  any  nii-d  of  virluu  in  that  woman 
Left  to  MluHit  no,  tliat  (laren  go  on  in  nin 
Known,  and  w>  kmiwn  ai  thine  in  >     ()  Evadne  ! 
Would  tliiTL'  wvrv  nnv  wifety  in  thy  sex, 
'Hiai  I  might  put  a  tnouiuuid  sorrows  olf, 
And  *Ti'dit  thy  rcpentam-e :  but  I  must  not; 
Thou  hoitt  bi-on;;ht  iiic  to  the  dull  calamity. 
To  that  Htninge  niiHbcllerof  all  the  world. 
And  all  tliingh  that  an>  in  it,  that  I  fear 
I  nhatl  fall  like  a  tree,  and  Hnd  my  grave. 
Only  rcmembMng  that  I  grieve. 

Svttd.  My  loid, 
Give  me  your  grieft  :  you  are  an  imiocent, 
A  aoul  08  white  as  heaven ;  let  not  mv  nins 
Perbh  your  noble  youth  :  1  do  not  fall  here 
To  shallow  my  diHscmbling  with  my  tears, 
Ab  oil  say  women  can,  or  to  make  less 
What  my  hot  will  hath  done»  which  heaven  and  you 
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Know  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  firom  man's  remembrance ;  no,  I  do  not ; 
I  do  appear  the  same,  the  same  Evndne, 
Drest  m  the  shames  1  lived  in,  the  same  oionster. 
But  these  are  names  of  honour,  to  what  I  am  ; 
I  do  present  myself  the  foulest  creature, 
Most  poisonous,  dangeroua,  and  despis'd  of  men, 
Lema  e'er  bred,  or  Nilus  ;  I  am  hell, 
Till  you,  mv  dear  lord,  shoot  your  light  into  roe, 
The  beams  of  your  forgiveness  :   I  ntii  souUsick, 
And  wither  with  the  fear  of  one  cundemn'd. 
Till  I  have  got  yonr  pardon. 

Amin.  Rise,  Evaduc. 
Those  heavenly  powers  that  put  this  good  into  thee. 
Grant  a  continuance  of  it :  I  forgive  thee  ; 
Make  thv^lf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed. 
Take  heed,  Evadne,  this  be  serious  ; 
Mock  not  the  powen  above,  that  can  and  dare 
Give  thee  a  great  example  of  their  justice 
To  all  ensuing  eyes,  if  thou  play'st 
With  thy  repentJince,  the  best  sacrifice. 

Evad.  1  have  done  nothing  good  to  win  belief, 
My  life  hath  been  so  faithless  ;  alt  the  creatures 
Made  for  heaven's  honours  have  their  ends,  and  got>d  ones. 
All  but  the  couscning  Crocodiles,  false  women  ; 
They  reign  here  like  those  plagues,  those  killing  sores, 
Men  pray  against ;  and  when  they  die,  like  tales 
111  told,  and  unbeliev'd,  they  pass  away 
^Vnd  go  to  dust  forgotten  ;  but,  my  lord, 
Hioac  short  days  I  shall  numlier  to  my  rest, 
(Ab  many  must  not  see  me)  shall,  though  too  late, 
Though  in  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a  will, 
Since  1  can  do  no  good  because  a  woman, 
Heach  con.4tantly  at  something  that  is  near  it ; 
I  will  redeem  one  minute  of  my  age, 
Or  like  another  Niobe  I'll  weep 
Till  1  am  water. 

Ainin.  I  am  now  dissolved : 
My  frozen  soul  melts :  may  each  sin  thou  hast. 
Find  a  new  mercy  :  rise,  I  am  at  peace : 
Hadst  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 
Before  that  devil  king  tempted  thy  frailty. 
Sure  thou  had'st  made  a  star :  give  me  thy  hand ; 
From  this  time  I  will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amintor : 
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When  we  meet  next,  I  will  solute  thee  fairly. 
And  pray  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  days: 
My  chanty  shall  go  along  with  thee, 
Inough  my  embraces  must  be  far  from  thee.—  — 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

Men*8  Natures  tnore  hard  and  9vhtil  than  Women^a. 

How  stubbornly  tliis  fellow  answer'd  me  I 

There  is  a  vile  dishonest  trick  in  man. 

More  than  in  women :  all  the  men  t  nicet 

Appear  thus  to  me,  arc  harsh  and  rude. 

And  have  a  subtilty  in  everything. 

Which  love  could  never  know ;  but  we  fond  women 

Harbour  the  easiest  and  smoothest  thoughts 

And  think  all  shall  go  »o  ;  it  is  unjust 

That  men  and  women  should  be  matcht  together. 

[Act  v^  Sc.  4.] 


PHILASTER;  OR  LOVE  LIES  A-BLEEDING.  A  TRAGI- 
COMEDY [PUBLISHED  1C80:  PRODUCED  BETOKE 
1611].  BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT  AND  JOHN  FLET- 
CHER 

Philaster  tella  the  PririceBa  A^retkusa  how  hejirsl  found 
the  boy  Bellario. 

I  have  a  boy  sent  by  the  gods. 

Not  yet  seen  in  the  court ;  hunting  the  buck, 

I  found  him  sitting  by  a  fountain  side. 

Of  which  he  borrow*d  some  to  quench  bis  thirst. 

And  paid  the  nymph  again  as  much  in  tears; 

A  garland  lay  him  by,  made  by  himself. 

Of  many  several  flowei*!i,  bred  in  the  bay, 

Stuck  in  that  mystic  order,  that  the  rareness 

Delighted  me :  but  ever  when  he  tum'd 

His  tender  eyes  upon  them,  he  would  weep, 

As  if  he  meant  to  make  them  grow  again. 

Seeing  such  pretty  helpless  innocence 

Dwellin  his  face,  I  ask'd  him  all  his  story ; 

He  told  me  that  his  parents  gentle  died. 

Leaving  him  to  the  mercy  of  the  fields, 

Which  gave  him  roots ;  and  of  the  crystal  springs. 
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Which  did  not  stop  their  courses ;  and  the  6xm, 

Which  stili,  he  thank'd  him.  yielded  bini  bis  light 

Then  took  be  up  his  garland  and  did  show, 

What  every  flower,  as  country  people  bold. 

Did  signify  ;  and  how  all  order'd  thus, 

Kxprest  his  grief:  and  to  my  thought  did  read 

llie  prettiest  lecture  of  his  country  art 

That  could  be  wished,  so  that,  meihougbt,  I  could 

Have  studied  it.     I  gladly  cntertaiu'd  him, 

Who  was  as  glad  to  follow  ;  and  have  got 

The  trustiest,  loving'st,  and  the  gentlest  boy, 

That  ever  master  kuut :  him  wili  i  send 

To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  love.  [Act ).,  Sc.  S.^] 

Philaeter  prefers  Bellario  to  the  8&rvic«  of  the  Princese 
Arethuea. 

Phi.  And  thou  sbalt  find  her  honourable,  boy. 
Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  youtii. 
For  thine  own  modesty  ;  and  for  my  sake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask,  ay,  or  deserve. 

Bell.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up  when  I  was  nothing, 
And  only  yet  am  something  by  being  youre  ; 
You  trusted  me  unknown ;  and  that  which  you  ore  apt 
To  construe  a  simple  inn<K:enc'c  in  me. 
Perhaps  might  have  been  craft,  the  cunning  of  a  boy 
Harden'd  in  Lies  and  theft ;  yet  ventured  you 
To  port  my  miseries  and  me  ;  for  which, 
I  never  can  expect  to  serve  a  lady 
That  bearn  more  honour  in  her  breast  than  you. 

Phi.  Hut,  boy,  it  will  prtfer  thee ;  thou  art  young, 
And  bear'st  a  childish  overflowing  love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  cheeks  and  speak  thee  fair  yet. 
But  when  thy  judgment  comes  to  rule  those  passions, 
Thou  wilt  remt^mbcr  best  tliose  careful  friends 
That  place  tliee  in  the  nobltst  way  of  life : 
She  is  a  princess  1  prefer  thee  to. 

Bell,  in  that  small  time  that  I  have  seen  tlie  world, 
1  never  knew  a  man  hasty  to  part 
With  a  servant  he  thought  trusty  ;  I  remember, 
My  father  would  prefer  the  bovs  he  kept 
To  greatei-  men  than  he,  but  Jid  it  not 
Till  they  were  grown  too  saucy  for  himself. 

Phi.  Why,  gentle  boy,  I  find  no  fault  at  all 
In  thy  beha%iour. 

>  {TumpU  Dramatists,  ed.  BOM.] 
VOL.  IV.— 19 
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rir«we;  wfatf  ■iiiihi  htk^m^ttkt^ 
Omt  fcii  faOT,  tfcik  fe  «9  pvt  vSk  hM 
mte^m^  mm  wmwmg?    btHefe 
T^hwdt^ilrtiiiiii  I   ifittei»^ 
B*&r  Om  fen  w  oC  m  I  ^a  wad. 
PJU.  Tlnr  km  dodi  olnd  ■>  pccttaj  to  s&if . 

^Mt,  tRBt  Mft|  I  C0QU  VCCp  to  put  WIU  wBC 

AiM,  I  do  not  tm  tlve  off;  thoQ  ti—t 

It  »  nr  liiiihii   tbt  dotii  afi  tfas  ^bkb, 

Aad  vboi  thoo  «t  with  ho-  tfaoo  dwdhft  wilk  mtz 

Hdnk  Mv  sad  lii  w ;  and  «Wn  tineisAdl, 

Thftt  tfaoa  liMt  veil  ifiicbuged  thk  heavr  trart, 

I^Aid  on  BO  weak  a.  one,  1  wiB  again 

With  joj  mem  thee;  at  I  th^  I  mil] ; 

Naj,  wen  not,  gcsrtfe  bo^ ;  ^  more  tfaaa  time 

Ihaa  d^t  attend  the  pnoceai. 

Bdl.  I  an  gone; 
But  linoe  I  an  to  part  with  too,  mj  lord. 
And  Done  laww»  vbetber  I  liiaU  Hn  to  do 
More  KTTioe  for  jou,  take  thk  Httle  praver ; 
Heaven  blev  jmsr  knca,  vour  ^^ts,  all  roar  dei%ns. 
May  oek  loai,  if  ther  htm  joar  wish,  be  well , 
And  beaven'ft  hate  thoae  tou  corse,  though  1  be  one. 

[Act  ii,  Sc.  l.»] 

BeUario  deteribea  to  the  Printem  Anikuam  tiu  maWiiT  of  hie 
master  PkiUuUr^g  hv*  for  her. 

Are.  Sir,  vou  are  sad  to  chan^  tout  serrice,  Wl  not  so? 

Belt.  Ma^AiD,  1  have  not  chang'd  :  1  wait  od  you. 
To  do  him  service. 

Are.  Thoo  diKUum'st  in  me ; 
Tell  roe  thv  name. 

Bell,  BelUrio. 

Art.  Thou  canst  sing  and  play  ? 

Bell.  If  grief  will  give  me  leave,  madam,  I  can. 

Are.  Alas!  what  Iciud  of  grief  can  thy  years  know? 
Had'et  thou  a  cumt  master  when  thou  went'st  to  sdiool  ? 
Thou  art  not  capable  of  any  other  grief ; 
Thy  brows  and  cheeks  are  smooth  as  waters  be, 

'  [The  whole  Scene  tave  6ve  linea  at  end.] 
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When  no  breath  troubles  them  :  belie\-c  me,  boy, 
Care  seeltR  out  wrinkled  brows,  and  bullow  eves. 
And  builds  himself  caves  to  abide  in  them. 
Come,  sir,  tell  me  triilv,  does  your  lord  love  me? 

Bell.  Love,  madam  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Canst  thou  know  gi*ief,  and  never  vet  knew'st  love? 
Thou  art  deceivM,  bov.     Does  he  speak  oi'  roe 
As  if  he  wish'd  me  well  ? 

Bell.  If  it  be  love. 
To  foreel  all  respect  of  his  own  friends. 
In  thinking  of  |your  face ;  if  it  be  love,  , 

To  sit  cross-arm'd  and  sigh  away  the  day, 
Mingled  with  .starts,  crying  your  name  hs  loud 
And  hastily,  as  men  i'  the  streets  do  fire ; 
If  it  be  love  to  weep  himself  away, 
When  he  but  hcar^  of  any  lady  dead. 
Or  kill'd,  becauae  it  might  have  been  your  chance ; 
If  when  he  goes  to  rest  (which  will  not  bo) 
Twixt  every  prayer  he  aays  to  name  you  once. 
As  others  drop  a  bead,  be  to  be  in  lo\'e ; 
Then,  madam,  I  dare  swear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  O  you're  a  cunning  Iwy,  and  taught  to  lie 
For  your  lord's  credit ;  but  thou  know'st  a  lie 
That  bears  this  sound,  is  welcomer  to  me 
Than  any  truth  that  says  he  loves  me  not. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 

Philaster  is  jealov^  of  Bellario  with  the  Prineeds. 

Bell.  Health  to  you,  my  lord  ; 
The  princess  doth  cuuimeud  her  love,  her  life. 
And  thifl  unto  you. 

Phi.  O  Bellario, 
Now  I  perceive  she  loves  me,  she  does  show  it 
In  loving  thee,  my  bov ;  she  has  made  thee  brave. 

Bell.  My  lord,  she  has  attired  me  past  mv  wish. 
Past  my  desert,  more  fit  for  her  attendant, 
lliough  far  unlit  for  me  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly,  boy.     O  let  all  women 
That  love  black  deeds  learn  to  dissemble  here. 
Here  by  this  paper  she  does  write  to  me 
Ab  if  her  heart  were  mines  of  adamant 
To  all  the  world  besides,  but  unto  me 
A  maiden  snow  that  melted  my  looks. 
Tell  me,  my  boy,  how  doth  the  princess  use  thee  ? 
For  I  shall  guess  her  love  to  we  uy  that. 
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Bell.  Scarce  like  her  lervantf  but  as  if  1  were 
Somethinff  allied  to  her ;  or  had  prtserv'd 
Her  life  tliret  times  by  my  Hdelity ; 
As  mothent  fond  do  u»e  their  only  sons ; 
A8  rd  use  one  that's  left  unto  niy  trust, 
For  whom  my  life  should  pay  if  be  met  harm. 
So  she  does  use  me. 

Phi.  Why  this  is  wondrous  well : 
But  what  kind  language  does  she  feed  thee  with  ? 

Bell.  Why,  she  does  tell  me,  she  will  tnist  my  youth 
Within  her  loving  secrets,  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  servant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you  ;  she'll  see  my  ser\'iee8 
Regarded  :  and  such  wnrds  of  that  soft  straiui 
That  I  am  nearer  weeping  when  she  ends 
Than  ere  she  spake. 

Phi.  This  is  much  better  still. 

Bell.  Are  you  ill,  my  lord  ? 

Pki.  III?    No,I3ellario. 

Bell.  Methinks  your  words 
Fall  not  from  off  your  tongue  so  evenly. 
Nor  is  there  in  your  looks  that  quietness, 
ITiat  I  was  wont  to  see. 

Phi.  Thou  art  deceiv*d,  boy. — And  she  strokes  thy  head  f 

Bell.  Yes, 

Phi.  And  she  does  clap  thy  cheeks? 

Bell.  She  does,  my  lord. 

Phi.  And  she  docs  kiss  thee,  boy,  ha? 

Bell.  How,  my  lord  ? 

Phi.  She  kisses  thee? 

Bell.  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Phi.  Come,  come,  I  know  she  docs. 

Bell.  No,  by  my  life. 
Ay  now  I  see  w!iy  my  disturbed  thoughta 
Were  so  peri)Iext  when  first  I  went  to  her ; 
My  heart  held  augury.     You  are  abus'd. 
Some  villain  has  abus'd  you  ;  I  do  see 
Whereto  you  tend  ;  fall  rocks  upon  his  head, 
Tliat  put  this  to  you  ;  'tis  some  subtile  train 
To  bring  that  noble  frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thou  think'st  I  will  be  angry  with  thee.     Come, 
Thou  shalt  know  all  my  drift.     I  hate  her  more. 
Than  I  love  happiness,  and  plac'd  thee  there 
To  pry  with  narrow  eyes  into  her  deeds. 
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Hast  thou  discovered  ?  is  ahe  fallen  to  lust. 

As  I  would  wish  her  ?     Speak  some  comfort  to  me. 

Bell.  My  lord,  you  did  mistake  the  boy  you  sent: 
Had  she  a  sin  that  way,  hid  from  the  world, 
I  would  not  aid 

Her  base  desires ;  but  what  I  came  to  know 
As  servant  to  her,  I  would  not  reveal. 
To  make  my  life  last  ages. 

Phi.  O  my  heart ! 
This  is  a  salve  worse  than  the  main  disease. 
Tell  me  thy  tlioughts ;  for  I  will  know  tlie  least 
That  dwells  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  heart 
To  know  it ;  I  will  see  thy  thoughts  as  plain 
As  I  do  know  thy  face. 

Bell.  Why,  so  you  do. 
She  i.<t  (for  aught  t  know),  by  all  the  gods. 
As  chaste  as  ice ;  but  were  she  foul  as  hell. 
And  I  did  know  it,  thus ;  the  breath  of  kings. 
The  points  of  swords,  tortures,  nor  bulls  of  bmss, 
Should  draw  it  from  me. 

Phi.  Then  it  is  no  time 
To  dally  with  thee ;  I  will  take  thy  life. 
For  I  do  hate  thee ;  1  could  curse  thee  now. 

Bell.  If  you  do  hate,  you  could  not  cunte  me  worse  ; 
The  gods  have  not  a  punishment  in  store 
Greater  for  me  than  is  your  hate. 

Phi.  Fie,  fie, 
So  young  and  so  dissembling ! '  fear'st  thou  not  death  ? 
Can  boy»  contemn  that  ? 

Bell.  O,  what  boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  Ik  a  man. 
That  sees  the  best  of  men  thus  passionate, 
Thus  without  reason  'f 

Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  dost  not  know  what  'tis  to  die. 

Bell.  Yes,  I  do  know,  my  lord. 
nria  less  than  to  be  bom  ;  a  lasting  sleep, 
A  quiet  resting  from  all  jealousy  ; 
A  thing  we  allpursuc  ;  I  kuow  besides 
It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  game 
That  must  be  lost. 

Phi.  But  there  arc  pains,  false  tx>y. 
For  perjur'd  souls  ;  think  but  on  these,  and  then 
Thv  heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

^eU.  May  they  fall  nil  n|>on  me  whilst  I  live, 

■  [£igbt  tnd  a  tuU  lines  idt  Mt.] 
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If  I  bo  perjured}  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  charge  ine  with ;  if  1  be  false, 
Send  Die  to  »ufler  in  those  punishmentt 
You  speak  of;  kill  me. 

Pk\.  O,  what  should  I  do .' 
Why,  who  can  but  lx.'Hcve  him  't     He  doeR  vneax 
So  eanieKtIy.  that  if  it  were  not  true, 
The  gods  would  not  endure  him.     Rise,  BeUario ; 
Thy  protestations  arc  so  deep,  and  thou 
DoHt  look  so  truly  when  thou  utter'st  them. 
That  though  I  know  them  fake,  as  were  my  hopes 
I  cannot  urge  thee  further;  but  thou  wert 
To  hianic  to  injure  me,  fur  I  must  love 
Thy  honest  Iookh,  and  take  no  revenge  upon 
Thy  tender  youth :  a  love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  ^rm  whatc'er  thou  doKt :  it  troubles  me 
That  I  have  calTd  the  blood  out  of  thy  checks, 
That  did  m>  well  become  thee  :  but,  good  boy. 
Let  me  not  see  thee  more ;  something  is  done 
That  will  dititraet  me,  that  will  n)ake  me  mad. 
If  I  behold  thee ;  if  thow  tender'st  me, 
Let  me  not  sec  thee. 

BelL  I  will  fly  as  far 
As  there  is  nioniing,  ere  I  give  distaste 
To  that  most  hunour'd  mind.     Hut  tiuvugb  these  tean, 
Shed  at  my  hopelpjix  parting,  t  can  see 
A  world  of  treason  practis'd  upon  you, 
And  her,  and  me.     Faix'well  for  evermope; 
If  yuu  shall  hear  that  sorrow  struck  me  dead, 
And  after  find  me  loyal,  let  there  be 
A  tear  shed  from  you  in  my  memory. 
And  I  ^all  re«t  at  peatx!.  [Act  iii^  Sc  1.] 

Bellariot  discovered  to  be  a  TFbnwtn,  confesses  the  motive  for 
her  disguise  to  have  hten  Love  for  T^itice  Phitaater. 

My  father  would  oft  speak 
Your  wurth  and  virtue,  and  as  I  did  grow 
More  and  more  apprehensive,  I  did  thirst 
To  see  the  man  so  prais'd,  but  vet  all  this 
Was  but  a  maiden  longing,  to  \>e  lost 
As  soon  as  found,  till  sittmg  in  my  window. 
Printing  mv  thoughts  in  lawn,  1  saw  a  god 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  gates  ; 
Mv  blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  fast 
Ar  I  had  puft  it  forth,  and  suck'd  it  in 
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Like  breath  ;  then  was  I  callM  away  in  haste 

To  entertain  you.     Never  was  a  man 

Heav'd  from  a  sheep-cot  to  a  sceptre,  raised 

So  high  in  thoughts  as  I ;  you  left  a  kiss 

Upon  these  lips  then,  whicn  I  mean  to  keep 

From  you  for  ever  ;  I  did  hear  you  talk 

Far  above  singing ;  after  you  were  gone, 

I  grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  search'd 

What  stirr'd  it  so.     Alatt.'  I  found  it  love, 

Yet  far  from  lust,  for  could  1  have  but  liv'd. 

In  presence  of  you,  I  had  liad  my  end. 

For  this  I  did  delude  my  noble  father 

With  a  feign'd  pilgrimage,  and  drest  myself 

In  habit  of  a  bov,  and,  for  1  knew 

My  birth  no  match  fur  you,  I  was  paiit  hope 

O^  having  you.     And  understanding  well, 

TTiat  when  I  made  discovery  of  my  sex, 

I  could  not  stay  with,  you,  I  made  a  vow 

By  all  the  most  religious  things  a  maid 

Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known. 

Whilst  there  was  hope  to  hide  me  from  men's  eyea. 

For  other  than  I  seeni'd  ;  that  I  might  ever 

Abide  with  you ;   then  sate  I  by  the  fount 

Where  first  you  took  me  up.^ 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  6.] 

ifhe  character  of  Bellario  mu»L  have  been  extremely  popular  in  iu  day.  Fei 
many  years  after  the  date  of  I'tiilaster's  first  exhibition  on  the  ftage,  Bcarce  a  play 
can  De  found  without  one  of  these  women  pages  in  it,  followinj,*  in  the  train  of  itoine 
pre-engaged  Im-ct,  calling  on  the  goda  to  bless  hct  bappy  rival  (his  inistress)  whom 
no  doubt  »hc  eccietly  curi^es  in  her  heart,  giving  riic  lo  many  pretty  r^Htpcf  ho  by 
the  way  on  the  confusion  of  hcx,  and  either  raaoe  happy  at  laet  by  some  surprieing 
tarn  of  bte,  or  dismissed  with  the  joint  pity  of  the  lovcia  and  the  audience.  Our 
anccKtora  fteem  to  have  been  wonderfully  delighted  with  thew  transform atinns  of 
•ex.  Women's  parts  were  then  acted  by  young  men.  What  an  odd  double  con- 
fuition  it  muM.  have  made,  to  ace  a  boy  play  a  woman  playing  a  man  :  one  cannot 
disentangle  the  pcrplenily  without  Komc  violence  to  the  imagination, 

Donne  has  a  copy  of  vereeit  addrent  to  his  mi&trcsji,  dissuading  her  from  a 
resolution,  which  she  seems  lo  have  taken  up  fiom  some  of  thc&e  Bcenical  repre- 
sentations, of  following  him  abroad  as  a  page.  It  is  so  earnest,  so  weighty,  so 
rich  in  poetr^',  in  sense,  in  wit,  and  patho!:^,  thM  I  have  thought  fit  to  inBcrt  it,  as  a 
solemn  dose  in  future  to  all  such  sickEy  fancies  as  he  there  deprecates.  The  story 
of  his  romantic  and  unfortunate  marriage  with  the  daughter  erf  Sir  George  Moore, 
the  Lady  here  supposed  to  be  addrest.  may  be  read  in  Walton'a  Live*. 

■LEOY. 

By  our  first  strange  and  lata!  interview, 

By  all  de(^ires  which  thereof  did  ensue. 

By  our  long  striving  hopes,  by  that  remone 

^S'hich  my  woidi'  masculine  persuasive  forc« 

Begot  in  thee,  and  by  the  memory 

Of  hurts,  which  spies  and  rivals  thtcaiencd  me, 


luMB  BO^  J*M  ■■■■_  Bar  aar  la^  Ma>*  M 

raM  tt  «r  M«i.  *«M  Bill   II 
>M«n'4:Cntf«B«l 

iiwfclH,  aw  »  hay.  MTi 
nv  bvfc^i  iHUt.  a«r  ^:  ta  not 

A  U«MK  wooMnly  AMBMtec  ^BOb 
Mifltfjr  ilMCh'd  a|M«  m  eaO'tf  apca.  m4  «■  loea 
Edipv'd  u  bf  >clii  wc  caD  tfec  aooo  the  ■aoo. 
Mao  cf  Fr4nu,  chtnwrtte  cumBimm, 
MMm  or  dkuML  abopt  «r  teUoMh 
Uw^  ftiiWwa.  wd  tfaa  rif»aa»  cowpa^ 
Ofilifin  wlikh  Bppn  the  wti<rid*a  vtafc  bt; 
Wu  too  loo  qukkJy  know  thc«  ;  and,  alaa  I 
Til*  IndUcrfnt  luJiin.  u  we  paa* 
Hi*  warm  land,  well  conunt  to  think  ihee  page. 
Will  hum  tht*  with  Btich  luBt,  and  hideOua  raga, 
Aa  loot's  hir  auuta  were  vext.     But  none  of  thcae 
Nor  tpun^  Ay<)'*>pt>iuc  Dutch  ahall  thc«  displeut 
If  Ihou  May  here.     O  •lay  here  ;  for,  for  thee 
Enitland  tt  only  a  wnfihy  eallcry, 
To  walk  In  npectatlnn,  tilTfian)  thence 
Out  (realcfii  king  call  thee  lo  hut  presence. 
When  I  am  {pint,  dream  me  lomc  happineaai 
Nor  let  thy  tooki  our  lonft  hid  love  confeai ; 
Nor  pralae.  nor  dlKpraikc  me,  nor  hlc»  not  cuiae, 
Openly  lov-e't  force  ;  not  In  bed  (right  thy  nurae 
With  midnighu'  iilarHnRK,  crytng  out,  on,  oh, 
NufM,  O,  my  love  U  mlain,  I  MW  him  go 
O'er  the  white  Alnti  atone  ;  I  saw  him,  I, 
Aasail'd,  (iebt.  taken,  aubb'd,  bleed,  (all.  and  die. 
Augur  me  oetter  chance,  evcept  dread  }o\« 
Think  it  enough  for  me  to  have  had  thy  love. 
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Drawn  from  this  ami  of  mine  would  poison  thee, 
A  draught  of  his  would  cure  thee. 

Interest  in  Virtue. 

Why,  my  lord,  are  you  so  moved  at  this  ? 

When  any  falls  from  virtue,  1  am  distract, 
I  have  an  interest  in't. 
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[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.] 


[Actiii.,  Sc.  1.] 


CUPIirS  RKVENGE.  A  TRAGEDY  [Pl^BLISHED  1616: 
PRODUCED  161M2].  BY  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT  AND 
JOHN  FLETCHER 

Leucippua,  the  King's  SoUy  takes  to  mistress  Bacha^  a  Widow ; 
but  beinfj  qitestioned  by  his  Father^  to  preserve  fur  honowr, 
swears  that  she  is  chaste.  The  old  King  admires  her,  and 
on  the  credit  of  that  Oath.,  while  his  Son  is  absent^  tuarries 
her.  Leucippus^  when  he  discovers  ike  dreadful  conse^ 
qiiences  of  the  deceit  which  he  had  used  to  his  Father^ 
counsels  his  friend  IsmemiB  never  to  speak  a  falsehood  in 
any  case. 

Leu.  My  sin,  Ismenus,  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 
And  1  bcpoech  thee  to  be  wam'd  by  me. 
And  do  not  lie,  if  any  man  ftbould  ask  thee 
But  how  thou  d-ost,  or  what  a  clock  'tis  now, 
Be  sure  thou  do  not  lie,  make  no  excuse 
For  him  tliat  is  most  near  thee :  never  let 

•     The  most  officious  falsehuod  'scape  thy  tongue  ; 
For  they  alwve  (that  are  entirely  truui) 
Will  make  that  eeed  which  thou  hast  sown  of  lies, 
Yield  uuseriL-s  a  thousand  fold 

LUpon  thine  head,  aa  they  have  done  on  mine. 
[Act  iii.,  Sc.  a.»] 
Leucippus  and  his  wicked  Mother-in-law,  Bacha,  are  left  alone 
together  for  the  first  time  after  her  marriage  with  the  King, 
_     his  Father. 
^Bach.  He  stands 

Afl  if  he  grew  there,  with  his  eyes  on  earth. 
Sir,  you  and  I,  when  we  were  last  together, 

'{Dyce's  edition  or  B«aumont  and  Fleuher,  vtA.  li.] 
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Kept  not  this  distance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blasting  hy  oureclves. 

Leu.  Madam,  'tis  true. 
Heaven  pardon  it. 

Bach.  Amen,  sir :  you  may  think 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  strange  marriage. 

Lew.  Tis  past  now. 

Back.  Bui  it  was  nn  fault  of  mine  : 
The  world  had  call'd  me  mad,  had  I  refusM 
The  king ;  nor  laid  I  any  train  to  catch  him  ; 
It  was  your  own  oaths  did  it. 

Leu.  Tis  a  truth, 
That  takes  my  sleep  away ;  but  would  to  heaven. 
If  it  had  bO  been  pleas'd,  you  had  refus'd  him ; 
Though  I  had  gratified  that  courtesy 
With  having  you  myself:  but  since  'tis  thu», 
I  do  beseech  you  that  you  wiU  be  honest 
From  henceforth  ;  and  not  abuse  his  cnvlulous  age. 
Which  you  may  easilv  do.     .-Vs  for  myself. 
What  I  can  say,  you  know,  alas,  too  well. 
Is  tied  within  mc  ;  here  it  will  sit  like  lead. 
Hut  shall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  entrance  into  any  mirth, 
As  if  a  Ber\'ant  came  and  whiHper*d  with  me 
Of  some  friend's  death  :  but  I  will  bear  myself 
To  you,  with  all  the  due  olx-Hlieuce 
A  son  owes  to  a  mother ;  more  than  this 
Is  not  in  me,  but  I  must  leave  the  rest 
To  the  just  gods,  who  in  their  blessed  time. 
When  they  have  given  me  puuisluueut  enough 
For  my  rash  sin,  wilt  mercitutly  find 
As  unexpected  means  to  ease  my  grief 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bach.  Grown  st)  godly  ? 
This  must  not  be,  and  I  will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a  natural  motlier  ought ; 
And  for  my  honesty,  so  you  will  sweai- 
Never  to  urge  me,  I  shall  keep  it  safe 
From  any  other. 

Leu.  Bless  me,  1  should  urge  you  ! 
Back.  Nay,  but  swear  then,  tliat  I  may  be  at  peace. 
For  I  do  feef  a  weakness  in  myself 
That  can  deny  you  nothing ;  if  you  tempt  me, 
I  .hIiiiII  embrace  sin  as  it  were  a  friend, 
And  run  to  meet  it. 
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Leu.  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  oath. 
But  for  your  satisfactiou,  when  I  tempt  you 

Bach.  Swear  not.     I  cannot  move  aim.    This  sad  talk 
Of  thingH  past  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 
Shall  I  send  one  for  my  musicians,  and  we'll  dance  ? 

Leu.  Dance,  madam  ? 

Bach.  Yes,  a  lavolta. 

Leu.  I  cannot  dance,  madam. 

Bach.  Then  let's  be  merry. 

Leu.  I  am  as  niy  fortunes  bid  me. 
Do  not  you  see  me  sour  ? 

Bach.  Yes. 
And  why  think  you  I  smile.' 

Leu.  I  am  ro  far  from  any  joy  myseU^ 
I  cannot  fancy  a  cause  of  mirth. 

Bach.  I'll  tell  you.     We  are  alone. 

Leu.  Alone! 

Bach.  Yes. 

Leu,  Tis  true :  what  then  ? 

Bach.  What  then? 
You  make  my  smiling  now  break  into  laughter: 
What  think  you  is  to  be  done  then  ? 

Lf.u.   We  should  pray  to  heaven  for  meix:v. 

Bach.  Tray  I  that  were  a  way  indeed 
To  pass  the  time. 

Leu.  i  dare  nut  think  1  understand  you. 

Bach.  I  must  te-ach  you  then.     Come  kiss  me. 

Leu.  Kiss  you  ? 

Bach.  Yes,  be  not  asliam'd : 
You  did  it  not  yourself;  I  will  foi^ve  you. 

Leu.  Keep,  you  diispleased  gods,  the  due  respect 
I  ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman, 
As  she  is  now  my  mother :  haste  within  me. 
Lest  I  add  tiins  to  sins,  till  no  repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bach.  Leave  these  melancholy  moods, 
'I'hat  I  may  swear  thee  welcome  on  thy  lips 
A  thousand  times. 

Leu.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk  : 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  father's  wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bach.   I  am  careless,  and  do  weigh 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes, 
Nothing  without  thy  love :  mistake  me  noU 
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Thy  love,  as  I  have  bad  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is  within  itself,  what  say  you  ? 

Leu,  Nothing. 

Bach.  I^ty  me,  behold  a  duchess 
Kneels  for  tKy  mercy.     What  answer  will  you  give  ? 

Leu.  They  that  can  answer  must  be  less  amaz'd 
Than  I  am  now :  you  see  my  tears  deliver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Bach.  Shall  I  be  contemned? 
'Xliou  art  a  beast,  worse  than  a  savage  beast. 
To  let  a  lady  kneel. 

Leu.  Tis  your  will,  heaven :  but  let  me  bear  me 
Like  myself,  however  she  does. 

Bach.  How  fond  was  I 
To  beg  thy  love  !     I'll  force  thee  to  my  will. 
Dost  thou  not  know  that  I  can  make  the  king 
Doat  as  my  list  ?  yield  quickly,  or,  by  heaven, 
I'U  have  thee  kept  in  prison  for  my  purpose. 

Leu,  All  you  have  iiam'd,  but  mailing  of  uie  sin 
With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that : 
Say  what  you  will,  I'll  hear  you  as  becomes  me: 
If  you  »peuk,  I  will  not  follow  your  counsel. 
Neither  will  I  ti^ll  the  world  to  your  disgrace, 
But  give  you  the  just  honour 
'niat  is  due  from  me  to  my  father's  wife. 

Bach.  Lonl,  how  full  of  wise  formality  you're  grown 
Of  late !  but  you  were  telling  me, 
You  could  have  wish'd  Ibat  I  had  married  you ; 
If  you  will  Bwear  so  yet,  I'll  make  away 
The  king. 

Leu.  Vou  are  a  strumpet. 

Bach.  Nay  I  care  not 
For  all  your  railings :  they  will  hatter  walls 
And  take  in  towns  as  soon  as  trouble  me : 
Tell  him ;  I  care  not ;  I  shall  undo  you  only, 
Whidi  is  no  matter. 

Leti.  I  appeal  to  vou. 
Still,  and  for  ever,  tLat  are  and  cannot  be  other. — 
Madam,  I  see  'tis  in  your  power 
To  work  your  will  on  him :  and  I  desire  you 
To  lay  what  trains  yoti  will  for  my  wish'd  death, 
But  suffer  him  to  Hnd  his  quiet  grave 
In  peace ;  alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong; 
And  farther  I  beseech  yon  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  word  I  gave  you,  for  however 
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You  may  deserve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  so,  but  passion  urges  me 
I  know  not  whither ;  my  heart  break  now,  and  ease  me  ever. 

[Act  iU.,  Sc.  2.] 


THE    FAITHFUL    SHEPHERDESS     [PUBLISHED    PRO- 
BABLY IN  1609].     BY  JOHxN  FLETCHER 

Olorin^  a  Shepkerdeaa^  watchintj  by  the  Grave  of  her  Lover, 
is  found  by  a  Satyr. 

Clor.  Hail,  holy  earth,  whose  cold  arms  do  embrace 
The  truest  nian  that  ever  fed  his  Hocks 
Bv  the  fat  plains  of  fruitful  Thessaly. 
Tnus  I  salute  thy  grave,  thus  do  1  pay 
My  early  vows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes, 
To  thy  still  luved  aslieH :  thus  I  free 
Myself  from  all  ensuing  heaU  and  fires 
Of  love :  all  sportfi,  defights,  and  jolly  games, 
That  shepherds  hold  full  dear,  tlius  put  I  off. 
Now  no  more  shall  these  smooth  brows  be  begirt 
With  youthful  cui-ouaU,  and  lead  the  dance. 
No  more  the  company  of  fresh  fair  maids 
And  wanton  shepherds  be  to  me  deHghtful : 
Nor  the  shrill  pleasing  sound  of  mcrr\-  pipes 
Under  some  shady  dell,  when  the  cool  wind 
Plays  on  the  leaves :  all  be  far  away, 
Since  thou  art  far  away,  by  whose  dear  side 
How  often  have  I  sat  crowu'd  with  fresh  flowers 
For  summers  cjueen,  whilst  every  shepherd's  buy 
Puts  on  his  lusty  green,  with  gaudy  hook. 
And  hanging  script  of  finest  cordevan. 
But  thou  art  gone,  and  these  are  gone  with  thee. 
And  all  are  dead  but  thy  dear  memory : 
That  shall  out-Uve  thee,  and  shall  ever  spring. 
Whilst  there  arc  pipes,  or  jolly  shepherds  sing. 
And  here  will  I  in  honour  of  thy  love, 
Dwell  by  thy  grave,  forgetting  all  those  joys 
That  former  times  made  precious  to  mine  eyes, 
Only  rememb'ring  what  my  youth  did  gedn 
In  the  dark  hidden  ^'i^tuous  uae  of  hertn. 
That  will  I  practise,  and  as  fr-eely  give 
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All  uiy  endeavours,  as  I  gain'd  them  Tree. 

Of  all  green  wounds  I  know  the  remedies 

In  men  or  cattel,  be  they  stun^  with  ^nnkex, 

Or  charm'd  with  powerful  words  of  wicked  art ; 

Or  be  they  love-sick,  or  through  too  much  heat 

Grown  wild,  or  lunatic  ;  their  eyes,  or  eaniL, 

Thick'ned  with  misty  film  of  dulling  rheum: 

These  I  can  cure,  such  secret  virtue  lies 

In  herbu  applied  by  a  vimin's  hand. 

My  meat  shall  he  what  tneoe  wild  woods  aflord, 

Berries  and  chestnut^,  plantains,  on  whose  cheeks 

The  sua  sits  smiling,  and  the  lofty  firuit 

PuU'd  from  the  fair  head  of  tlie  straight-grown  pine: 

On  these  I'll  feed  with  free  content  and  rest, 

When  night  shall  blind  the  world,  by  thy  side  bless'd. 

A  Satyr  enters. 

Satyr.  Thorough  yon  same  bending  plain 
That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  main, 
And  through  these  thick  woods  have  I  run. 
Whose  bottom  never  kist  the  sun. 
Since  the  lusty  spring  began. 
All  to  please  my  master  Pan, 
Have  I  trotted  without  rest 
To  get  him  fruit ;  for  at  a  feast 
He  entertains  this  coming  night 
His  ttamniour  the  Syrinx  bright: 
But  behold  a  fairer  sight ! 
By  that  heavenly  form  of  thine. 
Brightest  fail",  thou  art  divine. 
Sprung  from  great  immortal  race 
Of  the  gods,  for  in  thy  face 
Shines  more  awful  majesty, 
Tlian  dull  weak  mortality 
Dare  with  uii^ty  eyes  behold. 
And  live :  therefore  on  this  mould 
Lowly  do  I  bend  my  knee 
In  worship  of  thy  deity. 
Deign  it,  goddess,  from  my  hand 
To  receive  whate'er  this  land 
From  her  fertile  wunib  doth  send 
Of  her  choice  fruits  ;  and  but  lend 
Belief  to  that  the  Satyr  tells. 
Fairer  by  the  famous  wells 
To  this  present  day  ne'er  grew 
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Never  better,  nor  more  true. 

Here  l>e  grapes,  whose  lusty  blood 

Is  the  learned  poet's  good  ; 

Sweeter  vet  did  never  crown 

The  hear!  of  Bacchus  ;  nuts  more  brown 

Than  the  squinels  teeth  that  crack  them. 

Deign,  O  fairest  fair,  to  take  them, 

For  these,  black-eyed  Driopc 

Hath  oftentimea  coniraunded  me 

With  my  clasped  knee  to  climb. 

Sec  how  well  the  lusty  time 

Hath  deckt  their  rising  dieeks  iu  red, 

Such  as  on  your  lips  is  spread. 

Here  be  berries  for  a  queen, 

Sonic  be  red,  some  be  green  ; 

These  are  of  that  luscious  meat 

The  great  god  Pan  himself  doth  eat : 

All  these,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield, 

The  hanging  mountain,  or  the  field, 

I  freely  ofl'er,  and  ere  long 

Will  bring  yon  more,  more  sweet  and  strong ; 

Till  when,  humbly  leave  I  lake. 

Lest  the  greftt  Fan  do  awake, 

Tliat  sleeping  lies  In  u  deep  glade. 

Under  a  broad  beech's  shade. 

I  must  go,  I  mast  run, 

Swifter  than  the  IJcry  siun. 
^  And  all  niy  fears  go  with  thee. 
What  greatness,  or  what  private  hidden  power, 
Is  there  in  me  to  draw  submission 
From  this  rude  man  and  beast  ?  sure  I  am  mortal ; 
The  daughter  of  a  shepherd  ;  he  was  mortal. 
And  she  that  bore  me  mortal ;  prick  my  hand 
And  it  will  bleed  ;  a  fever  shakes  mc,  and 
The  self-same  wind  that  makes  the  young  lambs  shrink, 
Makes  me  a-cold  :  my  fear  says  I  am  mortal : 
Yet  I  have  heard  (my  mother  told  it  me) 
And  now  I  do  believe  it,  if  I  keep 
My  virgin  flower  uncropt,  pure,  chaste,  and  fair; 
No  goblin,  wood-god,  fairy,  elf,  or  fiend  ; 
Satyr,  or  other  power  that  haunts  the  groves, 
Shall  hurt  my  body,  or  by  vain  illusion 
Draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires, 
Or  voices  calling  me  in  dead  of  night 
To  moke  me  follow,  and  so  tole  me  on 


[Exit. 
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Tlirough  mire,  and  standing  pools,  to  find  my  rmn. 
Else  why  should  this  rough  tiling,  who  never  knew 
Manners  nor  smooth  humanity,  whose  heats 
Are  rougher  than  himself,  and  more  minishapen, 
Thus  mildly  kneel  to  me?     Sure  there's  a  |x>wer 
In  that  great  name  of  Virgin,  that  binds  fast 
All  rude  uncivil  bloods,  all  appetites 
That  break  their  confines.     Then,  strong  Chastity, 
He  thou  my  strongest  guard  ;  for  here  V\\  dwell 

In  upposition  agaiiuit  ute  and  hell. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1  ;'  the  whole  Scene.] 

Perigot  a-nd  Amaret  appoint  to  meet  at  the  Virtuoue  WcU. 

Peri.  Stay,  gentle  Amoret,  thou  fair-brow'd  maid. 
Thy  shepherd  prays  thee  stay,  tliat  holds  thee  dear, 
Equal  with  his  houI'»  good. 

Amo.  Speak,  I  give 
Tliee  freedom,  shepherd,  and  thy  tongue  be  still 
The  same  it  ever  was,  as  free  from  ill. 
As  he  whose  couventation  never  knew 
The  court  or  city,  be  thou  ever  true. 

Peri.  When  I  fall  off'  from  my  affection. 
Or  mingle  my  clean  thoughts  witli  ill  desires, 
First  k't  our  gi'eat  God  CL-aae  to  keep  my  flocks, 
That  being  Ictt  alone  without  a  guard. 
The  wolf,  or  winter's  rage.  Hummer's  great  heat, 
And  want  of  water,  rots,  or  what  to  us 
Of  ill  is  yet  unknown,  full  speedily. 
And  in  their  general  ruin,  let  me  feel. 

Amo.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  shepherd,  wish  not  so : 
I  do  believe  thee,  'tis  as  hard  for  me 
To  think  thee  false,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
To  hold  me  foul. 

Peri.  O  you  are  fairer  far 
Thau  the  chaste  blushing  mom,  or  that  fair  star 
That  guideti  the  wand'ring  seamen  Uirough  the  deep, 
Straigfiter  than  Ktraightest  pii»e  upon  the  steep 
Head  of  an  aged  mountain,  and  more  white 
Than  the  new  milk  we  strip  iK'fure  davUght 
Prom  the  full-freighted  bags  of  our  fair  nocks. 
Your  hair  more  beauteous  than  those  hanging  locks 
Of  young  Apollo. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  be  not  lost : 
Y'are  sail'd  too  far  already  from  the  coast 
Of  our  discourse. 

^[Jlimmaid  Strut,  ed.  SuJtcbiy.. 
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Peri.  Did  you  not  tell  me  once 
I  should  not  love  alone,  I  Hhoiild  not  lose 
Those  many  iwowions,  vows,  and  holy  oaths, 
I've  sent  to  hcnven  ?  did  you  not  give  your  hand, 
F.v'n  that  fair  hand,  in  hostage  ?     I>o  not  then 
Give  back  again  those  sweeb*  to  other  men, 
You  yourself  vow'd  were  mine. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  so  far  as  maiden's  modesty 
May  give  aiisumnce,  I  am  once  more  tliine. 
Once  more  I  give  my  hand  ;  be  ever  free 
From  that  great  foe  to  faith,  foul  jealousy. 

Pmri.  I  take  it  &n  my  best  good ;  and  desire, 
For  (rtronger  conBrmation  of  our  love, 
To  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  fair  grove, 
Where  all  true  shepherds  have  rewarded  been 
For  their  long  service.     Say,  sweet,  shall  it  hold  ? 

Amo.  Dear  friend,  you  must  not  hianie  me  if  I  make 
A  doubt  of  what  the  silent  night  may  do. — ' 
Maid)(  must  Ijc  fearfuL 

Peri.  O,  do  not  wrong  my  honest  simple  truth ; 
Myself  and  mv  affections  arc  as  pure 
As  those  chaste  flames  that  bum  before  the  shrine 
Of  the  great  Dian :  only  uiy  intent 
To  draw  you  thither,  was  to  plight  our  troths. 
With  interchange  of  mutual  cha»te  embraces, 
And  ceremonious  tying  of  ourwlvea. 
For  to  that  holy  wood  is  consecrate 
A  Virtuous  Weil,  about  whose  flowery  banks 
The  nimble- foote<l  fairies  dance  their  rounds 
By  the  pale  moon-shine,  dipping  oftentimes 
llieir  stolen  children,  so  to  make  them  fite 
From  dying  flesh,  and  dull  niurbility. 
By  this  fair  fount  liath  many  a  shcpheitl  sworn 
And  given  away  his  freedom,  many  a  troth 
Been  plight,  which  neither  en\7  nor  old  time 
Could  ever  break,  with  many  a  chaste  ktss  given 
In  hope  of  coming  liappiness :  by  this 
Fresh  fountain  many  a  blushing  maid 
Hath  crown'd  the  head  of  her  long  loved  shepherd 
With  gaudy  flowers,  whilst  he  happy  sung 
Lays  of  his  love  and  dear  captivity. 
There  grow  a!)  herl»  fit  to  cool  looser  flames 
Our  iensual  parts  provoke ;  chiding  our  bloods. 
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And  quenching  by  their  power  those  bidrien  sparks 
That  ebe  vouul  Break  out,  and  provoke  onr  mxue 
To  open  fires — so  virhious  »  that  place. 
Then,  gentle  shepherden,  believe  and  grant ; 
In  troth  it  fib-  not  with  that  face  to  scant 
Your  faithful  -ihepheni  of  those  chaste  dcwrut 
He  ever  aim'd  at. 

Amo.  Thou  host  prevaii'd  ;  farewell ;  this  coming  night 
Shall  crown  thy  chaate  hopes  with  long-vidi*d  delight. — 

[Aa  i.,  Sc.  «.) 

Tkenoty  admiring  the  constancy  of  Clorin  to  her  dead  Lov«r^ 
r^ecta  the  suit  of  Cloe. 

Clot.  Sheph^f  1  pray  thee  s-tay,  where  hast  thoa  been. 
Or  whither  go'st  thou  ?     Here  be  woods  us  green 
As  anv,  air  likewise  as  fresh  and  sweet. 
As  where  smooth  ZpphyniA  play«  on  the  fleet 
Face  of  the  curled  streams,  with  flowers  hs  many 
As  the  young  spring  give*,  and  an  choice  as  anv. 
Here  be  all  new  delights  cool  streams  and  wells. 
Arbours  o'ergrown  with  woodbines,  caves  and  dells, 
Chuse  where  thou  wilt,  whilst  1  sit  by  and  sting 
Or  gather  rushes  to  make  mnny  n  ring 
For  Uiy  long  fingent ;  tell  thre  tales  of  love. 
How  the  pale  Plicebe,  hunting  in  a  grove, 
First  saw  the  bov  Endymioii,  from  whoee  eyes 
She  took  etemaf  fire  that  never  dies ; 
How  she  convev'd  him  softly  in  a  sleep. 
His  temples  bound  with  poppy,  to  the  steep 
Head  of^old  Latmus,  where  she  stoops  each  night. 
Gilding  the  mountains  with  her  brother's  hght, 
To  kiss  her  sweetest. 

Tk^.  Far  from  me  are  these 

Hot  flashes,  bred  from  wanton  heat  and  ease. 

I  have  forgot  what  love  and  loving  meant ; 

Rhymes,  songs,  and  merry  rounds  that  oft  are  sent 

To 'the  soft  ears  of  maids  OJV  strange  to  me ; 

Only  I  live  to  admire  a  chastity. 

That  neither  pleasing  age,  smooth  tongue,  or  gold. 

Could  ever  break  upon,  so  pure  a  mold 

Is  that  her  mind  was  cast  in  ;  'tis  to  her 

I  only  am  reserv'd  ;  she  is  my  form  I  stir 

By,  breathe  and  move,  'tis  she  and  only  she 

Can  make  me  happy,  or  give  me  miser)-. 

Cloe.  Good  shepherd,  may  a  stranger  crave  to  know 
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To  whom  thifi  dear  obeervfince  you  do  owe  ? 

The.  You  Ilia)-,  and  by  lier  virtue  learn  to  tu^uare 
iVnd  level  out  yuur  life ;  for  to  be  fair 
And  nothing  virtuous,  only  fibt  the  eye 
Of  gaudy  youth  and  swelhng  vanity. 
Then  know,  she's  call'd  the  Viixin  of  the  Grove, 
She  that  hath  long  itince  buried  her  cIiaAte  love, 
And  now  lives  bv  nis  grave,  for  whose  dear  soul 
She  hath  vow'd  tersclf  into  the  holy  i-oJl 
()f  strict  virginity  ;  'tia  her  I  so  admire, 
Not  any  looser  blood,  or  new  desire. —  [Act  i.,  Sc.  3.] 

Thenot  loves  Clorin,  yet  ftam  to  gain  hU  auit. 

Clor.  Shephenl,  how  cam'st  thou  hither  to  this  place  ? 
No  way  is  trodden  ;  all  the  verdunt  grass 
The  spring  shot  up,  stands  yet  uobruibed  here 
Of  any  foot,  only  the  dappled  deer 
Far  from  the  fearetl  Hounn  of  crooked  horn 
Dwells  in  thift  fastness. 

The.  Chaster  than  the  mom, 
I  have  not  wandcr'd,  or  by  strong  illuition 
Into  this  virtuous  place  have  uuwte  intrusion : 
Dut  hither  am  I  come  (believe  me,  fair,) 
To  seek  you  out,  of  whose  great  gtx)d  the  air 
Is  full,  and  strongly  labours,  whilst  the  sound 
Breaks  against  heaven,  and  drives  into  a  stoutid 
The  ania7«t]  shepherd,  that  huch  virtue  can 
Be  resident  in  lesser  than  a  man. 

Clor.  If  any  art  I  have,  or  hidden  skill, 
May  cure  thee  of  disease,  or  fester'd  ill. 
Whose  grief  or  greenness  to  another's  eye 
May  seem  un  possible  of  remedy, 
I  dare  yet  undertake  it. 

The.  Tis  no  pain 
I  suffer  through  disease,  no  beating  vein 
Conveys  infection  dangerous  to  the  heart. 
No  part  imposthuuied,  to  be  cured  by  art. 
This  Iwdy  ntilds,  and  yet  a  feller  grief 
Than  ever  i^kilfuL  hano  did  give  relief 
UweUs  on  my  soul,  and  may  be  heal'd  by  you. 
Fair  beauteous  vii-gin. 

Clor.  Then,  shepherd,  let  nie  sue 
To  know  thy  grief;  that  man  yet  never  knew 
The  way  to  healtli,  that  durst  not  show  his  sore. 
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The.  Then,  fairest,  kno»-  I  love  you. 

Clor.  Swain,  no  more. 
Thuu  hast  abused  the  strictnesi  of  this  plftce, 
And  ofFer'd  sarrilt»gious  foul  disgrace 
To  the  sweet  rest  of  these  interred  bones ; 
For  fear  of  whose  ascending,  Bv  at  ouce. 
Thou  and  thv  idle  jMisiiionH,  that  the  sight 
(>f  death  and  speedy  venj^eance  may  not  fright 
Thv  very  soul  with  horror. 

The.   Lt't  nw?  not, 
(Thau  all  perfection)  merit  «uch  a  blot 
For  my  true  zeolouit  faith. 

Clor.  Darcst  thou  abide 
To  see  this  holy  earth  at  once  divide 
And  pre  her  body  up  ?  for  sure  it  will, 
If  thou  pursu'st  with  wanton  ftaines  to  fill 
This  hallow'd  place ;  therefore  re(*ent  and  go. 
Whilst  1  with  praise  apiieaae  hi-s  ghost  l»elow  ; 
That  else  would  tell  thee,  what  it  were  to  be 
A  rival  in  that  virtuous  love  that  he 
Embraces  yet. 

The.  TU  not  the  white  or  red 
Inhabits  in  yonr  cheek,  that  thus  can  wed 
My  mind  to  adoration  ;  nor  your  eye. 
Though  it  be  full  and  fair,  your  forehead  high. 
And  smooth  as  f  elops'  shoulder ;  not  the  sunle, 
LicM  watching  in  those  diinph^  to  beguile 
The  easy  soul  ;  your  hands  and  fingers  long 
With  veins  enamerd  richly  ;  nor  your  tongue, 
Though  it  spoke  sweeter  than  Arion*B  liaip; 
Your  hair,  wove  into  many  a  curious  warp. 
Able  in  endless  error  to  enfold 
llie  wand'riiig  soul ;  nor  the  true  perfect  mould 
Of  all  your  body,  wliith  as  pure  doth  show 
In  maiden  whiteneiw  a«  the  Alpsian  snow : 
All  these,  were  but  your  constancy  away. 
Would  please  me  less  than  a  black  stormy  day 
The  wretched  seaman  toiling  through  the  deep. 
But  whilst  this  honoured  strictness  you  dare  keep, 
Though  all  the  plagues  that  e'er  begotten  were 
In  the  great  womh  of  air,  were  settled  here, 
In  opposition,  I  would,  like  the  tree, 
Shake  off  those  drops  of  weakness,  and  be  free, 
Even  in  the  arm  of  danger. 

Clor.  Wouldat  thou  have 
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Me  raise  aeain  (fond  man)  troin  silent  grave 
Thnae  sparks  that  lung  agii  were  buried  here 
With  my  dead  friend^s  cold  ashes  'f 

The.  Dearest  dcar» 
1  daxe  not  ask  it,  nor  you  must  not  (^rout 
Stand  strongly  to  your  vnw^  and  do  not  faint. 
Remember  how  he  lov'd  you  ;  and  be  still 
The  same,  opinion  spcak-s  ye ;  let  not  will. 
And  that  great  go<l  of  wuuieii,  appetite. 
Set  up  your  blood  again  ;  do  not  invite 
Desire  and  Fnncy  trom  their  long  exile. 
To  set  Ihem  once  more  in  a  pleasing  smile. 
Be  like  a  rock  made  firmly  up  'gainst  all 
The  power  of  angry  heaven,  or  the  strong  fall 
Of  Neptune's  Iwttery  ;  if  ye  yield,  I  die 
To  all  affection  ;  'tis  that  loyalty. 
Ye  tie  unto  this  grave,  I  no  admire  ; 
And  yet  there's  something  else  I  would  desire 
If  you  would  hear  me,  but  withal  deny. 
O  Pan,  what  an  uncertain  destiny 
Hangs  over  all  my  hopes!  [  will  retire; 
For  if  I  longer  stay,  this  double  fire 
Will  lick  my  life  up> 

CloT.  The  guds  give  quick  release 

And  happv  cure  unto  thv  hard  disease. ' 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  a.] 

The  Ood  of  the  River  riaes  with  Amoret  in  hia  arms^  wluym.  the 
aulUn  Shepherd  hoe  filing  wounded  into  kin  spring. 

River  Qod.  What  powerful  charms  my  streams  do  bring 
Back  again  unto  their  spring, 
With  such  force,  that  I  their  god, 
Three  times  striking  with  my  rod, 
Could  not  keep  them  in  their  ranks? 
My  fishes  shoot  into  their  banks; 
'Diere's  not  one  that  stays  and  feeds ; 
All  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds. 
Here's  a  mortal  almost  dead 
Fal'n  into  my  river-head, 
Hallow'd  so  with  many  a  spell. 
That  till  now  none  ever  fell. 
Tis  a  female  young  and  clear, 
Ca^t  in  by  some  ravisher. 
See  upon  her  breast  a  wound, 


'[Eleven  imei  omitted.] 


"[End  or  Scene.] 
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On  which  there  is  no  plaster  bound. 

Vet  she's  warm,  her  pulses  beat ; 

Titi  a  sign  of  lite  and  heat. 

If  thou  be'st  a  virgin  pure, 

1  can  ^ve  a  present  cure. 

Take  a  drop  into  thy  wound 

From  my  wat'ry  locks,  more  round 

Than  onent  pearl,  and  far  more  pure 

Than  unchaste  flesh  may  endure. 

See  she  pants,  and  fruni  her  flesh 

The  warm  blood  pusheth  out  afresh. 

She  is  an  unpolluted  ntaid  ; 

I  mu:«t  have  thi.H  bleeding  staid. 

From  my  hanks  I  pluck  this  flower 

With  holy  hand,  whose  virtuous  powei' 

Is  at  once  to  heal  and  draw. 

The  blood  itlunis.      I  never  saw 

A  fairer  mortal.     Now  doth  break 

Her  deadly  slumber.     Virgin,  speak. 
Amo.  Who  hath  restored  my  sense,  given  nie  new  breath, 
And  brought  me  back  out  of  the  arms  of  death  ? 
River  Ood.  I  have  heal'd  thy  woundft, 
Amo,  Ah  me ! 
River  Qod.  Fear  not  him  that  succour'd  tbee. 

1  am  this  fountain's  god ;  below 

My  waters  to  a  river  grow, 

And  'twixt  two  banks  with  osiers  set. 

That  only  prosper  in  the  wet. 

Through  the  meadows  do  they  glide, 

Wheelmg  still  on  every  side. 

Sometimes  winding  round  about, 

To  find  tlie  evencst  choDDcl  out ; 

And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me. 

Leaving  morbd  company, 

In  the  cool  streams  shalt  thou  He, 

Free  fVom  harm  as  well  as  I. 

1  will  give  thee  for  thy  food. 
No  fish  that  useth  in  the  mud, 
But  trout  and  pike  that  love  to  swim 
Where  Uie  gravel  from  the  brim 

Through  the  pure  streams  may  be  seen. 
Orient  pearl,  tit  for  a  queen, 
Will  I  ^ve  thy  love  to  win, 
And  a  shell  to  keep  them  in. 
Not  a  flsh  in  all  my  brook 
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That  shall  di«}bey  thy  look, 

But  when  thou  wilt,  come  sliding  by, 

And  Irom  thy  white  hand  take  a  fly. 

And  tu  mftke  tliee  understand. 

How  I  can  my  waves  command. 

They  shall  hubble  whilst  I  sing 

Sweeter  than  the  silver  spring.  [Singt. 

The  Sony. 

Do  'not  har  to  put  thy  feet 

Naked  %n  the  rivers  aweet  : 

Think  Tiot  leechy  or  newtt  or  toad, 

WUl  bite  thy  foot,  when  thou  }iaat  trod ; 

Nor  let  tfie  xvaler  rising  high. 

As  thou  wadest  in,  make  thee  cry 

And  ttoby  but  ever  live  with  me» 

And  not  a  wave  akaU  trouble  thee. 
Anio.  Immortal  power,  that  rulest  this  holy  flood ; 
I  know  myself  unworthy  to  be  woo'd 
Ry  thee,  a  god :  for  ere  this,  but  for  thee, 
I  should  have  shown  my  weak  mortality. 
Besides,  by  holy  oath  netwixt  us  twain, 
1  am  betrothed  unto  a  shepherd  swain, 
Whose  comely  face,  I  know,  the  gods  above 
May  make  me  leave  to  see,  but  not  to  love. 
River  God.  May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. — 

Fairest  virgin,  now  adieu, 

I  must  make  my  waters  fly, 

Lest  they  leave  their  channels  dry, 

And  Ijeasts  that  come  unto  the  spring 

Miss  their  morning's  watering  : 

Which  I  would  not,  for  of  late 

All  the  neighbour  ptople  sate 

On  my  banks,  and  ironi  the  fold 

Two  white  lamlis  of  three  weeks  old 

Offer'd  to  my  deity  : 

For  which  this  year  they  shall  be  free 

From  raging  Howls,  that  as  they  pass 

Leave  their  gravel  in  the  grass: 

Nor  shall  their  meads  be  overflown. 

When  their  grass  is  newly  mown. 
Aino.  For  thy  kindness  to  me  shown. 

Never  from  thy  banks  be  blown 

Any  tree,  with  windy  force, 

Cross  thy  streams  \o  stop  thy  course : 
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[Act  iiL,  Sc.  1.] 
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THE  FALSE  OVE  A  TRAGEDY  [PlTiLISHED  1647: 
WUITTEN  .\BOLT  1620^     BY  JOHN  KLETLHLR 

PEoIffny,  Kina  of  Sgvpt^prmtntt  to  Ctmar  Uu hsad  of  Pompr.y. 
CoKtr  rtouM  the  S^pHanM  for  tkeir  treaehmy  and  in- 
ffftUUfidt. 

CasAB,    AxTmiT,     Dou-uclla,     Sczta,     Romans ;     Prouuir, 
Pbottxts    Achuxas     Bffyptiana. 

Pho.  HftU,  conqueror  Mid  bead  <^  all  the  world. 
Now  Urn  head's  off. 

Cos.  Ha! 

Pho.  Do  not  shun  me,  Cesar. 
From  kingly  Ptolemy  I  bring  this  present, 
'nie  crown  and  sweat  of  thy  Pharsalian  labour ; 
The  goal  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 
Before,  thy  victory  had  no  name,  Ciesar ; 
Tby  travail  and  thy  loss  of  blood  no  recompenoe ; 
Thou  dreani'dnt  of  being  worthy  and  of  war; 

>  [See  aho  pag«a  533  and  543.! 
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Aiid  all  thy  furiuuK  conflicbi  were  but  slumbers; 
Here  they  take  life,  here  they  inherit  houour. 
Grow  fix'd  and  shoot  up  everlasting  triumphs. 
Take  it  and  look  upon  thy  humble  servant. 
With  noble  eyes  lo»k  on  the  princely  l*tolcniy. 
That  ofT'ers  with  this  hcnd,  moat  mighty  Ca-aar, 
What  thou  would'st  once  have  given  for't,  all  Egj'pt. 

Ack.  Nor  do  not  question  it,  most  royal  conqueror, 
Nor  disesteem  the  lieneKt  tliat  meets  thee, 
Bevause  'tis  easilv  got,  it  comes  the  safer. 
Vet  let  me  tell  thee,  most  imperious  Cieaar^ 
'lliough  he  oppos'd  no  strength  of  swords  to  win  this. 
Nor  labour'd  tnrough  no  showers  of  darb«  and  lances. 
Yet  here  he  found  a  fort  that  faced  him  strongly, 
An  inward  wjtr :  He  was  his  grandsirc's  guest. 
Friend  to  his  father,  and  when  he  was  expcli'd 
And  beaten  from  this  kingdom  by  strong  hand, 
And  hud  none  left  him  to  restore  his  honour. 
No  hope  to  Htid  a  friend  in  such  a  misery ; 
Tlien  m  stept  Pnrapey,  took  his  feeble  fortune, 
.Strengthen'd  and  cnerisli'd  it,  and  .set  it  right  again. 
This  was  a  love  to  Ctesar  ! 

See.  Give  me  hate,  guds. 

Pho.  Tliis  Ca-sar  may  account  a  little  wicketl ; 
But  yet  remerolwr,  if  thine  own  hands,  conqueror. 
Had  fallen  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then  ; 
If  thioe  own  sword  had  touch'd  bis  thront,  what  that  way ; 
He  was  thy  son-in-law  ;  there  to  be  tainted 
Had  been  most  terrible ;  let  the  worst  be;  reiidcr'd. 
We  have  deserv'd  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 

C<X9.  O  Sccva,  Sccva,  sec  tJiat  head  ;  see,  captains, 
The  head  of  godlike  Pompey. 

See.  He  was  basely  ruin'd, 
But  let  the  gods  be  griev'd  that  suffer'd  it, 
And  be  you  Ciesar. 

0(JE8.  O  thou  conqueror, 
Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity. 
Thou  awe  of  nations,  wherefore  didst  thou  fall  thus? 
What  poor  fate  follow'd  thee  ami  pluck'd  thee  on 
To  trust  thy  sacred  life  to  an  Eg\-ptian ! 
The  life  and  light  of  Home  to  a  blind  stranger. 
That  honoumblc  war  ne'er  taught  a  nobleness, 
Nor  worthy  circumstance  shew'd  what  a  man  was ; 
That  never  heard  thy  name  sung  but  in  banquets 
And  loose  lascivious  plca-surcs  ;  to  a  boy. 
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'Vh^X  hod  no  futh  to  comprefaend  thy  ^reatntM, 
No  study  of  thy  life  to  know  thy  ^oodne» : 
And  leaTO  thy  nation,  nay,  thy  noble  friend, 
L^ave  him  distrusted,  that  in  team  falls  with  thee. 
In  soft  rek-nting  ttars !     Hear  me,  great  Pomper, 
If  thy  (i;Tcat  spirit  can  hear,  I  must  task  thee : 
ThouVt  most  unnobly  robb'd  me  of  mv  victory. 
My  love  and  mercy. 

Ant.  O,  bow  brave  these  tears  shew ! 
How  excellent  U  sorrow  in  on  enemv ! 

Dot.  Glory  appears  nut  greater  than  this  goodneHS. 

Cits.  Ej^yptians,  dare  you  think  vour  high  pyramides. 
Built  to  out-dure  the  sun  as  vou  suppose. 
Where  your  unworthy  king^  lie  rak  u  in  ashet, 
Are  monuments  fit  for  him  ?     No,  bnxxl  of  Milu% 
Nothinp  can  cover  his  high  fame  hut  heaven. 
No  pyramids  set  off  his  memories 
But  the  eternal  substance  of  his  greatness ; 
To  which  I  leave  him.     Take  the  head  away. 
And  with  the  body  give  it  noble  burial. 
Your  earth  shall  now  be  bless'd  to  hold  a  Roman, 
Whose  braveries  all  the  world's  earth  cannot  balance—^ 
You  look  now,  king. 

And  you  that  have  been  agents  in  this  glory, 
For  our  especial  favour? 

Ptol.  We  desire  it. 

Oces.  And  doubtless  you  expect  rewards  ? — * 
I  forgive  you  all :  tltat's  recompence. 
You  are  young  and  ignorant ;  that  pleads  your  pardon ; 
And  fear,  it  may  be,  more  than  hale  iirovok'd  ye. 
Your  ministers  I  must  think  wanted  judgment, 
And  so  they  err*d  ;  I  am  bountiful  to  think  this. 
Believe  nie,  must  bountiful ;  be  you  most  tluuikful ; 
That  1>ounty  share  amongst  ye  :  if  1  knew 
What  to  send  you  for  a  present,  king  of  Egjpt, 
I  mean,  a  head  of  equal  reputation, 

And  that  you  lov'd,  though  it  were  your  brightest  aiater^a,' 
(But  her  you  hate)  I  would  not  be  behind  yc. 

Ptol.  Hear  me,  great  Ciesar. 

Cofs.  I  have  heard  too  much : 
And  study  not  with  smooth  shows  to  invade 
My  noble  mind  as  you  have  dune  my  conquest. 
Ye  are  poor  and  open :  I  must  tell  ye  roundly, 


'[Six  linc«  ocniitcd.] 
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That  man  that  could  not  recompence  the  benefits, 
'I'hc  great  and  bounteous  s«'viccs  of  Ponipey, 
Can  never  doat  upon  the  name  of  Caesar. 
Though  I 

Had  hated  Pompey,  and  allow'd  his  ruin,* 
Hasty  to  please  in  blood  arc  seldom  ti'ustj : 
And  but  1  stand  envjron'd  with  my  victories. 
My  fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me, 
My  noble  strengths  and  friends  aliout  my  person, 
I  durat  not  try  you,  nor  expect  a  courtesy 
Above  the  pious  love  you  shew'd  to  Pompey. 
You've  found  me  merciful  in  aiding  with  you ; 
Swords,  hangmen,  Kres,  dottruction  of  all  natures, 
DemoHshmeuLs  of  kingdoms,  and  whole  ruins, 
Are  wont  to  Iw  mv  orators.     Turn  to  tears, 
Vou  wretched  and  j>oor  seeds  of  sun-bunit  Eg^pt: 
And  now  you've  found  the  nature  of  a  conqueror. 
That  you  cannot  decline  with  all  your  flatteries, 
That  where  the  day  gives  light  will  be  himself  still, 
Know  how  to  meet  his  worth  with  human  courtesies. 
Go,  and  enilmSui  tiie  Iwnes  of  that  ^i-eat  soldier ; 
Howl  round  almut  his  pile,  fling  on  your  spicea, 
Make  a  Sabeean  bed,  and  place  this  Phcenix 
Where  the  hot  sun  may  emulate  his  virtues. 
And  draw  another  rompey  from  his  a-shes 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  nim  'niongst  the  wortliies. 

Ptol.  We  will  do  all. 

C«5.  You've  robb'd  him  of  those  tears 
His  kindred  and  his  friends  kept  siicrcd  for  hizn, 
The  virgins  of  their  funeral  lamentations  ; 
And  that  kind  earth  that  thought  to  wjver  him. 
His  countrys  earth,  will  cry  out  'gainst  your  cruelty. 
And  weep  unto  the  ocean  for  revenge. 
Till  Nilus  raise  his  seven  heads  and  devour  ye. 
My  grief  has  stopt  the  rest :  when  Pompey  lived. 
He  used  you  nobly ;  now  he  is  dead,  use  him  so. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  l.«j 

'  [Line  onaitted  "  I  gave  you  no  comtnission  to  perform  it. "J 
■[Dyce's  edition,  vol  vi,] 
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LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE.  A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1647: 
WRITTEN  ABOUT  1618].     BY  JOHN  FLETCHER 

Leoeadia  leaves  h&r  Fathei^a  houa^,  diagwiaed  in  man's  apparel, 
to  travel  in  aearoh  of  Ma^k-antonio,  to  whom  she  ia 
contracted,  but  haa  been  deserted  by  Aim.  When  at  length 
she  meets  with  Aim,  ahe  finds,  that  by  a  precontract  he  i» 
the  Husband  of  Theodosia.  In  this  extremity,  Philippo, 
Brother  to  Theodosia,,  offers  Leoeadia  marriage. 

Philipfo.         Leocabia. 

Phi.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Leo.  I  have  heard  so  much. 
Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever.     No,  Mark-antonio, 
After  thy  sentence  I  may  hear  no  more ; 
Thou  hast  pronounc'd  me  dead. 

Phi.  Appeal  to  reason ; 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grie^ 
Which  rules  but  m  her  absence ;  hear  me  say 
A  sovereign  message  from  her,  which  in  duty, 
And  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  ought  hear. 
Why  do  you  strive  so  ?  whitJier  would  you  fly  ? 
You  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  frt>m  care, 
You  may  from  counsel ;  you  may  shift  your  place. 
But  not  your  person ;  and  another  clime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leo.  Oh! 

Phi.  For  passion's  sake, 
(Which  I  do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  you  will  sigh,  sigh  here ;  if  you  would  vary 
A  sigh  to  tears,  or  out-cry,  do  it  here. 
No  shade,  no  desart,  darkness,  nor  the  grave. 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  iJioughts  uian  I. 
Only  but  hear  me  speak. 

Leo.  What  would  you  say  P 

Phi.  That  which  shall  raise  your  heart,  or  pull  down  mine, 
Quiet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own : 
We  must  have  both  one  balsam,  or  one  wound. 
For  know,  lov'd  fair, 
I  have  read  you  through. 
And  with  a  wond'ring  pity  lookM  on  you. 
I  have  observ'd  the  method  of  your  blood. 
And  waited  on  it  ev^  with  83mipathy 
Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own. 
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I  knew  which  bluah  wad  anger'n,  which  was  love'c, 

Which  wiw  the  eye  of  sorrow,  which  of  truth. 

And  couM  distin^ish  honour  from  disdain 

In  every  change ;  and  you  are  worth  niv  study. 

I  saw  yi)ur  vniuntan'  niifterv 

Siixtain'd  in  travel ;  a  disguised  maid, 

Wearied  with  seeking,  and  with  Hnding  losti 

Neglected  where  you  hopetl  most,  or  put  by  ; 

I  saw  it,  and  liave  laid  it  to  my  iieart, 

AjuI  though  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righted, 

Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off'  nature. 

Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  most  hound  to  triumph : 

My  care  for  you  so  drown'd  inspect  of  her. 

Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  youi"  bonds. 

But  studies;!  your  relca.se:  and  fur  that  day 

Have  I  made  up  a  ransom,  brought  you  a  health. 

Preservative  'gainst  chance  or  injury, 

Please  vou  apply  it  to  the  grief;  myself. 

Leo. '  Ah ! 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such  a  cure; 
Antonio  was  not,  and  'tis  possible 
Phllippo  may  succeed.     My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  deet>-rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread, 
As  Murk-antoniu's  ;  and  in  that,  all  seek. 
Fortune  hath  giv'n  him  no  precedency  ; 
As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I  may  Burn 
luceiise  as  much  as  he  ;  I  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  bv  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ne'er  cared 
Which  side  my  lady  or  her  Moman  took 
In  their  survey  ;  I  durst  have  told  niy  tale  too. 
Though  his  discourse  new  ended. 

Leo.  My  repulse 

Phi.  Let  that  not  torture  you  which  makes  me  happy, 
Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  is  no  slmme ; 
Twas  no  repulse,  it  was  your  dowry  rather; 
For  then  methought  a  thousand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thousand  stories 
Of  constant  virtue,  which  you  then  ont-reachM, 
In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wrett-hed  or  di.sgraced 
After  this  suffering,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  know. 
You  are  the  charge  and  business  of  those  powers, 
Who,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  hani  tasks 
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Upon  great  natures*  and  of  noblest  hopes  ; 
Read  trivial  lessons  and  half-lines  to  slugs  : 
lliey  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mJThfinrrj 
Spend  more  than  half  their  age  in  igaocaaoe. 

Leo.  Tis  vtrll  TDu  think  so. 

Phi.  You  :Khall  think  so  too; 
You  shall,  ifweet  Leocadia,  and  do  «o. 

Lto.  Gooil  sir,  no  more :  jou  have  too  fair  a  shape 
To  play  »o  foul  a  part  in,  as  the  Tempter. 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  fortune ;  who. 
Who  hhoutd  abt>olve  me  of  m_v  vow  yet;  ha? 
My  contract  inadt:  r' 

Phi,  Your  contract  ? 

Leo.  Yes,  my  contract. 
Am  I  not  his  ?  his  wife  ? 

Phi.  Sweet,  nothing  lesi. 

Lio.  I  have  no  name  then. 

Phi.  Truly  then  you  have  not. 
How  can  you  be  liih  wife,  who  was  before 
Another^B  husband  ? 

Leo.  O !  though  he  dijtpense 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  do  nmtake,  clear  soul ;  his  precontract 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv'n  no  faith 
'Hint  ties  you,  in  religion,  or  humanity : 
You  rather  sin  againxt  that  greater  precept, 
To  covet  whafs  another's  ;  sweet,  you  do. 
Believe  me,  who  dare  not  urge  dishonest  things. 
Remove  that  Mxuple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  scale, 
And  weigh  tlicm  with  your  safeties.     Think  but  wtuth 
Now  you  can  go  ;  what  you  can  do  to  live  ; 
How  near  you  have  barrd  all  ports  to  your  own  succour, 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open^  loi'e. 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  pr^ 
To  the  wild  lust  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  like  a  temptation, 
And  think  you  want  the  man  you  personate ; 
Would  not  regard  tliLs  shift,  which  love  put  on, 
As  virtue  forcM,  but  covet  it  like  vice : 
So  should  you  live  the  t>lander  of  each  sex, 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  »hame ; 
And  which  is  wurse,  even  Mark-antonio 
Would  be  call'd  just,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off. 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt : 


er 
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Where,  if  you  make  new  choJce»  and  settle  here 

There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood. 

Each  current  keeps  his  course,  and  all  MispicionH 

Shall  return  honours.     Came  you  forth  ii  maid? 

Go  home  a  wife.     Alone,  and  in  disguise  ? 

Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia. 

Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm, 

Transfonn  all  mLschiefe  as  you  are  transforra'd, 

Turn  your  oHcnded  father's  wrath  to  wonder, 

And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a  silent  welcome  ; 

Unfold  the  riddles  vou  have  made. — What  say  you? 

Now  is  the  time  ;  tfelay  Is  but  despair ; 

If  you  be  chau^'d,  let  a  kiss  tell  me  so. 

Leo.  I  am  ;  but  how,  I  rather  feel  than  know. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  4.'] 

TbU  ia  one  of  the  most  pleasing  if  not  the  nio«l  shining  scenes  in  Fletcher. 
All  tfi  sweet,  nataral.  and  anfoiced.  It  is  a  copy  which  wc  nuy  suppose  Massineer 
to  have  pio6ted  by  the  studying. 


BONDUCA:   ATRAGEDY  [rUBMSHED1647:  PRODUCED 
BEFORE  1618-19].    BY  JOHN  FLETCHER 

Bonduca^  the  British  Queen,  taking  occasion  frmn.  a  Defeat  of 
the  Romans  to  impeach  their  Valour,  is  rebuked  hy  Caratack. 

BoN'Dri'A,  Caratach,  Henuo,  Nrknuth,  Soldiers. 

Bon.  The  luiniy  Romans !  O  ye  gods  of  Britain, 
The  nist  of  arm>c,  the  blushing  HhHme  of  soldiers  ! 
Are  these  the  men  that  conquer  by  inheritance? 
llie  fortune- makers  'f  these  the  Julians, 
That  with  the  sun  measure  the  end  of  Nature, 
Making  the  world  but  one  Rome  and  one  Caesar? 
Shame,  how  they  flee!  Cwsar's  soft  soul  dwelb  in  them  ; 
Tlieir  mothers  ^ot  them  sleeping,  pleasure  nursed  them. 
Their  btnlies  Hweal  with  sweet  oiU,  love's  allurements. 
Not  lusty  arms.     Dare  they  send  those  to  seek  us, 
These  Roman  mrls.''     Is  Britain  gronii  so  wanton  ? 
Twice  we  have  neat  them,  .N'ennius,  Rcuttered  them. 
And  through  their  big-boned  Germans,  on  whose  pikes 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph. 
Made  theiues  for  songs  to  shame  tliein  :  and  a  woman, 

•lUyee'sed.,  vol.  xi.] 
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A  woman  beat  them,  Nemiius ;  a  weak  woman, 
A  woman  beat  these  Romans. 

Co/T.  So  it  seems.     A  man  would  shame  to  talk  sa 

Bon,  Who's  that? 

Car.  L 

BoTi,  Cousin,  do  you  grieve  at  my  fortunes  ? 

Cour.  No,  Bonduca, 
If  I  grieve,  'tis  at  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes ; 
You  put  too  mudi  wind  to  your  sail :  discretion 
And  hardy  valour  are  the  twins  of  honour, 
And,  nurs'd  together,  make  a  ccmqueror ; 
Divided,  but  a  talker.     Tis  a  truth, 
That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed. 
A  truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady. 
And  not  oiu'  tongues.     A  truth,  is  none  of  ours, 
Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing ; 
For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a  virtue,  lady. 
And  we  that  have  been  victors,  beat  ourselves. 
When  we  insult  upon  our  honour's  subject. 

Bon.  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  us  do, 
And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca, 
So  what  we  say  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
Ye  call  the  Romans  fearful,  fleeing  Romans, 
And  Roman  girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  pleasures  : 
Df}es  this  become  a  doer  ?  are  they  such  ? 

Bon.  They  are  no  more. 

Cor,  Where  is  your  conquest  then  ? 
Why  are  your  altars  crowns  with  wreaths  of  flowers, 
The  beasts  with  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire  ? 
The  holy  Druides  composing  songs 
Of  everlasting  Ufe  to  Victory  ? 
Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady  ?    fra*  a  may-game  ? 
For  hunting  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans  ? 
Is  it  no  more  ?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  nis  heifers  ; 
Put  out  our  holy  fires  ;  no  timbrel  ring ; 
Let's  home  and  sleep ;  for  ^uch  great  overthrows 
A  candle  bums  too  bright  a  sacrifice ; 
A  glow-worm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.     O  Nennius, 
Thou  hadst  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  to  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 
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Bon.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
Ye  doat  upon  these  Romans,  Caratadi. 

Ca^.  Witness  these  wounds,  I  do ;  they  were  &irlj  given. 
I  love  an  enemy,  I  was  born  a  soldia* ; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  (^  *s  troop  defies  me, 
Bending  m^^  manly  body  with  his  sword, 
I  make  a  mistress.     Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne^er  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy, 
Tlian  I  am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds  me : 
And  are  not  all  these  Romans  ?    Ten  struck  battles 
I  Buck'd  these  honoured  scars  from,  and  all  Roman. 
Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches. 
When  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  through  my  cuirass, 
And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I 
Were  the  more  stubborn  metal,  have  I  wrought  tiirough, 
And  all  to  try  these  Romans.    Ten  times  a  night 
I  have  Bwum  the  rivers,  when  the  stars  of  Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 
Tumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shoulders, 
Charging  my  batterd  sides  with  troops  of  agues, 
And  stilT  to  try  these  Romans ;  whom  I  found 
(And  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  backward. 
And  be  you  witaeas,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I  brought 
(Which  was  not  fear  nor  flight)  as  valiant. 
As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  sufler, 
"Ever  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britons ; 
llieir  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours ; 
Aye,  and  as  subtil,  Lady.    Tis  di^onour. 
And  foUow'd  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief^  to  taint  these  Romans. 
Have  I  not  seen  the  l^tons — 

Bon.  What? 

Car.  Dishearfned, 
Run,  run,  Bonduca,  not  the  quick  rack  swifter. 
The  vinrin  from  the  hated  ravisher 
Not  half  so  fearful ; — not  a  flight  drawn  home, 
A  round  stone  horn  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish, 
E'er  made  that  haste  that  l^ey  have.     By  heavens, 
I  have  seen  these  Britons  that  you  magnify. 
Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time,  and  roaring. 
Basely  for  mercy,  roaring ;  the  light  shadows, 
Tliat  in  a  thought  scur  o'er  the  nelds  of  com, 
Halted  on  cnituies  to  them. 
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Bon.  O  ye  powers. 
What  scandals  do  I  suffer ! 

Oar.  Yes,  Bonduca, 
I  have  seen  thee  run  too,  mid  thee,  Neimius ; 
Yea,  run  apace,  both  ;  then  when  Henyus 
The  Komui  girl»  cut  through  your  armed  carts. 
And  drove  theiu  headlong  on  yc  down  the  hill : 
Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain-foxes 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  I  see 
These  va]iant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  bodinff  owln,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy. 
And  boot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  then,   Caratach  ? 

Car.  I  Hed  too. 
But  not  so  fast ;  your  jewel  had  been  lout  then, 
Youno;  Hengo  there ;  he  traaht  me,  Nennius : 
For  when  your  fears  out-run  him,  then  stept  I, 
And  in  the  bead  of  ail  the  Ronian'&  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  belt  to  ray  back, 
I  buckled  him  ;  behind  him,  my  sure  shield ; 
And  then  I  follow'd.     If  I  *y»y  I  foutjht 
Five  times  in  bringing  oft'  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I  lie  nut,  Neimius.     Neither  had  ye  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more, 
But  that  the  son  of  Virtue,  Penyus, 
Seeing  me  steer  through  all  these  storms  of  danger, 
My  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  sword),  my  prow 
Tum'd  to  uiy  foe  (my  face),  he  cried  out  nobly, 
"  Go  Briton,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely  ; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  tnee :  grow  strong, 
And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  iu  arms : 
Then  if  thnu  stand'st,  thou  art  mine."     I  took  his  oiler. 
And  here  I  am  to  honour  him. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.»] 


THE  BLOODY  BROTHER ;  OR  ROLLO.  A  TRAGEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1639:  WRITTEN  ABOUT  161 7J.  B^ 
JOHN  FLETCHER 

RoUo,  DuJce  of  Normandy^  a  bloody  tyranU  puts  to  deaUt  hie 
tutor  Baldwin^  for  too  freely  reproving  kitn  for  his  erimet ; 
but  afterwards  falls  in  love  with  Edith,  daughter  to  tht 
man  he  has  alain^  She  makes  a  show  of  rtlnnxin^  Au 
tot»,  and  in^^  him  to  a  banquet ;  her  design  beivg  to. 

^IMtrmaid  Stria,  ed.  Stiacbey.] 
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train  hvni  there,  that  she.  may  kill  him  ;  hut,  overeome  by 
his  jiati«ris8^  and  real  or  dissemiUed  remorse,  ehefainU  in 
her  r€eolution. 


Rx> 


^hiil  brii 


Roi,i-o.         KniTH. 


Ukt 


_  bcjiuty's  form  upon  her, 
In  all  the  happy  lustre  of  heaven's  ^lorj'. 
Has  dropt  down  from  the  sky  to  comfort  inc  ? 
Wonrler  of  Nature,  let  it  not  prophatie  thee  ; 
My  rude  hand  touched  thy  boiuty,  nor  this  kiss, 
The  eentle  sacritice  of  love  and  service. 
Be  oner'd  to  the  honour  of  thy  sweetnew. 

Edi.  My  gracious  lord,  no  deity  dwells  here, 
Nor  nothing  of  that  virtue  but  obedience; 
The  servant  to  your  will  aficcts  no  flattei-y. 

Rot.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  swear  Uiosi-  eyes 
Are  Love's  eternal  lanipti  he  fires  all  heartx  with  ? 
That  tongue  the  smart  Mitring  to  his  bow  ?  those  sighs 
The  deadly  shafts  he  sends  into  our  souls? 
Oh,  look  upc»n  ine  with  thy  spnn|;of  beautv. 

Edi.  Your  grace  is  full  of  gnme. 

RoL  By  heaven,  my  Edith, 
Thy  mother  fixi  on  roses  when  she  l)red  thee. 
The  sweetness  of  the  Arabian  wind  still  blowing 
Upon  the  treasures  of  perfumes  and  spices,, 
In  all  their  pride  and  pleasures,  call  tliue  mistiCK, 

Edi.  Wil't  please  you  sit,  siri* 

Rot.  So  you  pJeose  sit  by  me. 
Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  speaking  to  thee : 
The  excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Ties  up  my  tongue :  prav  speak  to  me. 

Ed\.  Of  what,  sir? 

Rol.  Of  any  tiling,  any  thing  is  excelleiil. 
Will  you  take  my  airectmns  ?  s[>eak  of  love  then  ; 
Speak  of  thy  fair  self,  Kdith ;  and  while  thou  speak'st» 
Let  me  thus  languishing  give  up  myself,  wench. 

Edi.  H'hs  a  strange  cunning  tongue.     Why  do  you  sigh,  sir? 
How  masterly  he  tunis  himseli  to  catch  me. 

Rftl.  'ITie  way  to  paradise,  my  gentle  maid, 
Is  hard  and  crooked  ;  scan-c  n:{M.'ntancc  finding, 
With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 
Give  me  thy  hand  ;  what  dost  thou  feel  P 

Edi.  Your  tears,  sir ; 
You  weep  extremely  ;  strengthen  me  now,  justice. 
Why  are  these  sorrows,  sir  ? 
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RoL  Thou'lt  never  love  mc. 
If  I  should  tell  thee  ;  yet  there's  no  way  left 
Ever  to  purchase  this  blest  paradise, 
But  swimming  thitlier  in  thei!>e  tears, 

Edi,  I  staler. 

RoL  Are  tmy  not  drops  of  blood  ? 

Edi.  No. 

Rot.  They're  for  blood  then. 
For  ^liltletts  blood  ;  and  they  must  dmp,  ray  Edith, 
Th^'  imist  thus  drop,  till  I  fiave  drown  d  my  mischiefs. 

adi.  If  this  be  true,  I  have  no  strength  to  touch  him. 

Rol.  I  prithee  look  u|jon  me,  turn  not  from  me ; 
Alas  I  do  confe«s  I'm  made  of  mischiefs, 
Begot  with  all  man's  miseries  upon  me : 
But  see  Qiy  sorrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou, 
Whose  only  sweetest  sacrifice  is  softness, 
Whose  true  condition,  tenderness  of  nature, 

Edi.  My  anger  melts  ;  oh,  I  shall  lose  my  justice! 

RoL  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelty. 
As  I  have  done,  to  murder  with  thine  eves, 
(Those  blessed  eyes)  as  I  have  done  with  malice. 
When  thou  hast  wounded  me  to  death  with  scorn, 
(As  I  deser\e  it,  lady)  for  my  true  love, 
When  thou  hast  loaden  me  with  earth  for  ever. 
Take  heed  my  sorrows,  and  the  stin^  I  suffer. 
Take  heed  my  nif^btly  dreams  of  death  and  horror 
Pursue  thee  not :  no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs  then. 
Nor  shall  an  hour  of  joy  atld  to  thv  beauties. 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  father, 
As  I  was  smear'd  in  blood,  do  not  thou  bate  me ; 
But  thus  in  whiteness  of  my  wash'd  repentance. 
In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Edith, 
In  niy  fair  life  hereafter. 

Eai  He  will  fool  me. 

RoL  Ub,  witii  thine  augel  eyes  behold  and  blees  me : 
On  Heaven  we  call  for  mercy  and  obtain  it. 
To  justice  for  our  right  on  earth  ajid  have  it ; 
Of  thee  I  beg  for  love,  save  me,  and  give  it- 

Edi.  Now,  heaven,  thy  lielp,  or  I  am  gone  for  ever ! 
His  tongue  has  tum'd  me  into  melting  pity. 

[Act  v„  Sc.  2.»] 
'[Oycc'i  ed.,  vol.  x.] 
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THIERRY  AND  THEODORET:  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED 
IGsn  :  WRITTEN  ABOUT  1616].    BY  JOHN  FLETCHER 

Thierry,  King  of  france^  beirig  chUdlees,  is  foretold  by  am 
Aa^loger,  that  he  ahaU  have  Children  if  he  aa/rrifioe  the 
first  Woman  that  he  shall  meet  at  sun-riM  coming  otU  of 
the  Temple  of  Diana.  He  vwita  before  the  Temple,  and 
the  fvrat  W&mam  he  aeea  proves  to  be  his  own  Wife  Ordella. 

Thierry.    Martel,  a  NobUmam. 

Mart  Your  grace  is  early  stirring. 

Thier.  How  can  he  sleep 
Whose  happiness  is  laid  up  in  an  hour 
He  knows  comes  stealing  towards  him  ?    O,  Martel ! 
Is't  possible  the  longing  bride,  whose  wishes 
Out-run  her  fears,  can  on  that  day  she  is  married 
Consume  in  slumbers ;  or  his  arms  rust  in  ease, 
Tliat  hears  the  charge,  and  sees  the  honoured  purchase 
Ready  to  gild  his  valour  ?    Mine  is  more, 
A  power  acMve  these  passions ;  this  day  fVance, 
France,  that  in  want  of  issue  withers  with  us. 
And  like  an  aged  river,  runs  his  head 
Into  fcffgotten  ways,  s^ain  I  ransom, 
And  his  &ir  course  turn  right. 

Mtart.  Happy  woman,  that  dies  to  do  these  things. 

Thier.  The  Gods  have  heard  me  now,  and  those  that  soom'd  me, 
Mothers  of  many  children  and  blest  fathers 
That  see  thdr  issue  like  the  stats  unnumber'd, 
Hieir  comfort  more  than  them,  shall  in  my  praises 
Now  teach  their  in&nt  songs ;  and  tell  their  ages 
From  such  a  son  of  mine,  or  such  a  queen, 
Tliat  chaste  Ordella  brings  me. 

Mart.  The  day  wears, 
And  those  that  have  been  ofiering  early  prayOTs, 
Are  now  returning  homeward. 

Thier.  Stand  and  mark  then. 

Ma/rt.  Is  it  the  first  must  sufler  ? 

Thier.  The  first  woman. 

MaH.  What  hand  shall  do  it,  sir  ? 

Thier.  This  hand,  Martel : 
For  who  less  dare  presume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incense  of  this  o&ring  ? 

Mart.  Would  I  were  she, 
For  such  a  way  to  die,  and  such  a  blessing. 
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Call  never  crown  mv  parting.' 
Here  cnmeK  a  woman. 

OuiKLLA  comes  out  from  the  Temple^  vexUd. 

TfnKr.  Stand  and  behold  her  then. 

blurt.  I  think  u  fair  one. 

Tkier.  Move  nut  whilst  I  prepare  her :  may  her  peace, 
Kike  his  whow  innorence  the  ^^ndit  are  plea.«*d  with, 
And  ottering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  soul 
Far  purer  than  those  fin-s,  pull  hcHven  upon  her; 
You  holy  jMJwcrs,  no  human  spot  dwell  in  her; 
No  love  of  any  thing,  but  you  and  goodoeaa. 
Tie  her  to  earth ;  feeir  be  a  i»tranger  to  her. 
And  all  weak  bluotpM  affections,  but  Uiy  hope. 
Let  her  beijueath  to  women  ;  hear  me,  heaven. 
Give  her  a  spirit  masculine  and  noble} 
Fit  for  youn>elves  to  aak,  and  oic  to  offer. 
()  let  her  nteet  my  blow,  doat  on  her  death ; 
And  as  a  wanttm  vine  bowA  to  the  pruner. 
That  by  his  cutting  otf  more  may  increase. 
So  let  her  fall  to  raiiic  oic  truit.     Uail  woman  ! 
The  happiest  and  the  best  (if  the  dull  will 
Uo  not  abuse  thy  fortune)  France  e'er  found  yet, 

Ordfl.  She's  more  than  dull,  sir,  less  and  wonie  tlian  woman, 
'iliat  may  inherit  such  an  infinite 
Ag  you  propound,  a  greatness  no  near  goodnesi, 
Ana  biings  a  will  to  rob  her. 

Tkxer.  Tell  me  this  then, 
\Va.<*  there  eV*r  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found. 
That  for  fair  fame,  uiutpotted  memory. 
For  virtue's  sake,  and  only  for  its  »elf  sake, 
Has,  or  dare  make  a  story .'' 

Ordel.  Many  dead,  Mr,  living  1  think  a^  many. 

Tkier.  Say  the  kingdom 
May  from  a  woman's  will  receive  a  blewiing, 
'Y\\c  king  and  kingdom,  not  a  private  safety  ; 
A  general  blessing,  lady- 

Ordel.  X  general  curse  light  on  her  heart  denies  it. 

Tkier.   Full  of  honour  ; 
And  Hiich  examples  as  the  foimer  ages 
Were  but  dim  shadows  of  and  empty  figtires. 

Ordel.  You  strangely  stir  me,  sir,  and  were  my  weaknesft 
In  any  other  flesh  but  modest  woman's. 
You  should  not  ask  more  questions  ;  may  I  do  it.' 

'[Nine  lines  omitted.] 
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Tkier.  Ymi  uiay,  anil  which  is  more,  you  roust. 

Ordel.  I  joy  in  it. 
Above  a  moderate  gladness  ;  sir,  you  pioniise 
It  shall  be  honest. 

ThitT.  As  ever  time  tliscover'd. 

Ordtl.  Let  it  be  whnt  it  may  then,  what  it  dare, 
1  have  a  miud  will  hazard  it. 

Tkier.   But  hark  ye. 
What  may  that  woman  merit,  makeH  this  blessing.^ 

Ordtil.  Only  her  duty,  sir. 

Tkier.  'Tis  terrible. 

Ordel.  Tis  so  much  the  more  noble. 

Tki^.  Tis  full  of  fearful  j^badows. 

Ordel.  So  is  sleep,  sir. 
Or  any  thing  tliat's  merely  ours  and  mortal  ; 
We  were  begotten  gods  else :  but  those  fears, 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts, 
Fly,  like  the  »bHpes  uf  clouds  we  furui,  tu  nothing. 

Tkier.  Suppose  it  death. 

Ordel.  I  do. 

Tkier.  And  endless  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ourn,  with  all  our  sweetness. 
With  youth,  strength,  pleasure,  people,  time,  nay. 
For  in  the  silent  grave,  no  conversation,' 
No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers, 
No  careful  father's  counsel,  nothing's  beard, 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 
Dust  and  an  endless  <Iarkness :  and  dare  you,  woman. 
Desire  this  place  ? 

Ordel.  Tis  of  all  sleeps  the  sweetest ; 
Children  b^in  it  to  us,  strong  men  seek  it. 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  their  {tainted  glories 
Fall  like  spent  exhalations  to  this  centre : 
And  those  are  fools  that  fear  it,  or  imagine, 
A  few  unhandsome  pleasures,  or  life's  profits. 
Can  recompense  this  place  ;  and  mad  that  stay  it. 
Till  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humours 
Bring  them  dispeni'd  to  the  earth. 

Tkier.  Then  you  can  suiFer? 

Ordel.  As  willingly  as  say  it, 

Tkier.  Martel,  a  wonder! 
Here  is  a  woman  tliat  dares  die.     Yet  tell  uie. 
Are  you  a  wife  f 

Ordel.  I  am,  sir. 

'  There  is  no  work,  no  device,  nor  knowledge,  nor  wisdom,  in  die  grave  whithd 
thou  goe»t.     B<cUsia$ttt  [Chap,  tx.,  v.  lo.] 
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Thier.  And  have  children  ?  She  aghs  and  weeps. 

Ordd.  O  none,  sir. 

Thier.  Dare  you  venture. 
For  a  poor  barreu  praise  you  ne'er  stiall  hear. 
To  part  with  these  sweet  hopes  ? 

OrdeL  With  all  but  heaven. 
And  yet  die  full  of  children  ;  he  that  reads  me 
When  I  ain  ashes,  is  my  sun  in  winhes : 
And  those  chaste  damea  that  keep  my  memory, 
Sineing  mv  yearly  requiems,  are  my  dau^htera. 

Thier.   incn  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  knowledge. 
And  what  1  muitt  do,  lady. 

Ordel.  You  are  the  king,  sir. 
And  what  yoo  do  I'tl  suffer,  and  that  blessing 
That  vou  desire,  tlie  gmls  »hower  un  the  kingdom. 

Th^e^.  Thus  much  before  I  strike  then,  for  I  must  kill  you ; 
The  gods  have  will'd  it  so,  they've  made  the  blessing 
Must  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a  man. 
Keep  up  your  strength  still  nobly. 

Ordel.  Fear  me  not. 

Thie,r.  And  meet  death  like  a  measure. 

Ordel.  I  am  steadfast. 

Thier.  Thou  shalt  be  sainted,  woman,  and  thy  tomb 
Cut  out  in  chrvstal  pure  and  good  as  thou  art ; 
And  on  it  shall  be  graven  v:\eTy  age 
Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rise  by  thy  fall, 
Till  thouTiest  there  like  old  and  fiuitful  Nature. 
Darest  thou  behold  thy  happiness? 

Ordel.  I  dare,  sir.     {PnlU  off  her  veil ;  he  lets  fall  Aw  e\ 

7%wr.  Ha! 

Mar.  O,  sir,  you  must  not  do  it. 

Thier.  No,  I  dare  not. 
'Hiere  is  an  angel  keeps  that  paradise, 
A  fiery  angel,  friend  :  O  virtue,  virtue. 
Ever  and  endless  virtue. 

Ordel.  Strike,  sir,  strike  ; 
And  if  in  mv  poor  death  fair  France  may  merit, 
Give  mc  a  thousand  blows,  be  kilhng  me 
A  thousand  days. 

Thier.  First  let  the  earth  be  barren, 
And  man  no  more  remeniberM.     Rise,  Ordella, 
The  nearest  to  thy  maker,  tind  the  purest 
That  ever  dull  flesh  shewed  us, — Oh  my  heart-strings! ' 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  l.»] 

'  I  have  always  considered  ihia  to  be  the  finest  scene  in  Fletcher,  and  Oidella  the 
most  perEect  idea  of  the  feinale  heroic  chaiacter,  next  to  Calantha  in  the  Broken 
^[Utrmaid  Serits,  ed.  Stracbcy.J 
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Martel  relates  to  Thierry  the  mam-ner  of  0rdeUa*8  death. 

Mar.  The  griev'd  Oitiella,  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  irom  that)  having  from  me. 
Prompted  b_v  yom-  last  parting  groan,  euquir'd 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  cause  aoon  learn'd  ; 
For  she  whom  barbari-tm  could  deny  nothing, 
With  such  prevailing  earnestness  desir'd  it, 
Twas  not  in  nie,  though  it  liad  been  my  death, 
To  hide  it  from  her ;  she,  I  say,  in  whom 
All  wan,  that  Athens,  Home,  or  wat'like  Sparta, 
Have  reginterM  for  good  in  their  best  women. 
But  nothing  of  their  ill ;  knowing  herself 
Mark'd  out,  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  but  sure 
A  cruel  one)  to  die,  to  give  you  children  ; 
Having  fint  with  a  settled  countenance 
Look'd  up  to  heaven,  and  then  upon  herself, 
(It  being  the  next  best  object)  and  then  smil'd, 
As  if  her  jov  in  death  to  do  you  service, 
Would  breaK  forth,  in  despite  of  the  much  sorrow 
She  show'd  she  had  to  leave  you ;  and  then  taking 
Me  by  the  hiuid,  this  hand  which  1  must  ever 
Lqvc  belter  tlian  1  have  done,  since  she  tuuch'd  it, 
"Go,"  said  she,  "to  my  lord,  (and  to  go  to  him 
Is  such  a  happiness  I  must  not  hope  for) 
And  tell  him  that  he  too  much  priz'd  a  trifle 
Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Tliankful  acceptance,  for  her  sake  to  rob 
TTie  orphan  kmgdoin  of  such  guardians,  as 
Must  of  necessity  descend  frt>m  him  ; 
And  therefore  in  some  part  of  recompense 
Of  his  much  love,  and  to  shew  to  the  world 
niat  'twas  not  her  fault  only,  but  her  fate, 

Heart  of  Ford,  that  hu  been  embodied  in  fiction.  She  ii  a  piece  of  sainted  natute. 
Yet  noble  i*  the  whole  Kcene  is,  it  must  be  confessed  Ihal  tfaemannci  of  it,  compared 
with  Sbakspeajc's  finest  scene*,  is  slow  and  languid.  U*  motion  is  ciicular,  not 
piopei&ive.  Edch  line  levolvex  on  itself  in  a  soil  of  fiepiuate  orbit.  They  do  not 
join  into  one  another  like  a  running  hand.  Every  step  thai  we  go  we  aie  ■topped 
to  admire  some  tiiiiglc  objecl.  lilte  walking  in  beautiful  scenery  with  a  guide.  This 
slowness  1  shall  elsewhere  fiave  occasion  to  remark  as  cbRracteristic  of  Fletcher. 
Another  striking  difference  perceivable  between  Fletcher  and  Shak&pcaie,  is  the 
fondness  of  the  former  for  unnatural  and  violent  sttuabons,  like  that  in  the  scene 
before  us.  lie  seems  to  have  thouj^ht  that  nothing  great  could  be  produced  in  an 
ordinary  way.  The  chief  incidctiis  in  the  Wife  for  a  Month,  in  Cupid's  Revenge, 
in  the  Double  Marriage,  and  in  many  more  of  his  Tragedies,  shew  this.  Shakspeare 
had  nothing  of  this  contortion  m  hia  mind,  none  c^  that  craving  after  romantic 
incidents,  and  flights  of  strained  and  improbable  vinuc,  which  1  think  always  beuiyi 
an  imperfect  nioraJ  sensibility. 
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That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 

Of  such  most  certain  blessings ;  yet  for  proof, 

She  did  not  envy  her»  that  happy  her, 

'Xliat  i«  upiKiinted  tu  them  ;  her  quick  end 

Should  make  wav  for  her : "  which  no  itooner  spoke. 

Rut  in  a  moment  this  too  ready  engine 

Made  such  u  battery  in  the  choicest  castle 

That  ever  Nature  made  to  defend  life. 

That  straight  it  shook  and  sunk. 

[Act  w.,  Sc.  £]" 


WIT  WITHOUT MONFA'.  A  COMEDY  [PITBLISHED  1639:' 
rUODUCED  NOT  EARLJEK  THAN  1614].  BY  JOHN. 
FLETCHER 

The  hwmov/r  of  a  Gallant  who  toill  not  be  persiMded  io  kt*p 
hia  Landa,  but  ckuses  to  live  by  hi6  Wits  rath^. 

VALENTrxK's  Uncle.     Mkrohakt,  who  has  his  Mortgage. 

Mer.  When  saw  you  V^aientine  ? 

Vnc.  Not  since  the  horse  race. 
He's  taken  up  with  those  that  woo  the  widow. 

Mer.  How  con  he  live  by  sautches  from  i>uch  people? 
He  bore  a  worthy  mind. 

(Inc.  Alas,  hes  sunk, 
His  meam  arc  gone,  he  wants ;  aiid,  which  is  worse. 
Takes  a  delight  in  doing  sa 

Mer.  That's  strange; 

Unc  Runs  lunatic  if  you  but  talk  of  states } 
He  can't  be  brought  (now  he  has  spent  his  own) 
To  think  there  is  inheritance,  or  means. 
But  al]  a  aimmon  riches ;  all  men  bound 
To  be  his  liaililts, 

Mer.  This  is  something  dangerous. 

Unc  No  gentlemen,  that  has  estate,  to  use  it 
In  keeping  house  or  followers :  for  those  ways 
He  cries  againstt  for  eating  sins  dull  surfeits, 
Cranniiing  of  serving-men,  mustering  of  beggant, 
Maintaining  hospitals  for  kites  and  cuis. 
Grounding  their  fat  faiths  upon  old  country  proverbs, 
"^God  bless  the  foundent : "  these  he  would  have  ventured 
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Into  more  manly  uses,  wit  and  carriage ; 
And  never  thinks  of  state  or  means,  tue  Ki^und-works : 
Holding  it  monstruus,  uien  should  feed  their  bodies. 
And  starve  their  undeixtamiiiigs.' 

Valkktine  joins  th«m. 

Val.  Now  to  your  business,  uncle. 

i'nc.  To  your  state  theu. 

Val.  "Tis  gone,  and  I  am  glad  on't,  name't  no  more, 
Tis  that  I  pray  against,  and  heaven  ha^  heard  me ; 
I  tell  you,  sir,  I  am  mon:  fearful  of  it, 
(I  mean,  of  thinking  of  more  lands  or  livings) 
Than  sickly  men  are  o"  travelling  o'  ^iundays, 
For  being  quell'd  with  earners  ;  out  upon't ; 
Caveat  emptor ;  let  the  fool  out-sweat  it. 
That  thinks  he  has  got  a  catch  oa't. 

Unc.  This  is  madness. 
To  be  a  wilful  beggar. 

Val.  I  aui  mad  then. 
And  so  I  mean  to  be  ;  will  that  content  you  ? 
How  bravely  now  I  live !  how  jocund ! 
How  near  the  lirst  inheritance!  without  fears! 
How  free  from  title  troublts ! 

Unc.  And  from  means  tool 

Val.  Means 

Why,  all  good  men's  my  means ;  my  wit*s  my  plough  ; 

The  town's  my  stock,  taveni's  my  standing- house, 

(And  all  the  world  kmiw,  there's  no  want) :  all  gentlemen. 

That  love  society,  love  me ;  all  purses 

Uliat  wit  and  pleasure  opens,  arc  my  tenants ; 

Every  man's  clotkes  Ht  me  ;  the  next  fair  lodging 

Is  but  my  next  remove  ;  and  when  I  please 

To  be  more  eminent,  and  take  the  air, 

A  piece  is  levied,  and  a  coach  prepar'd. 

And  I  go  I  care  not  whither  ;  what  need  state  here  ? 

Unc.  Hut  sav  these  means  were  honest-,  will  thev  last  air? 

Val.  Far  longer  than  your  jerkin,  and  wear  fairer. 
Vour  mind's  enclus'd,  nothing  lies  open  nobly  ; 
Vour  verj*  thoughts  are  hinds,  that  work  on  nothing 
But  daily  sweat  and  trouble :  were  mv  way 
So  full  of  dirt  as  this  ('tis  true)  I'd  shift  it. 
Are  my  acquaintance  Grnsiersr     But,  sir,  know  ; 
No  man  that  I'm  allied  to  in  my  living, 
But  makes  it  equal  whether  his  own  use 

'  [Some  pages  omitted.] 
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Or  my  necessity  pull  first ;  uor  is  this  futxr'd. 
But  the  mere  quality  and  poifture  of  ^nodneag, 
And  do  you  think  I  venture  nothing  equal  ? 

Unc,  Vou  pose  me,  cousin. 

Vol.  What  s  my  kiiuwledee,  uncle  ? 
Is't  not  worth  money  ?  what  it  my  understanding? 
Travel .'  reading  ?  wit  ?  all  these  digested  ?  my  daily 
Making  men,  suuie  to  speak,  that  too  mud)  flcgm 
Had  fruz'n  up ;  some  that  spoke  too  much,  to  hold 
Their  peace,  and  put  their  tongues  to  pensions :  some 
To  wear  their  doaths,  and  some  to  keep  'em :  these 
Are  nothing,  uncle?  besides  these  ways,  to  teach 
The  way  of  nature,  a  manly  love,  community 
To  all  that  arc  descrvers,  not  examining 
How  much  or  what's  done  for  them  ;  it  is  wicked.^ 
Are  not  these  ways  as  honest,  as  pentecuting 
The  starv'd  inlientauce  with  musty  com, 
The  very  rata  were  fain  to  run  away  from  ? 
Or  !!«lling  rotten  wood  by  the  |>ound,  like  spices, 
Which  gentlemen  do  after  bum  by  the  ounces  ? 
Do  not  I  know  your  way  of  feeding  beasts 
With  grains,  and  windy  stufl',  to  blow  up  butchers  ? 
Your  racking  juistures,  that  have  eaten  up 
As  many  singing  shcplienls,  and  their  issues, 
As  Andaluzia  breetls  ?     Thew?  are  authentic. 
I  tell  you,  sir,  1  would  not  change  way  with  you  ; 
Unless  it  were,  to  sell  your  state  that  hour. 
And  (if  'twere  possible)  to  spend  it  then  too ; 
For  all  your  beans  in  Rumnillo :  now  you  know  me. 

[Act  i.,  Sc  1.1 

The  wit  of  rietcher  U  excellent,  like  hia  seiioun  !iceneit ;  but  tttere  ii  nonwUiir 
strained  and  fai  fetched  in  both.     He  iii  too  mistrustful  of  Nature;  he  alwnys  | 
I  little  on  one  side  of  ber.     Shatupeare  chose  her  without  a  reKcrvt ;  and 
licheft,  powd,  undeislandin({,  and  lon^  life,  with  her,  for  a  dowry. 


THE 


TWO    NOBLE    KINSMEN:      A   TRAGEDY 
LISHED  1634].     BY  JOHN  FLETCHEK.- 


[pltbJ 


Three  Queeiia,  whose  Lords  were  slain  and  their  bodies  denied 
burial  by  Creon  the  eritel  King  of  ThebeSy  seek  redreat 
frorm.  Theseus,  Duke  of  Athens,  on  the  day  of  hia  marriage 
with  Hippolita,  Quee^a  of  the  Amazons.     The  Jirat  Queen 

'[Twelve  lines  omitted.^  *[Dyce'i  edition,  vol.  Iv.] 

'Fletcher  is  uid  to  have  been  asiiatod  in  this  fUy  by  Sbakipcare. 
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fails  down  at  the  feet  of  Theseus ;  the  second  at  the  feel  of 
BippoUta^  hie  bride ;  and  the  third  implores  tiie  meaiation 
of  MmUia,  his  Sister. 

\st.  Qu.  to  Thes.  For  pity's  sake,  and  true  ^ntility 
Hear  aiid  respect  me. 

Sind.  Qu.  to  Hip.  Fcx'  your  mother's  itake. 
And  AM  you  nish  your  womb  may  thrive  with  fair  ones 
Hear  and  respect  me. 

3rd.  Qu.  to  Emil.  Now  for  the  love  of  him  whom  Jove  hath 
mark'd 
The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  clear  virginity,  be  advocate 
For  UB  and  our  iliatreiaes  :  this  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  of  the  book  of  trespanaes 
All  you  are  set  down  there. 

Ijies.  Sad  lady^  rise. 

ifip.  Stand  up. 

Emil.  No  knees  to  me. 
What  woman  1  may  stead,  that  is  distrest. 
Does  bind  me  to  her. 

Tkes.  What's  your  request  'f     Deliver  you  for  all. 

1st.  Qit.  We  are  llu^e  queens,  whose  sovereigns  fell  before 
The  wrath  of  cruel  Creon  ;  who  endure 
The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites, 
And  pecks  of  cruvra,  in  the  foul  Held  of  Thebes. 
He  will  not  suffer  uh  to  bum  their  Imnes, 
To  um  their  ashes,  nor  to  take  th'  offence 
Of  mortal  loathsomeness  from  the  blest  eye 
Of  holy  Phttbus,  but  infects  the  winds 
With  stench  of  our  slain  lordttL     Oh  pity,  duke, 
Thou  purger  of  the  eiirth,  draw  thy  lear'd  sword 
That  does  jraud  turns  to  th'  world  ;  give  us  the  bones 
Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapt;l  them  ; 
And,  of  thy  boundless  go«<ln<*}w,  take  some  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof, 
Save  this  which  is  the  lion's  and  the  bear's, 
And  vault  to  every  thing. 

Thes.  Pray  you  kneel  not. 
I  was  transported  with  your  speech,  and  sulTer'd 
Your  knetM  to  wrong  themselves:   I  have  heard  the  fortunes 
Of  your  dead  lords,  which  gives  me  such  lamenting, 
As  wakes  my  vengeance  and  revenge  for  them. 
King  Capancus  was  your  lord  :  the  day 
'Iliat  he  should  marry  you,  at  such  a  season 
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As  now  it  in  with  mc;  t  met  your  f^room ; 

By  Miirn'n  albir,  you  »tn:  that  time  fair, 

Nc>t  Jimo'H  miuitle  fairer  than  vour  tretxeBf 

Nor  in  umtv  bniinty  Mpread  her.     Your  wheaten  wreath 

Wftft  then  not  thriwh'd  nor  blasted  :  Fortune  at  you 

Diriiplul  ht>r  chtck  with  amiles:  Hercules,  our  kinsinan, 

(Then  weaker  than  vour  eyes)  laid  by  his  chib  ; 

\lv  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nemean  hide. 

And  Hwore  hi»  ninews  thaw'd.     Oh  grief,  and  time, 

Frarful  ronKuniers,  you  will  all  devour! 

I*(.  QiL.  l»,  I  hope  M>me  god, 
Some  ^ixl  hrtth  put  hiH  mercy  In  your  manhood. 
Whereto  he'll  tufutte  power,  and  pre«i  you  forth 
Our  inidertiiker. 

ThrA.  Oil  no  k^^el^,  none,  widow  ; 
I'nto  tlie  lu'Iiueted  Ik'llona  use  them, 
And  jiiuv  fur  tne  your  wldier. 
TixMihlwi  I  am. 

Uiit/.  QiL   lIonour*d  Hip|H)Iita, 
MtiNt  drratti^l  Amazonian,  that  hast  slain 
'Vlie  wvlbe-tusk'd  Umr  ;  that  with  thy  arm  an  strong 
,\*  it  tx  white,  yrx^t  m>(ir  lo  make  the  male 
T\»  thT  9t\  captiw,  but  that  this  thy  lord, 
IWii  to  ufiluud  enNition  in  that  honour 
Kiwt  \atuiv  si\\vi\  it  in,  ^hnnik  thee  into 
The  Uuind  thou  »*»t  oVrtlowinc,  at  once  subduing 
ThN  foriv  and  th\  affretion  :  Soldieirss, 
That  et)uall\  CMn*>t  \Mnte  stt^ml)ew  with  pity, 
\Vlm  iiou  I  kuiiw  hunt  much  vaon  power  on  bim 
Th«n  v>vvr  h«  W)  oii  tbres,  who  ow*$t  hit  strength 
Ami  KW  low  tiHi :  who  fe»  •  iernuit  fbr 
IV  troiv  ixl'  the  «pr«cli :  Umt  gkn  ol  kdin, 
tUd  Kuu  that  wv\  wboMi  A*«in|C  «w  dotk  seorcb, 
i'udrr  tH«  «few«ftov  of  bU  ^w%^rd  wmj  eool  m: 
Hc«ptitv  hiM  It*  iKh«iK«  tt  oVr  tmrhnifc; 
|fi)WM't  iu  a  w\HMMi\  lt«T,  Hkv  vuA  a  voBao 
^-  ...,  y,f  ^  t^,^  .  ,ai^  ,„  ,pp,  ^  J  ig^  gg  ^  hMum, 

I  ^  the  liTXHUKi  ^  tt»  no  laag^t  tkm 

rhc  UM  Ibia  tv«lk  ptHK^  «t  0»  anMi 

A«  Um^  «WhMw  I'M  yaiHik  «Mdl  amr  ^W 
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Went  I  so  willingly  'way.     My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  your  distress ;  let  him  consider  ; 
I'll  speak  anon. 

Srrf.  Qv..  to  Emil.  O  my  petition  was 
Set  down  in  ic*,  which  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Melts  into  drops  so  sorrow  wanting  form 
Is  prest  with  deeper  matter. 

Emil.  Pray  stand  up  ; 
Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

arrf.  Qu.  Oh  woe. 
You  cannot  read  it  there  ;  there  through  my  teftn, 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a  glassy  stream^ 
You  may  behold  them.     Ladv,  lady,  alack ! 
He  that  will  all  the  treasures  itnow  u'th'earth. 
Must  know  the  centre  too  :  he  that  will  fiah 
For  my  least  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.     O  pardon  me ; 
Extremity  that  sharpenH  sundry  wita 
Makes  me  a  fool. 

Em  it.  Pray  you  say  nothing,  pray  you  ; 
Who  cannot  feel,  nor  see  the  rain,  being  in't, 
Knows  neither  wet,  nor  dry  ;  if  that  you  were 
Tlie  ground-piece  of  some  painter,  I  would  buy  you 
T*  instruct  me  gainst  a  capital  grief  indeed, 
Such  heart -pierc'd  demonstration  ;  but  alas 
Being  a  natural  sister  of  our  sex. 
Your  sorrow  beat-s  so  ardently  upon  me, 
That  it  shall  make  a  counter- reflect  'gainst 
My  brother's  heart,  and  warm  it  to  some  pity. 
Though  it  were  made  of  stone  :  pray  have  good  comfort. 

Tkes.  Forward  to  th'  temple,  leave  not  out  a  jot 
Cth'  sacred  ceremony. 

l0^  Qii.  Oh  this  celebration 
Will  longer  last,  and  be  more  costly  than 
Your  suppliants  war.     Remember  that  your  fame 
Knolls  in  the  ear  o'th*  world :  what  you  do  quickly, 
Is  not  done  rashly ;  your  first  thought  is  more 
Than  others'  labourn  meditance  ;  y^^ir  premeditating 
More  than  theii-  actions  ;  but  Oh  Jove,  your  actions, 
Soon  as  they  move,  as  Asprays  do  the  fi»h. 
Subdue  liefure  they  touch.     Think,  dear  duke,  think. 
What  beds  our  slain  kings  have. 

Snd.  Qu.  What  griefs  our  beds, 
That  our  dear  lords  have  none. 

3rc/.  (^u.  None  Ht  for  the  deatl : 
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Those  that  with  cords,  knives,  drains,  precipitance, 
Wearv  of  this  world's  li^ht,  have  to  theniselvcs 
Been  cleath's  most  hurria  agents,  human  grace 
Affoi-ds  them  dust  and  shadow. 

lei.  Qii.  But  our  lords 
Lie  hlisteriug  'fore  the  visitating  sun. 
And  were  good  kings  when  living. 

Thes.  It  is  tnie,  and  I  will  give  you  comfort. 
To  give  your  dead  lords  graves : 
The  which  to  do  must  make  .^ome  work  with  Creon. 

1st.  Qur.  And  that  work  presents  itself  to  th*  doing : 
Now  'twill  take  form,  the  heats  are  gone  to-morrow. 
Then  bootless  toil  must  i-ecomiMfnce  itaelf 
With  ita  own  sweat ;  now  he's  secure. 
Not  dreams  we  stand  before  your  puissance, 
Rincing  our  holy  begging  in  our  eyes 
To  make  petition  clear. 

tnd.  Qu.  Now  you  may  take  him 
Drunk  n-ith  his  victory, 

Srd.  Qu.  And  his  army  full 
Of  bread  and  sloth. 

Tkes.  Artesis,  that  best  knowest 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  this  entcrprize. 
The  prim'st  for  this  proceeding,  and  the  number 
To  carry  such  a  business  forth ;  and  levy 
Our  worthiest  instruments,  whilst  we  despatch 
This  grand  act  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  fate  in  wedlock. 

let  Qu.  Dowagers,  take  hands; 
Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes  ;  delay 
Commends  us  to  a  famishing  hope. 

All.  Farewell. 

ftjid.  Qti..  We  come  unseasonably.     But  when  could  grief 
Cull  forth,  as  unpang'd  judgment  can,  fit'st  time 
For  best  solicitation  ? 

Thea.  Why,  good  ladies, 
TTiis  is  a  service,  whereto  I  am  going, 
Greater  than  any  was ;  it  more  imports  me 
llian  all  the  acbons  that  I  have  forgone. 
Or  futnrely  can  cope. 

let.  Qii.  The  more  proclaiming 
Our  suit  shall  be  neglected,  when  her  arms, 
Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a  synod,  shall 
By  warranting  moon-light  corslet  thee.     Oh  when 
Her  twining  cherries  shall  their  sweetness  fall 
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Upon  thy  tasteful  lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Ut  rotten  kings,  or  blubber'd  quet;n.H  ?  what  care 
For  what  thuu  feel'st  not  ?  what  thou  feel'st  being  able 
To  make  Man  spurn  his  drum.     Oh  if  thou  couch 
But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in't  will 
Take  hostage  of  thee  for  a  hundred,  and 
Thou  slialt  remember  nothing  more,  than  what 
That  banquet  bids  thee  to. 

Hip.  Tnough  much  unliking 
You  should  be  so  transported,  as  much  Borry 
I  should  be  such  a  suitor,  yet  I  think 
Did  I  not  by  th'  abstaining  of  my  joy 
Which  breeds  a  deeper  longing,  cure  their  surfeit 
That  craves  a  present  med'cine,  I  should  pluck 
All  ladies'  scandal  on  me.     Therefore,  sir, 
As  I  shall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayers. 
Either  prct^uming  them  to  have  some  force. 
Or  sentencing  for  aye  their  vigour  dumb, 
Prorogue  this  business  we  arc  going  about,  and  hang 
Your  shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I  freely  lend 
To  do  these  poor  queens  service. 

All  Qu,'8.  to  Emil.  O  help  now, 
Our  cause  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emil.  If  you  grant  not 
My  sister  her  petition  in  that  force. 
With  that  celerity  aixl  nature  whit^ 
She  makes  it  in,  ^m  henceforth  I'll  nut  dare 
To  ask  you  any  thing,  nor  be  so  hardy 
Ever  to  take  u  husband. 

Tfiea.  Pray  stand  up. 
I  am  entreating  of  myself  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me :  Perithous, 
Lead  on  the  bride ;  get  yuu  and  pray  the  gods 
For  success  and  return  ;  omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  celebration  ;  queens. 
Follow  your  suldiei'  (as  bciorc) ;  heuce  you. 
And  at  the  banks  of  Aulis  meet  ua  with 
The  forces  you  con  raise,  where  we  shall  find 
I'he  moiety  of  a  number,  for  a  business 
More  bigger  luuk't.     Since  that  our  theme  is  haste, 
I  stamp  tnis  kiss  upon  thy  currant  lip ; 
Sweet,  keep  it  as  my  token.     Set  you  forward. 
For  I  will  see  you  gona [Act  i.,  Sc  1.^] 


VOL.  IV.— 22 


^[Tem/itt  Dramatists,  ti.  Herfofd,  1B97.] 
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Hippolita  and  Emilia  disGOv/ning  of  ike  friendship  between 
FeHihovs  and  Tkesenn,  BmiUa  retatea  a  parallel  instance 
of  the  love  between  herself  and  Flavia^  being  girls. 

Emil.  I  was  acquainted 
Onoe  with  a  time,  when  1  enjoy'd  a  play-tellow  ; 
You  were  at  wars,  when  she  the  grave  eurich'd. 
Who  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave  o*  th*  moon 
(Which  then  look'd  pale  at  parting)  when  our  count 
Was  each  elevea 

Hip.  Twas  Flavia. 

Bmil.  Yes. 
Vou  talk  of  Fcrithous  wid  Theseus'  love  ; 
Theirs  has  more  ground,  is  more  maturely  season'd. 
More  buckled  with  strong  judgment,  and  their  needs 
The  one  of  th*  other  may  be  said  to  water 
Their  intertanglcd  roots  of  love  ;  but  1 
And  she  (I  sigh  and  spoke  of)  were  things  innocent. 
Loved  for  we  did»  and  like  the  elements, 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 
Hare  issues  by  their  operance,  our  souls 
Did  so  to  one  another ;  what  she  liked, 
Was  then  of  me  approved  ;  what  not  condemned, 
No  more  arraignment ;  the  flower  that  I  would  pluck. 
And  put  between  my  breasts,  (Uh  then  but  beginning 
To  swell  about  the  bosoui)  she  would  long 
Till  she  had  8ucli  another,  and  commit  it 
To  the  like  innocent  cradle,  where  phoenix-like 
They  died  in  perfume  ;  on  my  head  no  toy 
But  was  hei"  pattern  ;  iier  affections  pretty. 
Though  happily  hers  careleus  were,  l  followed 
For  my  most  serious  decking  ;  had  mine  ear 
Stolen  some  new  air,  or  at  Rdventure  bumm'd  on 
From  musical  coinage,  why  it  was  a  note 
Whereon  her  npiritH  would  Bojouni  (rather  dwell  on) 
And  sing  it  in  her  slumbers ;  this  rehearsal 
(Which  every  innocent  wots  well)  comes  in 
Like  old  Iniportment's  bastard,  has  thin  end  ; 
That  the  tiue  love  'tween  maid  and  maid  may  be 

More  than  in  sex  dividual. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  8.] 
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Paiamon  and  ArcUe  repining  at  their  hard  eonditiony  in 
being  made  captives  for  life  in  Athens,  d&rive  conaolation 
fntm  the  enjoyment  of  each  other's  company  in  prison. 

Pal.  How  do  you,  noble  cousin  ? 

Arc.  How  tio  you,  sir  ? 

Pal.  Why  strong  enough  to  laugh  at  misery, 
And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet ;  we  are  prisoners 
I  fear  for  ever,  cousin. 

Arc.  I  believe  it, 
And  to  that  destiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  cook. 

Pal.  0  cousin  Arcite, 
Where  is  Thebes  now  ?  where  is  our  noble  country  ? 
Where  are  uur  friends  and  kindreds?  never  more 
Must  we  behold  those  coniforta,  never  see 
The  hardy  youths  strive  for  the  ganiw  of  honour. 
Hung  witli  tlie  painted  favours  of  their  ladies 
Like  tall  nhips  under  fiail ;  then  start  amongst  them. 
And  as  an  eaot  wind  leave  them  all  behind  us 
Like  lazy  clouds,  whilst  Palanion  and  Arcite, 
Even  in  the  wagging  of  a  wanton  leg, 
Out-stript  the  (Kjople's  praises,  won  the  garlands 
Kre  they  have  time  to  wish  them  ours.     Oh  ne%'er 
Shall  we  two  exercise,  like  twins  of  honour, 
Our  ann$  again,  and  feel  our  fier^'  horses 
Like  proud  seas  under  us,  our  good  swords  now 
(Better  the  red-eyed  god  of  war  ne'er  wore) 
Ravish'd  our  Bides,  like  age,  must  run  to  rust. 
And  deck  the  temples  of  thoee  gods  that  hate  us ; 
These  hands  shall  never  draw  them  out  like  lightning 
To  blast  whole  armies  more. 

Arc.  No,  Paiamon, 
lliose  hopes  are  prisoners  with  us ;  here  we  are. 
And  here  the  graces  of  uur  yuutlis  unist  wither 
Like  a  too  timely  spring  ;  here  age  must  find  us. 
And  (which  is  heaviest)  Paiamon,  unmarried  ; 
The  sweet  embraces  of  a  loving  wife 
Leaden  with  kisses,  arro'd  with  thousand  cupids^ 
Shall  never  clasp  our  necks,  no  issue  know  us, 
No  Gauxea  of  ourselves  shall  we  e'er  see, 
To  glad  our  age,  and  like  young  eagles  teach  them 
Boldly  to  gaxe  against  bright  arms,  and  say 
'*Kemember  what  your  fathers  were,  and  conquer." 
The  fair-eyed  maids  shall  weep  our  banishmenta, 
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And  in  their  songs  curse  ever-blinded  Fortune, 
Till  she  for  shame  see  what  a  wrong  she  has  done 
To  youth  and  uature.     This  is  all  our  world  ; 
We  shall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another  ; 
Hear  nothing,  but  the  clock  that  tells  our  woes. 
TliL-  vine  sli(dl  grow,  but  we  shall  never  sec  it : 
Suuinier  shall  come,  aud  with  her  all  delights. 
But  dead-cnJd  winter  niu^t  inhabit  here  still. 

Pal.  Tis  too  true,  Arcite.     To  our  Theban  hounds. 
That  sliook  the  aged  forest  with  their  echoes. 
No  more  now  must  we  halloo,  no  more  shake 
Our  pointed  javelins,  whilst  the  angry  swine 
Flies  like  a  Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages, 
Struck  with  our  well-stcel'd  darts.     All  valiant  uses 
(The  f(Kxi  and  nourishment  of  noble  minds) 
In  us  two  here  shall  perish  :  we  shall  die 
(Which  is  the  curse  of  honour)  lastly 
Children  of  grief  and  ignorance. 

Arc.  Yet  cousin. 
Even  from  the  bottom  of  these  miseries, 
I'Voni  all  that  fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 
I  H4.V  two  comforts  rising,  two  uiere  blessings. 
If  the  gods  please  to  huld  here  ;  a  brave  patience, 
And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 
Whilst  Palamon  is  with  me,  let  nie  perish 
If  1  think  this  our  prison. 

Pal.  Ctrtainly 
Tis  a  main  goodness,  cousin,  that  our  fortunes 
Were  twin'd  together ;  'tis  most  true,  two  souli 
Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  them  sufier 
The  gall  of  hazard,  so  they  grow  together. 
Will  never  sink  ;  they  must  not ;  say  they  could, 
A  willing  man  dies  sleeping,  and  alls  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  make  worthy  uses  of  this  place 
That  all  men  hate  so  much  ? 

Pal.  How,  gentle  cousin  ? 

Arc.  Let's  think  this  prison  holy  sanctuary. 
To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worse  men  ; 
We  are  young,  and  yet  desire  the  ways  of  honour. 
That  liljerty  and  common  convenation, 
llie  poison  of  pure  spirits,  might  (like  women) 
Woo  us  to  wander  m>m.     What  worthy  blessing 
C!an  be,  but  our  imaginations 
May  make  it  ours  ?     And  here  being  thus  togetha*. 
We'  are  an  endless  mine  to  one  another ; 
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We  are  one  another's  wife,  ever  begettinjr 

New  births  of  love ;  we  are  father,  friends  acquaintance ; 

We  are,  in  one  anoUier,  funiilics ; 

t  am  youT  heir,  and  you  are  mine.     This  place 

Is  our  inheritance  ;  no  hard  opprewior 

Dare  take  this  from  us ;  here  with  a  little  patience 

We  shall  live  lonf,  and  lovinff ;  no  surfeits  seek,  us; 

The  hand  of  war  nurl*  none  nere,  nor  the  seas 

Swallow  their  youth.     Were  we  at  liberty, 

A  wife  nii^ht  part  ua  lawfully,  or  business; 

QuarreLs  consume  us  ;  en\'y  of  ill  men 

Crave  our  acquaintance  ;  1  mi^ht  sicken,  cousin, 

Where  you  should  never  know  it,  and  so  perish 

Without  your  noble  hand  to  close  mine  eyca, 

Or  prayers  to  the  gtxls  :  a  thousand  chances. 

Were  we  from  hence,  would  sever  us. 

Pal.  You  have  made  me 
(I  thank  you,  cousin  Arcite)  almost  wanton 
With  my  captivity  :  what  a  misery 
It  is  to  uve  abroad,  and  every  where  I 
Tia  hke  a  beust  methinks !  1  find  the  court  hei'e, 
I'm  sure  a  more  content ;  and  all  those  pleasures 
That  woo  the  wills  of  men  to  vaiiitv, 
I  see  through  now ;  and  am  ^utticient 
To  tell  the  world,  'tis  but  a  gaudy  shadow, 
That  old  Time,  as  he  passes  by,  takes  with  him. 
What,  had  we  been  old  in  the  Court  of  Creon, 
Where  ftin  is  justice,  lust  and  ignorance 
The  virtues  of  the  great  ones  ?     Cousin  Arcite, 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  us, 
We  had  died,  as  they  do,  ill  old  men,  unwept. 
And  had  their  epitaphs,  the  peoples  curses. 

[Act  n.,  Sc.  «.] 

This  «cene  bcaiK  indubtuble  marks  of  Fletcher:  the  two  which  precede  it  give 
•tnmg  OOWtteosncc  to  the  traditton  that  Shalcspeare  had  a  hand  in  this  play.  The 
ttaiejudgnient  may  be  fofmed  of  the  death  of  Arcite,  and  Kome  other  parages,  not 
here  given.  They  have  a  luxuriance  in  them  which  Etrongly  resembleii  Shakspeare't 
manner  in  chose  paits  of  his  plays  where,  the  progress  of  the  interest  being  tub* 
ordinate,  the  POet  was  at  leisure  for  description.  I  might  fetch  instanccit  from 
Ttoiluft  and  Timon.  That  Fletcher  abould  have  copied  Shakspcaic's  manno 
through  BO  many  entire  »cenc»  (which  i»  the  thcorj"  of  Mr.  Stce%"ens)  is  not  vzty 
probaole,  that  he  could  have  done  it  with  8uch  facility  is  lo  mc  not  certain.  His 
ideas  mo^-ed  slow ;  his  veniification,  though  sweet,  i%  tcdiaiv,  it  tttops  every 
moment ;  he  lays  hnc  upon  line,  making  up  one  after  the  other,  adding  image  to 
image  so  deliberately  that  we  see  where  they  join :  Shakapeare  mingles  every  thing. 
he  runs  line  into  line,  embarrasses  sentences  and  mcuphors:  before  one  idea  has 
bufst  its  sheU,  another  is  hatched  and  clamorous  for  disclosure.     If  Fletcbei  wtou 
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some  Kcncs  to  imiistifTn.  why  did  be  Kop  *  or  »baU  we  tmy  that  ShakipcaR  wnM 
the  other  ftcenea  in  imiution  of  Fktcher  ?  that  be  pve  Shakipeare  a  curb  nri 
a  bfidlc,  and  that  ShAkspeaie  gave  him  a  pur  of  epiin :  as  Blackmocc  toA  Lacn 
arc  brovfhi  ia  exchanging  gifts  in  the  Battle  of  the  Booki  ? 


THE  CITY   MADAM:     A   CX)MEDV   [PUBLISHED  1658: 
LICENSED  1632].  BV  PHILIP  MAivSINGER  [15SS-1640] 

Luke^  from  a.  state  of  indigence  and  dependence  is  suddenly 
raised  inlo  immense  affiuence  by  a  deed  of  gift  of  Uu 
estates  of  his  brother  Sir  John  Frugal,  a  merchant^  retired 
from  Ike  world.  Be  enters,  from  taking  a  9U,rvey  of  Kit 
new  riches. 

Luke.  TViw  no  fantAittic  object  but  n  tnith, 
A  real  truth,  no  dream.     I  did  not  slumber  ; 
And  could  wake  ever  with  a  btxtuding  eye 
To  gaze  unon't !  it  did  endure  the  touch, 
I  saw,  and  felt  it.     Yet  what  I  Iwheld 
And  bandied  oft,  did  so  transcend  belief 
(My  wonder  and  tislonishmcnt  pass'd  o'er) 
I  faintly  could  givf  civdit  to  mv  senses. 

Thou  dumb  tna^cian,  that  without  a  ciiarni         [To  the  Key. 
Did«t  make  my  entrance  ea-sy,  to  pomess 
What  «isc  men  with  and  toil  for.     Hermes*  Moly ; 
Sibylla's  goltlen  bough  ;  the  greut  elixir, 
Imag^n'd  only  by  the  alchymi^t ; 
Compar'd  with  thee,  are  shadows,  thou  the  subst-ance 
And  guardian  of  felicity.     Nu  marvel. 
Mv  brother  mule  thy  place  of  rest  hii*  bosom. 
Thou  being  the  keeper  of  his  heart,  a  miRtreas 
I'o  be  huffi^'d  over.     In  by-comers  of 
This  sacred  room,  silver,  in  bags  heap'd  up, 
IJke  billets  Haw'd  and  ready  for  the  fire. 
Unworthy  to  hold  fellowship  with  bright  gold, 
ITjat  flowM  alwiit  the  i-oom,  concealM  itself. 
TTiere  tieedH  no  artificial  light,  the  splendour 
Mnkc<i  a  perpetunl  day  therp,  night  and  Harknem 
By  that  tititl-biirning  lamp  tor  ever  banish'd. 
But  when,  guided  by  that,  my  cyeit  had  made 
Disc4)very  of  the  ctLskeLs  and  they  open'd, 
Each  sparkling  diamond  IVom  itself  shot  forth 
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A  pyramid  of  flames,  and  in  the  roof 

Fix'd  it  a  glorious  star,  and  made  the  place 

Heaven's  abstract,  or  cpitouie  :  rubies,  sapphires, 

And  ropes  of  orient  pearl,  these  seen,  I  could  not 

But  look  on  gold  with  contempt     And  yet  I  found. 

What  weak  credulity  could  have  no  faitfi  in, 

A  treasure  far  exceeding  these.     Here  lay 

A  manor  bound  fast  in  a  skin  of  parchment ; 

Tte  wax  continuing  hard,  the  acres  melting. 

Here  a  sure  deed  of  gift  for  a  market  town. 

If  not  redeeui'd  ihit*  day  ;  which  is  not  in 

The  unthrift's  power.     There  being  scarce  one  shire 

In  Wales  or  England,  where  ray  monies  are  not 

Lent  out  at  usury,  the  certain  hook 

To  draw  in  more. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  3.'] 

The  extravagance  of  the  CHty  Madwme  aping  cowrt  fashions 
reprehended. 

LvJce^  fiaving  come  into  the  possession  of  his  brother  Sir  John 
FruyaVa  esUUee.  Lady,  wife  lo  Sir  John  Fnigalf  and  two 
dauffhters,  in  homely  attire. 

Lukf.  Save  you,  sister; 
I  now  dare  style  you  so.     You  were  before 
Too  glorious  to  Be  look'd  on :  now  you  appear 
Like  a  city  matron,  and  my  pretty  nieces 
Such  things 

As  they  were  bom  and  bred  there.     Why  should  you  ape 
The  fashions  of  court  ladies,  whose  high  titles 
And  pedigrees  of  long  dtscent  give  warrant 
For  tneir  superfluous  bravery  ?  'twas  monstrous. 
Till  now  3'ou  ne'er  look'd  lovely. 

Lady.  Is  this  spoken 
In  scorn  ? 

Luke.  Fie,  nit ;   with  judgment.     I  make  good 
My  promise,  and  now  shew  you  like  yourselves, 
In  your  own  natural  tihapes.- 

Lady,  We  licknowienge 
We  have  dewrv'd  ill  from  you,*  yet  despair  not. 
Though  we're  at  your  disposure,  you'll  maintain  us 
Like  your  brother't<  wife  and  daughtera. 

>  [Mtrmaid  Sfwirs,  ed.  Syrnons,  18S7.J  '[Four  linei  omitted.] 

■In  hi»  dependeni  »ute  ihey  had  ueated  him  very  cruelly.      They  ara  now 
dependent  on  bUn, 
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Luke.  Tift  vay  purpose. 

Lady.  And  not  make  us  ridiculous. 

Luke.  Admir'd  rather, 
As  fair  examples  for  our  proud  dty  dames 
And  their  proud  brood  to  imitat*,'     Hear 
Gently,  and  in  gentle  phrase  I'll  reprehend 
Your  late  disguis'd  deiormity." 
Your  father  was 

An  honest  country  fai*nier,  Goodman  Humble, 
By  his  neighbours  nt'cr  call'd  master.     Did  your  pride 
Dest-end  fnHu  }iim  P  but  !et  that  pass.     Your  fortune, 
Or  rather  your  husband's  industry,  advanc'd  you 
To  the  rank  of  merchant's  wife.     He  made  a  knight. 
And  your  sweet  mitttress-ship  ladyfy'd,  you  wore 
Satin  on  solemn  da>'K,  a  chain  of  ^Id, 
A  velvet  hood,  rich  borders,  and  sometimes 
A  dainty  miniver  cap,  a  silver  pin 
Headed  witJi  a  pearl  worth  threepence ;  and  thus  far 
You  were  pri\*ilep'd,  and  no  man  envied  it : 
It  being  for  the  city's  honour  that 
There  should  be  distinction  between 
l^e  wife  of  a  patrician  and  a  plebeian.' 
But  when  the  height 
And  dignity  of  Ixmdon's  blessings  grew 
Contemptible,  and  the  name  lady  mayoress 
Became  a  by-word,  and  you  scom'd  tfic  means 
By  which  you  were  rais'd  (my  brother's  fond  indulgence 
Giving  the  reins  to't)  and  no  object  pleas'd  you 
But  the  glitt'ring  pomp  and  braver)'  of  the  court ; 
What  a  strange,  nay  monstrous  metamorphosis  follow'd! 
No  English  workman  then  could  please  your  fancy ; 
The  Fi-ench  and  Tuscan  dress,  your  whale  discourse ; 
This  bawd  to  prodigality  entertain'd, 
To  buz  into  your  cars,  what  shape  this  countess 
Appear'd  in,  the  last  mask  ;  and  how  it  drew 
The  young  lord's  eyes  upon  her:  and  this  usher 
Succeeded  in  the  eldest  'prentice's  place. 
To  walk  before  you.*     Then,  as  1  said, 
(The  reverend  hood  cast  off)  your  Iwrrow'd  hair, 
Powder*d  and  curl'd,  was  by  your  dresser's  art 
Form'd  like  a  coronet,  hang'd  with  diamonds. 
And  the  ricltcst  orient  iiearl :  your  carkanets. 
That  did  adorn  your  neck,  of  equal  value  ; 
Your  Hungerland  bands,  and  Spanish  Quellio  rvth: 

'(Three  Iine>  omtited.]  '[^our  lines.] 

'[Four  and  a  half  linev.]  *[Four  lines.] 
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Greftt  lords  and  ladies  feasted,  to  survey 

Embroider'd  petticoats ;  and  sickness  fcien'd. 

That  your  nightrails  uf  furty  pounds  a-piece 

Might  be  seen  with  envy  nf  the  visitants  : 

Rich  pantables  in  ostentation  shewn, 

And  roses  worth  a  family.     You  wei-e  serv'd 

In  plate : 

Stirr'd  not  a  foot  without  a  coach  ;  and  going 

To  church,  not  for  devotion,  but  to  shew 

Your  pomp,  you  wei*e  tickled  when  the  beggar:)  cried 

Heaven  save  your  honour.     This  idolatry 

Paid  to  a  painted  room.'     And,  when  you  lay 

In  childbed,  at  the  christening  of  thi«  minx, 

I  well  remember  it,  as  you  liatl  been 

An  absolute  princess  (since  they  have  no  more) 

Three  several  chambers  hung :  the  first  with  arraa, 

And  that  for  waiters  ;  the  second,  criniiton  satin. 

For  tlie  meaner  eort  of  gucMts  ;  the  third  uf  scarlet 

Of  the  rich  Tyrian  dye  :  a  canopy 

To  cover  the  orat's  cradle  ;  you  in  8tate, 

Like  Pompey's  Julia. 

Lady.  No  more,  1  pray  you. 

Luke,  Of  this  lie  sure  you  shall  not     III  cut  off 

Whatever  is  exorbitant  in  vou. 

Or  in  your  daughters ;  and  reduce  you  to 

Your  natural  forms  and  habits ;  not  in  revenge 

Of  your  base  usage  of  nie  ;  but  to  fright 

Others  by  your  example. 

[Act  iv.,  So.  4.] 

Thin  bitter  latire  agairiRt  the  city  women  Gm  aping  the  Duhions  of  the  court 
Udies  must  have  been  peculiarly  gratifying  to  the  females  of  the  Herbert  family 
and  the  rest  of  Massinger'E  pauons  and  pattoneueB. 


A  NEW  WAY  TO  PAY  OLD  DEBTS.  A  COMEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1632:  PRODUCED  PROBABLY  ABOUT 
1626].     BY  PHILIP  MASSINGER 

Overreach  (a  oruel  extortioner)^  treats  ahoui  marrying  his 
daughter  with  Lord  LoveU. 

LuVELL.  OvEaaEACH. 

Over,  To  my  wish  we  are  private. 
I  conve  not  to  make  offer  with  ray  daughter 

^[Two  tiott  omitted.] 
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A  certain  portion  ;  that  were  poor  und  tririaJ : 
In  one  worn  I  pronounce  ftll  that  is  mine, 
In  landsi  or  leases,  ready  coin  or  goods, 
With  her,  m_v  lord,  comes  to  you  ;  nor  shall  you  have 
One  motive  to  induce  you  to  Where 
I  live  too  long,  since  every  yew  I'll  add 
Something  unto  the  hea|H  which  shall  he  yours  too. 
Lov.  You  are  a  nght  kind  father. 
(hjtr.  You  shall  have  reason 
To  think  me  such.     How  do  you  like  this  seat? 
It  is  well-wooded  and  weH-water*d,  the  acres 
I-'ertile  and  rich  :  would  it  not  serve  for  changCt 
To  enlertHin  your  friends  in  a  summer's  progress? 
What  thinks  my  iiohle  lord  ? 
Lov.  Ti&  a  wholesome  air. 
And  well  built,  and  she,'  that  is  mistress  of  it. 
Worthy  the  large  revenue. 
Over.  She  the  mistress  ? 
It  may  be  so  for  a  time :  but  let  my  lord 
Say  only  that  he  but  tike  it,  and  would  have  it ; 
I  sav,  ere  long  'tis  his. 
Cov.  ImposRible. 

Omr.  You  do  conclude  too  fast;  not  knowing  me, 
Nor  the  engines  that  I  work  by.     Tis  not  alone 
'Hic  lady  Allworth's  lands :  but  point  out  any  manV 
In  all  the  shire,  and  say  they  lie  convenient 
And  useful  for  your  lordship  ;  and  once  more 
I  say  aloud,  they  are  yours. 

fjOv.  I  dare  not  own 
What's  by  unjust  and  cruel  means  extorted : 
Mv  fame  and  credit  are  more  dear  to  me, 
Than  *;o  to  expose  *em  to  be  censur'd  by 
The  public  voice. 

OiJcr.  Yon  run,  my  lord,  no  hazard : 
Your  reputation  shall  stand  as  fair 
In  all  good  men's  opinions  as  now  : 
Nor  can  my  actions,  though  condcmn*d  for  ill. 
Cast  any  foul  aspersion  upon  yours. 
For  though  I  do  contemn  report  ni\-self. 
Ah  a  mere  sound  ;  I  still  will  be  so  tender 
Of  what  concerns  yon  in  nil  points  of  honour, 
That  the  immaculate-whiteness  of  your  fame. 
Nor  your  unquestioned  integrity, 


<  The  Lady  AlU-orth. 
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Sbfdl  e'er  be  sullied  with  one  taint  or  spot 

That  inav  take  frum  vour  innocence  and  candour. 

Ail  niy  anibition  is  to  h«ve  my  daughter 

Right  honourable  ;  which  my  lord  can  make  her : 

And  might  I  live  to  dance  upon  my  knee 

A  young  lord  Ix>velt,  bom  by  her  nnto  you, 

1  write  nil  ultra  to  my  proudest  hopes. 

As  for  possessions  and  annual  ix-iits, 

Equivalent  to  maintain  you  in  the  port 

Your  noble  birth  and  present  state  require, 

1  do  remove  that  burden  from  your  sliouldera. 

And  take  it  on  mine  own  :  for  though  I  ruin 

Tlie  countr)'  to  supply  your  riotous  waste. 

The  scourge  of  proaigals  (want)  shall  never  find  yoa. 

Lov.  jVre  you  not  fi'ighted  with  tlie  imprecations 
And  cuntes  of  whole  families,  made  wretched 
By  your  sinister  practices  ? 

Over.  Yes,  as  rocks  are 
When  foamy  billows  split  themselves  against 
Their  Hinty  ribs  ;  or  as  the  moon  is  mov'd 
When  wolves,  with  hunger  pined,  howl  at  her  brightness. 
I  am  of  a  solid  temper,  and,  like  these, 
Steer  on  a  constant  counw :  with  mine  own  sword, 
If  call'd  into  the  field,  1  can  make  that  right. 
Which  fearful  enemies  murmur'd  at  ils  wnmg. 
Now,  for  those  other  piddling  complaints, 
Brcath'd  out  in  bitterness  ;  as,  when  they  call  me 
Extortioner,  tyrant,  cormorant,  or  intruder 
On  my  poor  neighbour's  right,  or  grand  encloser 
Of  what  was  common  to  my  private  use  ; 
Nay,  when  my  ears  are  pierc'd  with  widows'  ciies. 
And  undone  orphans  wash  with  tears  niy  threshold  : 
I  only  think  what  'tis  to  have  my  daughter 
Right  honourable ;  and  'tis  a  powerful  charm, 
Makes  me  insensible  of  remorse  or  pity, 
Or  the  least  sting  of  coiu*cience. 

Lov.  I  admire 
llie  tougluiess  of  your  nature. 

Over.  Tis  for  you. 
My  lord,  and  for  my  daughter,  I  am  marble. 


■[Ed.  Deighton,  [893.] 


[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.'] 


348      SPECIMENS  OF  DRAMATIC  POETS 


THE  PICTUUE.     A  THAGI-COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1630: 
LICENSED  1629].     BY  PHILIP  MASSlNGEll 

Matthias,  a  knight  of  Bohemia^  Qoi'fig  to  the  ware ;  in  paHing 
with  his  wife,  shews  her  substantial  reasons  why  he  shotUd 
go. 

Matthias.         Sophia. 

Mat.  Since  we  must  part,  Sophia,  to  pass  further 
Is  not  alone  iaipertinentf  but  dangerous. 
We  are  not  distant  from  the  Turkish  ranip 
Above  five  leases ;  and  who  knows  but  some  party 
Of  his  Tiraariots,  that  scour  tlie  country. 
May  fall  upon  ua?     Be  now,  as  tliv  name 
Truly  interpreted  '  hath  ever  spoke  thee, 
Wise  and  discreet ;  and  to  thy  understanding 
Many  thy  constant  patience. 

SopA.  You  put  rac,  sir. 
To  the  utmost  trial  of  it. 

Mat,  Nay,  no  melting  : 
Since  the  necessity,  that  now  separates  us, 
Wc  have  long  since  dis|)uted  ;  and  the  i-eason-s 
-Forcing  me  to  it,  too  oit  wash'd  in  tears. 
1  grant  that  yuu  in  birth  were  far  above  me. 
And  great  men  mv  superiors  rivals  for  you  ; 
But  mutual  consent  of  heart,  as  hands 
Joiu'd  by  true  love,  hath  made  us  one  and  equal : 
Nor  is  it  in  me  mere  desire  of  fame. 
Or  to  be  cried  up  by  the  public  voir* 
For  a  brave  soldier,  that  puts  on  my  aimour; 
Such  airy  tumours  take  not  me :  you  know 
How  namiw  our  demeans  are ;  and  what's  more. 
Having  as  yet  no  charge  of  children  on  us. 
We  hardly  can  subsist. 

Soph.  Id  you  alone,  sir, 
I  have  all  abundance. 

Mat.  For  my  mind's  content, 
In  your  own  language  1  could  answer  you. 
You  have  hceu  an  ol)edtent  wife,  a  right  one  ; 
And  to  my  power,  though  short  of  your  desert, 
I  have  been  ever  an  indulgent  husband. 
We  have  long  enjoy'd  the  sweets  of  love,  and  though 
Not  to  satiety  or  loathing,  yet 

I  Sophik ;  wi&dom. 
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We  must  not  live  such  dotards  on  our  pleasures 
As  still  to  hug  them  to  the  certain  loss 
Of  profit  and  preferment.     Competent  meana 
Maintains  a  quiet  bed,  want  breeds  dis!$eiuioii 
Ev'n  in  good  women. 

Soph.  Have  you  found  in  me,  sir, 
Any  distaste  or  sign  of  discontent. 
For  want  of  what's  superfluous? 

Mat.  No,  Sophia ; 
Nor  sliaJt  tliou  ever  have  cause  to  repent 
Iliy  constant  course  in  goodness,  if  heaven  bleas 
My  honest  undertakings.     Tis  for  thee, 
1'bat  1  turn  soldier,  and  put  forth,  dearest. 
Upon  this  sea  of  action  as  a  factor, 
To  trade  for  rich  materials  to  adorn 
Thy  noble  parts  and  shew  them  in  full  lustre. 
I  blush  that  other  ladies,  less  in  bcuuty 
And  outward  form,  hut,  in  the  harmony 
Of  the  soul's  ravishing  musick,  the  same  age 
Not  to  be  named  with  thee,  should  so  outshine  thee 
In  jewels  and  variety  of  wardrobes ; 
While  you,  to  whose  sweet  inncK-ence  both  Indies 
Com|»r'd  are  of  no  value,  wanting  the«e, 
Pass  unregarded. 

Soph.  If  I  am  so  rich, 
Or  in  your  opinion  so,  why  should  you  borrow 
Additions  for  me  ? 

Mat.  Why?  I  should  be  oensur'd 
Of  ignorance,  possessing  such  a  jewel. 
Above  all  price,  if  I  forbear  to  give  it 
The  best  of  oniainents.     Therefore,  Sophia, 
In  few  words  know  my  pleasure,  and  obey  me ; 
As  you  have  ever  done.     To  your  discretion 
I  leave  the  government  of  my  family. 
And  our  poor  fortunes,  and  IVom  thetm  command 
Obedience  to  you  as  to  myself: 
To  th'  utmost  of  whaf  s  mine,  live  plentifully : 
And,  ere  the  remnant  of  our  store  be  spent, 
With  my  good  sword  I  hope  I  shall  reap  for  you 
A  harvest  in  such  full  abundance,  as 
Shall  make  a  merr\-  winter. 

Soph.  Since  you  are  not 
To  be  diverted,  sir,  from  what  you  purpose, 
All  arguments  to  stay  you  here  are  useless. 
Go  when  you  please,  sir :  eyes  I  charge  you,  waste  not 
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Ooe  drop  of  aorro*  ;  took  vou  hoard  all  ap, 

TUl  in  m  V  widow'd  bed  I  oUl  upon  500 : 

But  then  be  sure  nm  &U  not.     Yoo  blest  mgielR, 

Guardians  of  bunan  life,  I  at  thk  instant 

Favbeu'  f  invoke  700  at  oar  ptfting ;  'twere 

To  perwnate  derotion.     Mt  aool 

Shall  BO  alone  with  too  ;  and  wfaan  too  are 

Clzcled  with  death  and  honor,  aeek  mnd  find  you  ; 

And  then  I  will  not  leare  a  saint  ansoed  to 

For  TOUT  protection.     To  t^  too  what 

I  wifl  do  in  Tour  ahwft»>  «oaid  Aem  poorly ; 

My  artioDs  ihall  speak  me.     Tneic  to  douut  yoo. 

To  beg  I  maT  hear  from  yoo  where  you  are ; 

You  cannot  lire  ofaecnre :  nor  shall  one  post, 

Bt  night  or  day,  pa«  unexamined  by  me. 

If  I  dwcU  long  upon  tout  lips,  conri'dcr 

After  thb  Aai&t  the  griping  tat  that  IbOowa; 

And  it  will  be  exniAble ;  pnji  tnm  ftnm  me : 

All  that  1  can  is  spoketL 

[Act  i.,  Sc  1.'] 
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A  VERY  WOMvVN;  OR,  THE  PRINCE  OF  TARENT.     A 

TR-\GI-a>MEDY     [PL*BLISHED     1655 :     LICENSED 
\e^l     BY  PHILIP  MAS^LNGER 

DomJckn  Antonio,  Primee  of  Tmtmttim  tkt  diagmm  o/adam^ 
rt€Onnt9  to  tkt  Lmdf  Atmnrmy  «4<  «ol  kmow^mff  kim  in  <Aal 
ilii|7«VM,  tk*  «tt>rj^  0/  Aw  omi  oamian  for  kar,  and  of  the 
WBirvriAy  fmianMJ  wti'cA  kt^mmdft^&m  her. 

JoAm.  Not  Hx  from  whcfv  my  &ther  Bm,  a  hdy, 
A  neighbour  by,  b)e$t  with  as  gxvat  a  beauty 
As  Saturv  duritt  bestow  without  ^T'tdiiM^ 
Dwelt,  aud  oMit  happily,  aa  I  thought  men, 

>(14«HD-«ed..tt3»] 
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And  bless'd  the  bouse  a  thousand  times  she  dwelt  in. 

This  beauty,  in  the  bluBaom  of  my  youth, 

When  my  first  tirr  knew  no  adulterate  incense. 

Nor  I  no  way  to  flatter  but  my  fondness, 

In  all  the  bmvcry  my  friends  could  shew  me, 

In  all  the  fuith  lay  innocence  could  give  nie. 

In  the  beat  language  my  true  ton^ie  could  tell  me. 

And  all  the  broken  »igh$  lay  tiick  heart  lent  me, 

I  sued,  and  scrv'd.     Lung  did  I  love  tbib  lad  v, 

Lung  was  my  travail,  lonj;  my  trade,  to  win  n«r ; 

With  all  the  duty  of  my  soul  I  served  her. 

Alvn.  How  feelingly  he  ttpeaks !     And  idie  loved  you  too  ? 
It  muiit  be  ho. 

John.  I  would  it  had,  dear  lady. 
This  story  bad  been  ueedlesH ;  and  this  place, 
1  think,  unknown  to  inc. 

Aim.   Were  your  bloods  equal  f 

John.  Yes;  and,  I  thought,  our  hearts  too. 

AtTti.  Then  she  must  love. 

John.  She  did  ;  but  never  mc  :  she  could  nut  love  me; 
She  would  not  love ;  she  hatetl ;  more,  she  »com'd  me  : 
And  in  so  poor  and  base  a  way  abused  me. 
For  all  my  services,  for  all  my  bounties, 
So  bold  neglects  flung  on  me 

Aim.  An  ill  woman! 
Belike  you  found  some  rival  in  your  love  then  ? 

John.  How  perfectly  she  points  nie  to  my  stoiy !  [A9ide. 

Madam,  1  did  ;  and  one  whose  pride  and  anger, 
111  manners,  and  worse  nieiii,  she  duated  on ; 
Doated,  to  my  undoing  and  my  ruin. 
And,  but  for  honour  to  your  sacred  beauty. 
And  reverence  to  the  noble  sex,  though  she  fall, 
(As  she  must  fall,  that  durst  be  so  unnoble) 
I  should  say  something  unbeseeming  me. 
What  out  of  love,  and  worthy  love,  I  gave  her, 
(Shame  to  her  most  uiiworthy  mind)  Co  fouls. 
To  girls,  and  (idlers,  to  her  boys  she  flung, 
Ana  in  disdain  of  me.' 
Last,  to  blot  me 

From  all  remenib'rance,  what  I  have  been  to  her. 
And  how,  how  honestly,  how  nobly  «er\''d  her, 
"Twas  thought  she  set  her  gallant  to  dispatch  me. 
'TIS  true,  he  quarrcJl'd,  without  place,  or  reason ; 
We  fought,  I  kiird  him ;  heaven  s  strong  band  was  with  me ; 

1  [FJAcen  line*  omilled.] 
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For  which  I  lust  my  couoiry,  friends,  actjuaintaDcc; 

put  n)\-!)elf  to  9GU,  where  a  pirate  took  me. 
And  sold  uie  here. 

[Act.  iT^  Sc.  SJ\ 


IE    PARLIAMENT   OF    LOVE.      A 
in'HLlSIIEU  BY  GIFKORD,    1806: 
BY  PHILIP  MASSINGER 


COMEDY    [HRST 
LICENSED  leW]. 


« 


,..„.k4i  tak^  an  oath  to  perform  his  wi&treM  Leoncn'i 
j^tature.  She  enjoins  hxm  to  kill  hia  beat  friend.  Be 
%nvitej$  MonlTom  to  the  ^Id,  under  pretence  of  wanHng 
him  for  a  stcond  :  then  ahewe^  that  he  vwMfigat  with  Aim 

Otfr.  Thii  in  tht*  ^Uce. 

Jl<ml.  An  even  piwe  of  ground. 
Without  KdvHiitHgv;  but  Ix' jocund,  friend: 
'I'hc  honour  to  have  euter'd  hrst  the  field, 
llowvvvr  we  v-ome  off,  is  ours. 

C'frr.  I  mnni  not, 
So  w«U  I  KUi  ac^uaiutctl  with  your  valour, 
INi  fUlfli  )n  ft  gootH  cause,  a»  much  as  man, 
l^nd  VOU  MCOUra^^-nu'iit ;  and  Khonld  I  add, 
Vour  poWttT  to  do,  which  Fortune,  howc'er  blind| 
I  lath  ev«r  miHuulcd,  I  cannot  doubt 
But  victory  :«tiU  sits  up*"i  your  sword, 
AikI  mmtnol  uuw  foraake  you. 
ifunf.  Yoi)  Htiall  bc«  luc 


Conw  Iwldlv  ui) ;  m>r  will  I  sliame  your  cause, 
By  p«rlinK"witU  an  inch  of  ground  not  bought 
With  blood  on  mv  p«»rt. 


Cler.  'IH»  not  to  be  question'd  : 
That  which  I  would  entreat,  (and  pray  you  grant  it,) 
In,  that  VOU  winilii  forget  your  usual  softness. 
Your  fiw  iK-ing  at  vour  mm-y  ;  it  hath  been 
A  cufttoni  in  you,  which  I  dare  not  praise, 
Having  disana'd  your  enemy  of  hi»  swoni, 
To  tempt  your  fate,  by  yielding  it  again  ; 
'l*hen  run  a  second  haxftrd. 

Siont.  When  we  encounter 
A  noble  foe,  we  cannot  be  too  noble. 

CUfT.  That  I  confess  ;  but  he  that's  now  to  oppose  you, 
1  know  for  an  arch  villain  :  one  tlwl  hath  lost 

'[MoBon'ftBdidoa.] 
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All  feeling  of  humanity,  one  thtit  liutes 

Goodness  iu  others,  'cause  he's  ill  Inniitelf ; 

A  most  ungrateftil  wretch,  (the  name's  too  gentle,- 

All  attributes  of  wickedness  cannot  reach  him,) 

Of  whom  to  have  deserved,  bevond  example. 

Or  precedent  of  friendship,  is  a  wrong 

Which  only  death  can  satisfy. 

Mont.  Vou  describe 
A  monater  to  me. 

Cler.  True,  Montrose,  he  is  so. 
Africk,  though  fertile  of  strange  prodigies. 
Never  produced  his  equal  ;  be  wise,  therefore. 
And  if  he  fall  into  vour  hands,  dispatch  him : 
Pity  to  him  i«  cruelty.     The  «id  father. 
That  sees  his  son  stung  by  a  snake  to  death. 
May,  with  more  justice,  stay  his  vengeful  hand, 
Ann  let  the  worm  escApe,  than  you  rouchsafe  him 
A  minute  to  repent :  for  'tis  a  slave 
So  sold  to  bell  and  mischief,  that  a  traitor 
To  his  most  lawful  prince,  a  church-robber, 
A  parricide,  who,  when  his  gamers  are 
Cramm''d  with  the  jMirest  grain,  suffers  his  parents, 

Being  old  and  weak,  to  stai've  for  want  of  bread, 
Compared  to  him  are  innocent. 

Mont,  I  ne'er  heard 
Of  such  a  cursied  nature;  if  long-lived, 

He  would  infect  mankind  :  rest  you  assured, 

He  finds  from  me  small  courtesy. 

OiffT.  And  expect 
Ai  little  from  him  ;  blood  is  that  he  thirsts  for, 

Not  honourable  wounds. 
MmU.  I  wuuld  I  had  him 

Within  my  sword's  length  ! 

Oler.  Have  thy  wish  :  Thou  hast  I  [Clkbkmond  draws  hia 

Nay  draw  thy  fiword  and  suddenly  ;  I  am  [sux/rd. 

That  monster,  temple- robber,  parricide, 

Ingrateful  wretch,  friend-hater,  or  what  else 

Makes  up  the  perfect  figure  of  the  devil, 

Should  he  ap|>oar  like  man.     Banish  amazement 

And  call  thv  ablest  spirits  up  to  guard  thee 

From  him  tliafs  timn  d  a  fiiry.     fam  made 

Her  minister,  whose  cruelty  but  named 

Would  with  more  horror  strike  the  pale-cheek'd  stars. 

Than  all  those  dreadful  words  which  cnnjurorR  use 

To  fright  their  damn'd  familiars.     Look  not  on  me 
VOL.  IV.— 23 
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As  I  am  Cleretnond  :  I  have  parted  with 
TTic  essence  that  was  his,  and  entertain'd 
The  soul  of  some  fierce  tigress,  or  a  wolfs 
New-hang*d  for  hunuin  ftlaughter,  and  'ti»  6t : 
I  could  not  else  be  an  apt  instrument 
To  bloody  Leonora. 

Monl.  To  my  knowledge 
I  never  wrDng*a  her. 

CUr.  Yes  in  being  a  friend 
To  me,  Khe  hated  my  best  friend,  her  malice 
Would  look  no  lower ; — and  for  being  Huch, 
By  her  commands,  Montrose,  I  am  to  kill  thee; 
On,  that  thou  hadst,  like  otheiti,  been  all  words, 
And  no  performance  !  or  that  thou  hadst  made 
Some  little  stop  in  thy  career  of  kindness  I 
Why  wouldst  thou,  to  conlimi  the  name  of  frtoidt 
Snatch  at  this  fatal  office  of  a  second. 

Which  others  fled  from  ? Tis  in  vain  to  moom  now, 

When  there's  no  help  !  and  therefore,  good  Montrose, 

Rouse  thv  most  manly  parts,  and  think  thou  stand'st  now 

A  champion  fur  more  timn  king  or  country  ; 

Since  in  thy  fall,  goodness  itself  must  suffer. 

Remember  too,  the  baseness  of  the  wTong 

Offer'd  to  friendship  ;  let  it  edge  thy  swords 

And  kill  comiMu^iou  in  thee  ;  and  forget  not 

I  will  take  all  advantage? :  and  so, 

Without  reply,  have  at  thee.  [j^Acy  Jighi,  Clkkemdno 

Mont.  See,  how  weak 
An  ill  cause  is  !  you  are  already  fallen  : 
What  can  you  look  for  now  ? 

CUr.  Fool,  use  thy  fortune : 
And  so  he  counsels  tliec,  that,  if  we  had 
Changed  places,  instantly  would  havt;  cut  thy  throat, 
Or  digg'd  tliy  heart  out. 

Mont.  In  requital  of 
That  savage  purpose,  I  must  pity  you  : 
Witness  tbet>e  tears,  not  tears  of  joy  for  amquest ; 
But  of  true  sorrow  for  your  misery. 
Live,  O  live,  Cleremond,  and,  like  a  man, 
Make  use  of  reason,  as  an  exorcist 
To  cast  this  devil  out,  that  does  abuse  you  ; 
This  fiend  of  false  affection. 


■[E^tion  as  above.] 


[Act  iv.,  Sc.  «.»] 
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THE    UNNATURAL      COMBAT. 
LISHED     1639 :       PRODUCED 
PHILIP  MASSINGER 


A    TRAGEDY    [PUB- 
ABOUT    l(nfi].       BY 


Malefort  senior.  Admiral  of  MivneilUs,  poitone  his  Jirst  wife  io 
make  way  for  a  aecona,  Tkie  corfixng  to  the  knowledge  of 
hia  8071,  Sfalefori  junior ;  he  challenges  his  father  to  fight 
him.  This  unnatural  combat  is  performed  before  the 
Governor  and  Court  of  Marmiilea.  The  speclaiora  retiring 
to  some  distance,  the  father  and  eon  parley  before  the  Jight 
commences. 

Malefoet  senior.        Malefobt  jxi/nior. 

fal.  sen.  Now  we  are  alone,  sir  ; 
And  thou  bast  liberty  to  unload  the  burden 
Which  thou  groan'st  under.     Speak  thy  griefs. 

Mai.  jun.  I  shall,  sir ; 
But  in  a  perplext  form  and  method,  which 
You  onW  can  interpret :  would  you  had  not 
A  guilty  knowledge  in  your  I>osom  of 
The  language  which  you  force  rae  to  deliver, 
,So  I  were  nothing !     Ae  you  are  my  father, 
I  bend  my  knee,  and  uncompell'H  profefis, 
My  life  and  all  that's  mine  to  be  your  gift. 
And  that  in  a  son's  duty  I  stand  txiunu 
To  lay  this  head  l)eneath  your  feet,  and  run 
All  desperate  haztirds  for  your  ease  and  safety. 
But,  this  confess'd  on  my  paui,  I  rise  up ; 
And  not  as  with  a  father  (all  respect. 
Love,  fear,  and  reverence,  cast  off),  but  as 
A  wifkcd  man,  I  thus  expostulate  with  you. 
Whv  have  you  done  tliat  which  I  dare  not  speak? 
And  in  the  action  chang'd  the  humble  shape 
Of  my  obedience  to  rebellious  rage 
And  insolent  pride  ?  and  n'ith  abut  eves  constxain'd  mc 
To  run  my  bark  of  honour  on  a  shelf, 
I  must  not  see,  nor,  if  I  saw  it,  shun  it  ? 
In  my  wrongs  nature  suffei*s,  and  looks  backward ; 
And  mankind  trembler  to  see  me  pursue 
What  beasts  would  fly  from.     For  when  I  advance 
Hiis  sword,  as  1  must  do,  against  your  head, 
I*ietv  will  weep,  and  filial  duty  mourn. 
To  see  their  alUrs,  which  you  built  up  in  me^ 
In  a  moment  raz'd  and  min'd.     That  you  could 
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(From  my  grieved  soul  I  wish  it)  but  produce 
To  qualify,  not  cxciwe,  your  deed  of  horror, 
One  seeming  reason  :  that  I  might  fix  here. 
And  move  no  further! 

Mai.  sen.  Have  I  au  far  lost 
A  father's  power^  that  1  must  give  accotint 
Of  my  actions  to  my  son  ?  or  must  I  plead 
As  a  fearful  uri^one^  at  the  bar,  while  he 
That  owes  hiB  hcine  to  me  »it*  a«  3'"'B^ 
To  censure  that,  which  only  by  myself 
Ought  to  be  questionM  f  mountains  jtooncr  fall 
Beneath  their  valleys,  and  the  lofty  pine 
Pay  homage  to  the  bramble,  or  wHat  else  is 
Preposterous  in  nature,  ere  my  tongue 
In  one  short  syllable  yields  satisfaction 
To  any  doubt  of  thine  ;  nay,  though  it  were 
A  certainty,  disdaining  argument ; 
Since,  though  my  decdb  wore  hell's  black  livery. 
To  thee  they  should  appear  triumphant  rol)e8. 
Set  off  with  glorious  honour  :  thou  being  bound 
To  see  with  my  eyes,  and  to  hold  that  reason 
That  takes  or  birth  or  fashion  frcmi  my  will. 

Mal.jun.  ThisHwurd  divide.s  that  .slavish  knot. 

Mai.  sen.  It  cannot. 
It  cannot,  wretch  ;  and  thou  hut  rememiwr 
From  whom  thou  hadst  this  spirit,  thou  dar'st  not  hope  it. 
Who  train'd  thee  up  in  arms,  but  I  ?  who  taught  thee 
Men  were  men  only  when  they  durst  look  down 
With  scorn  on  death  and  danger,  and  contemn'd 
All  opposition,  till  plum'd  victory 
Had  made  her  constant  stand  upon  their  helmets  ? 
Under  my  shield  thou  hast  fought  as  securely 
As  the  voung  eaglet,  covered  with  the  wings 
Of  her  fierce  dam,  learns  how  and  where  to  prey. 
All  that  is  manly  in  fhcc,  I  call  mine ; 
But  what  is  weAK  and  womanish,  thine  own. 
And  what  I  gave  (^ince  thou  art  proud,  ungrateful. 
Presuming  to  contend  with  him,  to  whom 
Submission  is  due)  I  will  take  from  thee. 
Look  therefore  for  extremities,  and  expect  not 
I  will  correct  thee  as  a  son,  but  kill  thee 
As  a  serpent  swoln  wltli  poison  ;  who  Bu^^'iving 
A  little  longer,  with  infections  breath. 
Would  render  all  things  near  him,  like  itself, 
Contagious.' 

>  [Foui  lines  omitted.] 
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Mai.  jun.  Thou  incensed  power, 
Awhile  forbear  thy  thunder :  let  me  have 
No  aid  in  my  revenge,  if  irom  the  grave 
M^  mother 

Mai.  aen.  Thou  shait  never  name  her  more '       [They  fight, 

[and  the  son  ia  elain. 

Mai.  sen.  Die  all  my  tears. 
And  waking  jealuusius,  which  have  so  long 
Been  my  tonnenton ;  there's  now  no  suspicion ; 
A  fact,  which  I  alone  am  eonscious  of, 
Can  never  be  diiicuver'd,  or  the  caune 
That  caird  this  duel  on  ;  I  being  above 
All  perturbatiom ;  nor  is  it  in 
'ilie  power  of  fate  again  to  uiukc  uie  wretched. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.*] 


_    THE   VIRGIN    MjVRTYR.      A    TRAGEDY    [PUBLISHED 
I  1621:    LICENSED   1630].      BY    VHIUV    MASSINGEH 

■  AND  THOMAS  DECKER 

h 

I  ^ 

■  Wa: 

I   Wei 

W  <„  t 


Ari^felOt  an  Angela  attends  Dorothea  a$  a  page, 

Anuelo.         Doruthka.         The  time^  midniyht. 
Dor.  M.y  book  and  taj>er. 


Ang.  Here,  most  holy  mistress. 

Dor.  'ITiy  voice  send;,  forth  such  uuisic,  that  X  never 
Was  ravish'd  with  a  mmv  celestial  sound. 
Were  every  servant  in  the  world  like  thee, 
So  full  of  goodness,  angels  would  come  down 
To  dwell  with  us :  thy  name  is  Anyelo^ 
And  like  that  name  thou  art.     Get  thee  to  rest ; 
Thy  youth  with  too  much  watL^hing  is  opprest. 

Ang.  No,  my  dear  lady.     I  could  weary  stars, 
And  force  tlie  Hukeful  moon  to  lose  her  eyea. 
By  my  late  watching,  but  to  wait  on  yon. 
VVhcn  at  your  prayere  you  kneel  before  the  altar, 
Methiiiks  I'm  singing  with  some  quire  in  heaven, 
So  blest  I  hold  me  in  your  company. 
Therefore,  my  most  lov'd  mistress,  do  not  bid 
Y'our  boy,  so  serviceable,  to  get  hence ; 
For  then  you  break  his  heart. 

'  [Twenty-Uuee  Uau  omined.J  '[Dodllcy,  ed,  HAilitt,  vol.  via.] 
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Dot.  Be  nigh  ine  still,  then. 
In  golden  lettent  down  I'll  set  that  dav« 
Which  gave  thee  to  n)e.     Little  did  I  hope 
To  meet  such  worlds  of  comfort  in  th_v!>elf, 
This  little,  pretty  body,  when  I  coming 
Forth  of  the  temple,  teard  my  l>eggar-boy, 
Mv  sweet-fftc'd,  godly  beggar-boy»  crave  an  alms, 
Which  with  glad  hand  I  gave,  with  lucky  hand  ; 
And  when  I  took  thee  hunie,  niy  moat  chaste  boaom 
Methought  was  fili'd  with  no  hot  wanton  tire, 
But  with  a  holy  dume^  mounting  since  liigher. 
On  wings  of  cherubiais,  Uian  it  did  before. 

Ang.  l*Taud  am  I  that  my  lady's  tDodest  eye 
So  likes  so  poor  a  servant. 

Dor.  I  have  offer'd 
Handfuls  of  gold  but  to  behold  thy  parents. 
I  would  leave  kingdoms,  were  I  queen  of  some. 
To  dwell  with  thy  good  fatJier ;  for,  the  son 
Bewitching  me  bo  deeply  with  his  presence, 
He  that  begot  him  must  do't  ten  times  more. 
I  pray  thee,  my  sweet  boy,  shew  me  thy  parents ; 
Be  not  ashamed. 

Ang.  I  am  not :  1  did  never 
Know  wlio  my  mother  was ;  but,  by  yon  palace, 
Fiird  with  bright  heav'niy  courtiers,  I  dare  assure  you, 
And  pawn  these  eyes  upon  it,  and  this  hand. 
My  father  is  in  hcav'n  ;  and.  pretty  mistreas. 
If  your  illustrious  hour-glass  spend  hia  sand 
No  worae,  than  yet  it  doth,  upon  my  life. 
You  and  I  both  shall  meet  my  father  there, 
And  be  shall  bid  you  welcome. 

Dor.  A  blesa'd  day  I 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  a,»] 

This  flcene  has  beaotiei  of  m  very  high  an  order  that  wtlh  rO  mjr  respect  far 

Muiinger,  I  do  not  think  be  had  poetical  enihusiaun  capable  of  fdriuihing  ibem. 
His  associate  Decker,  who  \vto(c  Old  Poiiunatus,  had  poetry  enough  for  any  thing. 
Tb«  very  impuntie*  which  obtrude  thentBdves  among  Uw  sweet  pieties  of  this  play 
(like  Satan  among  the  Soaa  of  Heaver^  and  which  iIk  brief  scope  of  my  plan  foctun- 
atdy  erutbJes  me  to  Isava  out.  have  a  suength  of  cont/ast,  a  tactacfls,  and  a  glow  in 
tbcm,  whkh  are  above  Massingcr.  They  set  off  the  religion  of  ibe  rest,  somehow 
as  Caliban  serves  to  shew  Miranda. 


'\_Urrmai4  Sm4t.   Massinget,  ed.   Synwcia,   i86g. 
DccVei  sec  note  on  p.  6a.} 


For  other  extracts  (rooi 
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THE  FATAL  DOWRY.  A  TRAGKUY  [PUBLISHbll)  1632: 
WUriTEN  iHlOB-VBLY  UEFOHE  l(il9].  HY  PHILir 
MASSINGER  AND  NATHANIEL  FIELD  [1.587-1633] 

The  Marshal  of  Burgundy  dies  in  prison  at  Dijon  for  d^bts  c(m> 
traded  bu  hirnfor  the  service  of  the  state  m  the  taws.  Sia 
dead  body  is  arrested  and  denied  burial  by  his  creditors. 
His  sofiy  yoitny  Charalois,  ffives  up  hiTuself  to  prison  to 
redeem  his  father's  hvdy^  that  it  may  have  honourable 
burial.  He  has  Uave  from  his  prison  do<frs  to  view  the 
ceremony  of  the  funeral^  but  to  go  no  farther. 

Enter  three  gentlemen.,  Pontalieb,  Maixitis,  and  Beaumont, 
as  spectators  of  the  funeral. 

Mai.  Tia  strange. 

Beaum.  Methinks  so. 

Pont.  In  a  man  but  young, 
Yet  old  in  judgment ;  thcoric  and  practic 
In  ull  humanity  ;  and,  to  iiicnain.'  tW  wonder, 
Religious,  yet  a  soldier, — tliat  he  ^^hould 
Yield  his  mw-iiving  youth  a  captive,  for 
The  freedom  of  his  aged  father's  corpse  ; 
And  rather  chuse  to  want  life's  necessaries, 
Liberty,  hope  of  fortune,  than  it  should 
In  death  be  kept  from  Christian  ceremony, 

Mai.  Come,  'tis  a  golden  precedent  in  a  son. 
To  let  strong  nature  have  the  better  hand« 
In  such  a  caae,  of  all  afleetetl  reason. 
What  years  sit  on  thitt  Charaloid  .*' 

Beo/um.  Twenty-eight. 
For  since  the  dock  did  !>trike  him  seventeen  old. 
Under  his  father's  wine  his  son  liath  fought, 
Serv'd  and  commanded,  and  so  aptly  both, 
'ITiat  sometimes  he  appearM  liis  latiiei-'H  father, 
And  never  leiss  than  uu»  Hon ;  the  old  man's  virtues 
So  recent  in  him,  a»  the  world  may  swear 
Naught  but  a  fair  tree  could  such  fair  fruit  bear.' 

Mai.  This  moruiug  is  the  funeral 

Pont.  Certainly. 
And  from  tliis  uribon  'twas  the  son's  request 
That  his  dear  father  might  interment  have. 

[Charaijus  appears  at  the  door  of  the  prison] 
See  the  young  son  intei-r'd,  a  lively  grave. 
Beaum.  They  come.     Observe  their  order. 

*  [Twenty-two  tines  omitted.] 
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The  funenU  proceseion  enters.  Captainn  and  soldiera,  mounun. 
RoMo\r,  friend  to  the  deceased.  Three  creditors  arc  among 
the  spectators.    Chabalois  speaks. 

Char.  How  like  h  Hi'lent  atreAm  shaded  with  night. 
And  gliding  softly  with  our  windy  sigli:'. 
Moves  the  whulc  fmmt.'  of  tliis  solL-mnitv  ! 
Tears,  sighs,  and  blacks,  tilling  thp-  simile ; 
Whilst  r,  the  only  miirnuir  in  this  grove 
Of  death,  thus  hollowly  break  fortli ! — vouchsafe 
To  stay  awhile.     Rest,  resit  in  peace,  dear  earth  ! 
Thou  that  brought'st  rest  to  their  unthankful  lives. 
Whose  cruelty  denied  thee  rest  in  death  ! 
Here  stands  thy  mwr  executor,  Uiy  son, 
That  makes  his  life  prisoner  to  l>ail  thy  death  ; 
Who  gladlierputs  on  this  captivity, 
llian  vii^ns,  lung  in  love,  their  wedding  weeds. 
Of  all  tliat  ever  thou  hast  done  good  to. 
These  only  have  good  memories  ;  for  they 
Remember  best,  forget  not  gratitude. 
1  thank  you  for  this  last  and  friendly  love. 
And  though  this  country,  like  a  viperous  mother, 
Not  only  hath  eat  up  ungratefully 
All  means  of  thee,  her  son,  but  laxt  thyself, 
Leaving  thy  heir  so  bare  and  indigent. 
He  canuut  raise  thee  a  poor  uionuincnt. 
Such  as  a  flatterer  or  a  usurer  hath  ; 
Thy  worth  in  every  honertt  bretist  builds  one, 
Making  their  friendly  hearts  thy  funeral  stone. 

Pont.  Sir! 

Cfiar.  Peace !  O  peace !     This  scene  is  wholly  mine — 
What !  weep  you,  soldiers  ? — blanch  not. — Romont  weeps. — 
Ha  !  let  me  sec  !  my  miracle  is  eas'd  ; 
The  jailors  and  the  creditors  do  weep ; 
E'en  they  that  make  us  weep,  do  weep  themselves. 
Be  these  thy  body's  balm  :  these,  and  thy  virtue, 
Keep  thy  fame  ever  odoriferous, 
Whdat  the  great,  pi-oud,  rich,  undesiTving  man, 
Alive  stinks  in  his  vices,  and,  being  vanish'd, 
Tlie  golden  calf  that  was  an  idol,  deck'd 
With  marble  pillai-s,  jet  and  porphyry. 
Shall  quickly  both  in  bone  and  name  consume, 
Tho*  wrapt  in  lead,  spice,  cerecloth,  and  perfume. 

Creditor.  Sir! 

Char.  What ! — away  for  shame — you,  prophane  rogues, 
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Must  not  be  mingled  with  these  holy  relics : 
This  ia  a  sacrifice — our  show'r  shall  crown 
His  sepulchre  with  oHve,  myrrh,  and  bajs, 
The  planU  of  peace,  of  sorrow,  victory  : 
Your  tears  would  spring  but  wecds,^ 

Hor/i.  Look,  look,  you  slaves !  your  thankless  cruelty. 
And  savage  niannerx  of  unkind  Dijun, 
Exhaust  these  Hoods,  and  not  his  tather's  death.'' 

Priest  On. 

Char.  One  mouient  more. 
But  to  bestow  a  few  poor  legacies, 
All  1  have  left  in  my  dead  father's  nght, 
And  I  have  done.     Captain,  wear  thuu  tliese  spurs, 
That  yet  ne'er  inotle  his  horse  run  from  a  foe. 
Lieutenant,  thou  tliis  »arf ;  and  may  it  tie 
lliy  valour  and  thy  honesty  together. 
For  so  it  did  in  liini.     Ensign,  this  cuirass. 
Your  general's  necklace  once.     You  gentle  beareni, 
Divide  this  pun>e  of  gold  ;  this  other  strew 
Among  the  poor.     'Tis  all  I  have.     Homont, 
Wear  thou  this  medal  of  himself,  that  like 
A  hearty  oak  grew'st  close  to  this  tall  pine, 
E'en  in  the  wildest  wilderness  of  war. 
Whereon  foes  broke  their  swords,  and  tir'd  themselves. 
Wounded  and  hack'd  ye  were,  hut  never  fell'd. 
For  me,  my  portion  provide  in  heaven  : 
My  root  is  earth'd,  and  I,  a  desolate  branch, 
Left  scatter'd  in  the  highway  of  the  world, 
Trod  under  foot,  that  might  have  been  a  column 
Mainly  supporting  our  demolish'd  house. 
This^  would  I  wear  as  my  inheritance. 
And  what  hope  can  arise  to  me  from  it. 
When  I  and  it  are  here  both  prwonera? 
Only  may  this,  if  ever  we  be  Irce, 
Keep  or  redeem  me  from  all  iid'amy.* 

JailvT.  You  must  no  farther. — 
Tlie  prison  limits  you,  and  the  creditors 
Exact  the  strictness. — 

[Actu.,Sc.  L*] 

•[Thirteen  lines  omitted.]  'fSeven  lines.] 

"His  father's  sword.  '[Wrgc  and  ihice  lines.] 

*[iiermaid  Sfria,  ed.  Symons.    For  other  extrutt  from  Field  bgc  note  on  p.  510.] 
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THE  OLB  r>AW.  A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1656:  WRIT- 
TEN ABOUT  1599].  HY  PHILIP  MASSINGER[?] 
THOMAS    MIDDLETON,   AND   WILLIAM    ROWLEY 

The  Duke  of  Bpire  enacts  a  law,  that  all  men  who  have  reached 
the  age  of  fotvracorey  afiall  be  put  to  deaths  as  being  ad- 
judaed  vseleBs  to  the  commonwealth.  SimonideSy  the  bad, 
ana  Cleanthes^  the  good  son^  are.  differently  affected  by 
Uie  promulgation  of  the  edict. 

Sim.  Clean  thea, 
Oh,  lad,  here's  a  spring  for  young  plants  to  flourish ! 
The  old  trees  must  down,  kept  the  sun  from  us. 
Wc  shall  rise  now,  buy. 

Cle.  Whither,  sir,  1  pray  ? 
To  the  bleak  air  of  storms,  among  those  trees 
Which  wc  tiad  shelter  from. 

Sim.  Yes,  from  our  growth. 
Our  sap  and  livelihood,  and  from  our  fruit. 
What!  'tis  not  jubilee  with  thee  vet,  I  think  ; 
'I^ou  louk'st  so  and  ou't.     How  old  la  thy  father  ? 

Cle,  Jubilee  1  no,  indeed ;  'tis  a  bad  year  with  me. 

Sim.  Prithee,  how  old's  thy  father?  then  I  can  tell  thee. 

Cle.  I  know  not  how  to  answer  you,  Simonides. 
He  is  too  old,  being  now  expos'd 
Unto  the  rigour  of  a  cruel  etiict ; 
And  yet  not  old  enough  by  many  years, 
'Cause  rd  not  sec  him  go  an  hour  before  me. 

Sim.  These  very  passions  I  speak  to  my  father.^ 


CU.  Why,  here's  a  villain, 
Able  to  corrupt  a  thousand  by  example. 
Does  the  kind  root  bleed  out  his  livelihood 
In  parent  distribution  to  his  branches. 
Adorning  them  with  alt  his  glnrious  fruibt. 
Proud  that  his  pride  is  seen  when  he's  unseen, 
And  must  not  gratitude  descend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  limbs  in  fruitless  winter.' 


■[Nearly  ten  paget  omiued.] 


[Acti.,Sc.  l.»] 

■[Middleton'K  Works,  ed.  Bollen.  vol.  U.] 
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CUoftithes,  to  aoive  his  old  father^  Lumidee^  from,  the  operation 
of  the  2aw,  gives  out  that  he  is  dead,  celmrating  a  jyretended 
fuTuralf  to  make  it  believed. 

Dove.        Courtiera.        Cleavtiies,   ae  following   his  faiker'a 
body  to  the  grave. 

Duke.  Cleanthes  ? 

Coart.  Tis,  uiy  lord,  and  iii  the  place 
Of  a  chief  mourner  too,  but  strangely  habited. 

Duke.  Yet  suitable  to  his  behaviour,  mark  it; 
He  comes  oil  the  way  smiling,  do  you  observe  it  ? 
I  never  saw  a  corse  so  jovfully  folluw'd. 
Light  colours  and  light  cheeks — who  should  this  be  ? 
Tis  a  thing  worth  resolving.' — Cleanthes  — 

Cle.  O  my  lord  ! 

Duke.  He  laugh'd  outright  now. 
Was  ever  such  a  contrariety  seen 
In  natural  courses  yet,  nay,  proless'd  openly  ? 

Cle.  Tis,  of  a  heavy  time,  the  joyfull'st  day 
That  ever  son  was  bom  to. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Cle.  I  joy — to  make  it  plain — my  father's  dead. 

Duke.  Dead.^ 

Court.  Old  Leonidea? 

Cle.  In  hi^  last  month  dead. 
He  beguil'd  cruel  law  the  8wcetlie«t 
ITiat  ever  age  was  blest  to. 
It  grieves  me  that  a  tear  .should  fall  upon*t. 
Being  a  thing  so  joyful,  but  his  memory 
Will  work  it  out,  I  sec :  when  his  poor  heart 
Broke,  I  did  not  m)  much,  but  leup'd  fur  joy 
So  mountingly,  I  touch'd  the  star;),  methought, 
1  would  not  bear  of  blacks,  I  was  so  light, 
But  chose  a  colour  orient,  like  my  mind : 
For  blacks  arc  of^en  such  dissembling  moumera, 
There  is  no  credit  giv'n  to  it,  it  has  Tost 
All  reputation  by  false  sons  and  widows. 
Now  I  would  have  men  know  what  1  resemble, 
A  truth,  indeed  ;  'tis  joy  clad  like  a  joy, 
Which  is  more  honest  than  a  cunning  grief 
That's  only  fnc'd  with  sables  for  a  show. 
But  gawdy-hearted.     When  I  saw  death  come 
So  ready  to  deceive  you,  sir,  forgive  me, 
I  could  not  chuse  but  be  entirely  merry  ; 
And  yet  too,  see  now,  of  a  sudden, 

*[A  line  and  a  half  omitted.] 
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Naming  but  death,  I  shew  myself  a  mortal, 
That's  never  constant  to  one  passion  long ; 
I  wonder  whcnct:  that  tear  eaiiie,  when  I  sniil'd 
In  the  production  on't.     Sorrow's  a  thief, 
That  can,  when  joy  looks  on,  steal  forth  a  grief. 
Bui,  gracious  leave,  my  lord  ;  when  I've  periform'd 
My  last  pour  duty  to  my  father's  bones, 
I  shall  return  voiir  servant. 
Duke.  Welf,  perform  it ; 
Tlie  law  is  itatisfied  :  tliey  can  but  die. 


[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 


Cleanthea  ctmceaU  Leonidea  in  a  secret  apoTiment  within  a 
tvcod^  v}}iere  hiviself,  and  kis  xvife  Hippolita^  keep  xmUck 
for  the  safety  of  the  old  man.  Thie  coming  to  the  Duke's 
knmvledfje,  he  repairs  to  the  %vood  and  makes  discovery  of 
the  place  where  they  have  hid  Leonides. 

The  wood. — Clea^thes  listening^  as  fearing  every  sound. 

Cle.  What's  that?     Oh,  nothing  but  the  whlsp'ring  wind 
fireathes  thru'  yon  churlish  hawthorn,  tliat  grew  rude 
As  if  it  chid  the  gentle  breath  that  kiss'd  it. 
1  cannot  be  too  ciicumspect,  too  careful, 
For  in  these  woods  lies  hid  alJ  my  life's  treasure. 
Which  is  too  much  ever  to  fear  to  lose. 
Though  it  be  never  lost ;  and  if  our  watchfulness 
Ought  to  Ije  wise  and  serious  'gainst  a  thief 
That  conies  to  steal  our  goods,  things  all  without  us. 
That  prove  vexation  often  more  than  comfort, 
How  mighty  ought  our  providence  to  be 
To  prevent  those,  if  any  such  there  were, 
That  come  to  rob  our  bosom  of  our  joys. 
That  only  make  poor  niuii  deliglit  to  live  1 
Paha,  I'm  too  fearful — He,  He,  who  can  hurt  me? 
But  'tis  a  genemi  cowai-dice,  that  shakes 
The  nerves  of  conlideuce  ;  he  that  hides  treasure. 
Imagines  everj"  one  thinks  of  that  place, 
When  *tU  a  thing  least  minded  ;  nay,  let  him  change 
'I'he  place  continually,  where'er  it  keeps. 
There  will  the  fear  keep  still.     Yonder's  the  store-house 
Of  all  my  comfort  now — and,  see,  it  sends  forth 

HippoLiTA  enters. 

A  dear  one  to  me.     PreciouB  chief  of  women  ! 
How  does  the  good  old  soul  ?  has  he  fed  well  r* 
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Hip.  Beshrew  me,  sir,  he  made  the  heartiest  meal  to-day ; 
Mu^h  goud  may't  do  his  health. 

CU,  A  blesHing  on  thee. 
Both  for  thy  new»  and  wish. 

Hip.  His  stomach,  $ir, 
Is  better'd  woudVousIy,  since  his  concealment 

Cle,  Hcftv'n  has  a  [jltHsed  work  in't.     Come,  we're  «afe  here. 
I  prithee,  caII  him  forth,  the  air  is  much  M'holesomer. 

Hip.  Father. 

Lfx>xiuek  comes  forth. 

Leon.  How  sweetly  sounds  the  voice  of  a  good  woman ! 
It  is  so  seldom  heard,  that,  when  it  speaks. 
It  ra>*i8hes  all  senses.     Lists  of  honour, 
I've  a  joy  weeps  to  wee  you,  'tis  so  full, 
So  fairly  fruitful. 

Cle.  I  hope  to  see  you  often,  and  return 
Loaden  with  blessing,  still  to  pour  on  some. 
I  find  them  all  in  my  contented  iMjace, 
And  lose  not  one  in  thousands,  tney  're  dispera'd 
So  gloriously,  I  know  not  which  are  brightest ; 
1  find  them,  as  angels  are  found,  by  legions.^ 

A  Horn  is  heard. 
Ha!— 

Leon.  What  was  't  dwturb'd  my  joy  ? 

Cle.  Did  you  not  hear, 
As  afar  off? 

Hip.  What,  ray  excellent  consort  ? 

Cle.  Nor  you 

Hip.  I  heard  a 

CU.  Hark  again 

Leon.  Bless  my  jov. 
What  ails  it  on  a  sudden  ? 

CU.  Now  since lately 

Leon.  Tie  nothing  but  a  symptom  of  thy  care,  man. 
'Cfe.  Alas  !  you  do  not  hear  well. 

Leon.  What  was 't,  daughter  .* 

Hip.  I  heard  a  sound,  twice. 

CU.  Hark  !  louder  and  nearer. 
In,  for  the  precious  good  of  virtue,  quick,  sir. 
Louder  ana  neorer  yet ;  at  hand,  at  hand  ; 
A  hunting  here  !  'tis  strange  !  I  never  knew 
Game  follow'd  in  these  wooils  before. 

Hip.  Now  let  them  come,  and  upare  not. 

>  [Thirteen  Unet  omitted.] 


[I^EoKiDEs  goes  in. 
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Snter  DricE,  Courtiers,  Attendants,  eta  if  huyUiTig. 

Cle.  Ha !  'tis is  it  not  the  Duke  ? look  sparinglr. 

Hip.  Tis  he,  but  what  of  that  ?  alas  !  take  heeo,  sir ; 
Your  care  will  overthrow  us. 

CU.  Come,  it  shall  not. 
Let's  set  a  pleanant  face  upon  our  fears, 
Though  our  hearts  shake  with  horror.     Ha  !  ha',  ha  ! 

DtOce.  Hark! 

Cle.  Prithee,  proceed  ; 
I'm  taken  with  these  light  things  infinitely, 
Since  the  old  man's  decease. — Ha  I  ha  I  ha ! — 

Duke.  Why,  how  should  I  believe  this  ?     Look,  he'g  merry, 
As  if  he  had  no  such  chai^.     One  with  that  care 
Could  never  be  so  still ;  he  holds  his  temper. 
And  'tis  the  »amc  still ;  with  no  diflurcncc. 
He  brought  his  father's  corpse  to  the  grave  with. 
He  laugh'd  thus  then,  you  know. 

Court.  Ave,  he  may  laugh,  my  lord ; 
That  shews  but  how  he  glories  in  his  cunning ; 
And,  perfiaps,  done  more  to  advance  his  wit, 
llian  to  express  aifection  to  his  father, 
Tliat  only  he  has  over-reach'd  the  law.' 

Duke.  If  a  contempt  can  be  so  neatly  carried. 

It  gives  me  cause  of  wonder. ' 

Cleanthes 

GU.  My  lov'd  lord— 

Duke.  Not  mov'd  a  whit ! 

Constant  to  lightning  still ! 'tis  strange  to  raeet  you 

Upon  a  ground  so  unfrequented,  sir: 

Tliis  docs  not  fit  your  passion  ;  you  are  for  mirth, 

Or  I  mistake  you  much. 

Cle.  But  finding  it 
Grow  to  a  noted  imperfection  in  me 
(For  any  thing  too  much  is  vicious), 
I  come  to  these  disconsolate  walks  of  purpofte 
Only  to  dull  and  take  away  the  edge  on  t, 
I  ever  had  a  greater  zeal  to  sadness, 
A  natural  propension,  I  confess,  my  lord. 
Before  that  chearful  accident  fell  out, — 
If  I  may  call  a  father's  fimeral  chearful. 
Without  wrong  done  to  duty  or  my  love. 

Duke.  It  seems  then  you  take  pleasure  in  these  walks,  sir? 

Cle.  Contemplative  content  I  no,  my  lord  : 
They  bring  into  my  mind  oft  meditations 

'  [Three  linti  omitted. J  '  [Three  lines. J 
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sweetly  precious,  that  in  the  parting 
I  find  a  shower  of  grace  upon  mv  cheeks, 
They  take  their  leave  bo  feelingly. 

Duke.  So,  sir 

Cle.  Which  is  a  kind  of  grave  delight,  my  lord. 

Duke.  And  I've  small  cause,  Cleanthes,  to  afford  you 
The  least  delight  that  Xxaa  a  name. 

Cl€.  Mv  lord > 

Duke.  In  your  excess  of  joy  you  have  ezpress'd 
Your  rancour  and  contempt  against  my  law : 
Your  smiles  desen'e  fining  ;  you  have  profess'd 
Derision  openly  ev'n  to  my  face. 
Which  might  be  death,  a  little  more  iuceiijied. 
You  do  not  come  for  any  freedom  here. 
But  for  a  project  of  your  own  ; 
But  all  that*ft  known  to  be  contentful  to  thee, 
Shall  in  the  use  prove  deadlv.     Your  life's  mine, 
If  ever  thy  presumption  do  but  lead  thee 

Into  these  walks  again aye,  or  that  woman 

ni  have  them  watch'd  on  pur]}06e. 

\ai  Court.  Now,  now,  his  colour  ebbs  and  flows. 

2nd  Court.  Mark  hers  too. 

Hip.  Oh  !  who  shall  bring  food  to  the  poor  old  man  now  ? 
Speak  somewhat,  good  sir,  or  we  are  lost  lor  ever. 

[Apart  to  Clkanthesl 

Cle.  Oh !  you  did  wondrous  ill  to  coll  me  again. 
There  are  not  words  to  help  us.     If  I  intrcat, 
Tis  found  ;  that  mil  betray  us  worse  than  silence. 
Prithee,  let  heaven  alone,  and  let's  say  nothing. 

[Apart  to  HirpouTA. 

Is*  Court.  You  have  struck  them  dumb,  my  lord. 

9,nd  Court.  Look  how  guilt  looks  1 

Cle.  He  is  safe  still,  is  he  not  ?     "l 

Hip.  Oh  !  you  do  ill  to  doubt  it.  ^XpaW. 

Cle.  Thou  art  all  eoodncss.  J 

2nd  Court.  Now  does  your  grace  believe? 

Duke.  Tis  too  apparent. 
Seardt,  make  a  speeuy  scurch  ;  for  the  imposture 
Cannot  Ik  far  off,  by  the  fear  it  sends. 

CU.  Ha! 

2nd  Court.  He  has  the  lapwing's  cunning,  I'm  afraid,  my  lord, 
That  cries  most  when  she  is  farthest  from  the  nest. 

Cle.  O  !  we  are  betrayed. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  S.] 
'  [Two  linei  omitted.] 
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There  !■  aji  enquititeDeu  of  moral  ftcnclbility.  making  one  to  gu«h  out  teara  of 
delight,  and  a  poctin)  ttran^cnen  in  all  the  improbable  circamitance*  of  this.vrOd 
pUy,  which  are  unlike  anythirtg  in  th<  dramas  which  Massinger  wrote  alone.  The 
nuboa  ii  of  a  fubtler  ed^.  Middletoa  and  Rowley,  who  SMisted  in  this  play,  had 
both  of  tbcm  fiocr  gtniitses  than  their  aModatc* 


THE  TRAGEDV  OF  PHILIP  CHABOT,  ADMIRAL  OF 
FRANCE  [PUBLISHED  1639:  LICENSED  leS.'S].  BY 
GFOROK  CHAPMAN  [1.559  M 634]  AND  JAMES 
SHJHLEV    [1596-1666] 

The  Admired  is  accused  of  treason^  a,  crl-minal  process  is  in- 
stituted iigainst  hiTr^  and  his  faithful  servant  AlUgre  it 
put  on  the  rack  to  maJce  him  diseover :  his  innocence  u 
at  length  eatablisfied  by  the  confesgion  of  his  enetnies ; 
btU  the  disgrace,  of  havvng  been  suspected  for  a  traitor  by 
his  royal  Master^  ainks  so  deep  into  him,  thai  he  falls  intc 
a  mortal  sickness. 

Adweal.        Allegre,  supported  bettoeen  two. 

Adm.  Welcome  my  injured  servant:  what  a  miaery 
Have  they  made  oit  tliee ! 

Al.  Thou^  some  change  appear 
Upon  m_v  body,  whose  severe  umictJon 
Hath  brouf^ht  it  thus  to  be  sustain'd  by  others, 
My  heart  is  still  the  same  in  faith  to  you. 
Not  broken  with  their  rage. 

Adm.  AlaK  poor  man. 
Were  all  my  jop  essential,  and  so  mighty, 
As  the  aflected  world  believes  I  taste. 
Tills  object  were  enough  t'  unsweeten  all. 
Thourfi,  in  thy  absence,  I  had  suffering. 
And  fcit  within  me  a  strong  sympathy, 
While  for  mv  sake  their  cruelty  did  vex 
And  fright  thy  nerves  with  horror  of  thy  sense. 
Vet  in  this  spectacle  I  apprehend 
Moi-e  grief,  than  all  my  imagination 
Could  let  before  into  me.     Didst  not  curse  me 
Upon  the  torture  ? 

Al.  Good  mv  lord,  let  not 
'The  thought  of  what  I  suffer'd  dwell  upon 
Your  memory ;  they  could  not  punish  more 

'  [For  othef  extracli  from  Middlcton  »«  note  on  p.  x^^ ;  fw  Rowley  see  note 
on  p.  136.] 
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Than  what  tny  duty  did  oblige  to  bear 

For  youand  justice ;  but  there's  something  in 

Your  looks  presents  more  fear,  than  all  the  malice 

Of  mv  toniiontoi's  could  affect  my  soul  with. 

That  paleness,  and  the  other  forms  you  wear. 

Would  well  become  a  guilty  admiral,  one 

Lost  to  his  hopes  and  honour,  not  the  man 

Upon  whose  life  the  fury  of  injustice, 

Arm'd  with  fierce  lightning  and  the  power  of  thunder. 

Can  make  no  breach.     I  was  not  rack'd  till  now. 

There's  more  death  in  that  falling  eye,  than  all 

Bage  ever  yet  brought  forth.     What  accident,  sir,  can  blast. 

Can  be  so  black  ana  fatal,  to  distract 

The  calm,  the  triumph,  that  should  sit  upon 

Your  noble  brow :  misfortune  could  have  no 

Time  to  conspire  with  fate,  since  you  were  rescued 

By  the  great  arm  of  Providence  ;  nor  can 

Inofie  garlanda,  that  now  grow  about  your  forehead. 

With  all  the  poison  of  the  world  be  blasted. 

Adm.  Allcgrc,  thou  dost  bear  thy  wounds  upon  tiiee 
In  wide  and  spacious  characters,  but  in 
The  volume  of  my  sadness  thou  dost  want 
An  eye  to  read.    An  open  force  hath  torn 
Thy  manly  sinews,  which  some  time  may  cure. 
The  engine  is  not  seen  that  wounds  thy  master; 
Post  all  the  remedy  of  art,  or  time. 
The  flatteries  of  court,  of  fame,  or  honours. 
Thus  in  the  summer  a  tall  flourishing  tree, 
IVauspIauted  by  strung  hand,  with  all  her  leaves 
And  blooming  pride  upon  her,  makes  a  show 
Of  spring,  tempting  the  eye  with  wanton  blossoms : 
But  not  the  sun  witli  all  her  amorous  smiles, 
The  dews  of  morning,  or  the  tears  of  night, 
Can  root  her  fibres  in  the  earth  again  ; 
Or  make  her  bosom  kind,  to  growth  and  bearing  : 
But  the  tree  withers  ;  and  those  very  beams, 
TTiat  once  were  natural  warmth  to  her  soft  verdure. 
Dry  up  her  sap,  and  shoot  a  fever  through 
The  bark  and  rind,  til!  she  becomes  a  burden 
To  that  which  gave  her  life  :  so  Clmbot,  Chabot— — . 

Al.  Wander  in  apprehension  I  I  must 
Suspect  your  health  indeed. 

Adm.  No,  no,  thou  shalt  not 
Be  troubled :  I  but  stirr'd  thee  with  a  moral, 

VOL.  IV.— 24 
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That's  empty  ;  contains  nothing.     I  am  well : 

See,  I  can  walk  ;  poor  man,  tliou  hast  not  strength  yet. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  3.») 

The  father  of  the  AdmiraX  makes  kTwvm  the  c<md%tion  Ate 
eon  is  in  to  the  king. 

Father.     Kino. 

King.  Say,  how  is  my  admiral  ? 
The  trutJi  upon  thy  lift 

Fath.  To  Rccure  his,  I  would  you  had. 

King,  Ha  !  who  durst  oppose  him  't 

Fath.  One  that  hath  power  enough,  hath  practised  on  him. 
And  made  his  great  heart  stoop. 

King.  I  will  revenge  it 
With  crushing,  crushing  that  rebellious  power 
To  nothing.     Name  liim. 

Fath,  He  was  his  friend.  M 

King.,  What  mischief  bath  engender'd 
New  storms  ? 

Faih,  Tis  the  old  tempest. 

King.  Did  not  we 
Appease  all  horrors  that  look'd  wild  upon  him  ? 

Fath.  You  dni^t  his  wounds,  I  must  confess,  but  made 
No  cure ;  they  bleed  afresh  :  pardon  me,  sir ; 
Although  your  conscience  have  closed  too  soon. 
He  is  in  danger,  and  doth  want  new  surgery : 
Though  he  be  right  in  fame,  and  your  opinion. 
He  thinks  you  were  unkind. 

King.  Alas,  poor  Chabot : 
Doth  that  aiBict  him  ? 

Fath.  So  much,  though  he  8tri\*e 
With  most  resolv'd  and  adamantiiH:  nerves, 
As  ever  human  fire  in  flesh  and  blood 
Forg'd  for  example,  to  bear  all ;  so  killing 
The  arrows  that  you  shot  were  (still,  your  pardon) 
No  centaur's  blood  could  rankle  so. 

King.  If  this 
Be  all,  I'll  cure  him.     Kings  retain 
More  balsam  in  their  soul,  than  hurt  in  anger. 

Fath.  Far  short,  sir ;  with  one  breath  they  uncreate  : 
And  kings,  with  only  words,  more  wounds  can  make 
Than  all  their  kingdom  made  in  balm  can  heal. 
Tis  dangerous  to  play  too  wild  a  descant 
On  numerous  virtue ;  though  it  become  princes 

'[Shitl^r's  Works,  ed.  E)>xc,  vol.  vi.,  1833.] 
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To  assure  their  adventures  innde  in  every  thing. 
Goodnens,  conHn'd  within  poor  Hesh  and  blood, 
Hath  but  a  queazy  and  still  sickly  state; 
A  mu.sicat  hand  should  only  play  on  her, 
Fluent  as  air,  yet  every  touch  amimaiiH. 

King.  No  more  : 
Commend  us  to  the  admiral,  and  say 
The  king  wiU  visit  him,  and  bring  health. 

Fatk.  I  wilt  not  doubt  that  blessing,  and  shall  move 
Nimbly  with  this  command. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  I.] 

The  King  vitita  the  Admiral. 

KiKG.     Ai)MiiL\u     Hia  ttfi/e,  and  father. 

King.  No  ceremonial  knees  : 
Give  me  tJiy  heart,  my  dear,  my  honest  Chabot ; 
And  yet  in  vain  I  challenge  that ;  'tis  here 
Already  in  my  own,  and  shall  be  chcrish'd 
With  care  of  niv  Iiest  lite:  no  viulence 
Shall  ravish  it  from  my  possession  ; 
Not  those  distempers  that  infirm  my  blood 
And  spirits,  sliall  betray  it  to  a  fear : 
When  time  and  nature  join  to  dispossess 
My  body  of  a  c-old  and  languishing  breath  ; 
No  stroke  in  alt  my  arteries,  hut  silence 
In  every  faculty ;  yet  dissect  me  then, 
And  in  my  heart  the  world  shall  read  thee  living; 
And,  by  Uie  virtue  of  thy  name  writ  there, 
TTiat  part  of  me  shall  never  putrify, 
When  I  am  lost  in  all  my  other  dust. 

Adm.  You  too  much  honour  your  poor  servant,  sir  ; 
My  heart  despaint  so  rich  a  monument. 
But  when  it  dies — 

King.  I  wo'not  hear  a  sound 
Of  any  thing  that  trenched  upon  death. 
He  speaks  the  funeral  of  my  crown,  that  prophesies 
So  unkind  a  fate :  we'll  live  and  die  together. 
And  by  that  duty,  which  hath  taught  you  hitherto 
All  loyal  and  just  uervices,  I  charge  thee. 
Preserve  thy  heart  for  me,  and  thy  reward, 
Which  now  shall  crown  thy  merit^. 

Adtn.  I  have  found 
A  glorious  harvest  in  your  favour,  sir; 
And  by  this  overflow  of  royal  grace, 
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All  mv  deserb*  are  shadowii  and  fly  frtrni  me: 
I  have  not  in  the  wealth  of  my  desires 
Enough  to  pay  you  now ' 

King.  ExpresB  it  in  some  joy  then. 

Adtk.  I  will  strive 
To  shew  that  pious  gratitude  to  you,  but 

K%7ig.  But  what  ? 

Adm.  My  frame  hath  lately,  sir,  Ijeen  ta'en  a  pieoea, 
And  but  now  put  together ;  Uie  least  force 
Of  mirth  will  »hake  and  unjoint  all  my  resKiD. 
Your  patience,  royal  air. 

King.  I'll  have  no  patience. 
If  thou  forget  the  courage  of  a  man. 

Adm.  My  titreiigtli  would  Hatter  nie. 

King.  Phytiicians, 
Now  1  begin  to  fear  his  apprehension. 
Why  how  is  Chaboea  npint  fall'n  ?  * 

Adm.  Who  would  not  wish  to  live  to  serve  your  goodness? 
Stand  from  me.     You  betray  me  with  your  fears. 
The  plummets  may  fall  off  that  hang  upon 
My  hearty  they  were  hut  thoughts  at  first ;  or  if 
They  weigh  me  down  to  death,  let  not  my  eyes 
Close  with  another  object  than  the  king.' 

King.  In  a  prince 
What  a  swift  executioner  is  a  frown, 
Especially  of  great  and  noble  souls ! 
How  is  it  with  my  Philip  ? 

Adm.  I  muflt  bt^ 
One  other  boon. 

King.  Upon  condition 
My  Chabot  will  collect  his  scatter'd  spirits, 
And  be  himself  again,  he  shaU  divide 
My  kingdoui  with  uie. 

.4  dm.  I  observe 
A  fierce  and  lulling  wrath  engender'd  in  you ; 
For  my  sake,  as  you  wish  me  strength  to  serve  you. 
Forgive  your  cliancellor  ;*  let  uot  the  story 
Of  Philip  Chabot,  read  hereafter,  draw 

A  tear  fi-om  any  family  ;  I  beseech  '^ 

Your  royal  mercy  on  his  life,  and  free 
Remission  of  all  seizure  upon  his  state. 
I  have  no  comfort  else. 

King.  Endeavour 


'[Forly  and  a  half  lines  omiRed.] 
'[Twelve  line*.} 


•[Three  linen.) 
*  Chabot  •  Kcuset. 
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thy 


pronounce  general  pardi 


[IHe9, 


health;  a 
To  all  through  Prance. 

Adm.  Sir,  I  must  kncvl  tu  thank  you ; 
Ft  in  not  Real'd  else.      Your  blest  hand  :   live  happy. 
May  all  vou  tiust  have  no  less  faith  than  Chabot. 
Oh! 

Wife.  His  heart  is  broken. 

Father.  And  kneeling,  sir ; 
As  his  ambition  were  in  death  to  shew 
[      The  truth  of  hii  obedience.' 

I      THE 


THE    MAID'S    REVENGE.      A    TRAGEDY    [PUBLISHED 
1639:  LICENSED  16a6].     BY  JAMES  SHIRLEY* 


Sebastia^M  invitee  Antonio  to  Avero  CastU. 


S£BA&TIANO.  AnTOHIO. 

Seh.  The  noble  courtesies  I  have  recti  v'd 
At  Lisbon,  worthy  friend,  so  much  engage  me. 
That  I  must  die  indebted  to  vour  worth, 
Unlewt  vou  mean  to  accept  what  I  have  studied, 
Although  but  partly,  to  discharge  the  sum 
Due  to  your  lionour'd  love. 

Ant.  How  now,  Sebastiano,  will  you  forfeit 
The  name  of  friend,  then  ?  I  did  hope  our  love 
Had  out-grown  compliment. 

Seh.  I  spake  my  thoughts  ; 
My  tongue  and  heart  are  relatives  ;  I  think 
I  nave  aeserv'd  no  base  opinion  from  you  ; 
I  wish  not  only  to  perpetuate 

Our  friendship,  but  t'  exchange  that  ctimmon  name 
Of  Wend  for — 

Ant.  What  ?  take  heed,  do  not  prophnne  : 
Wouldst  thou  be  more  than  friend  ?  it  is  u  name 
Virtue  can  only  answer  to  :  couldst  thou 

'(For  other  extt«ct»  from  ihh  play  see  page  483,  Sec  al»  note  on  page  83.] 
*Shii1ey  claims  a  place  amongst  the  worthies  oflhiii  period,  not  so  much  for  any 
transcendent  genius  in  himself,  as  that  he  was  the  Ust  of  a  great  race,  all  of  whom 
«poke  nearly  the  same  language,  and  had  a  set  of  moral  feelings  and  notioni  in 
common.  A  new  language  and  quite  ft  new  turn  of  tragic  and  comic  interest  canrte 
in  with  the  Restoration. 
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Unite  into  one  all  goodness  whatsoe'er 
Mortality  can  boast  of,  thou  shalt  Bnd 
The  circle  narrow-boimded  to  cont^n 
This  swelling  treasure ;  every  good  admits 
Def^^rees,  but  this  being  su  good,  it  cannot : 
For  he's  no  friend  is  not  KU|»eriative. 
Indulgent  parents,  brethren,  kindred,  tied 
By  the  natural  How  of  blood,  alliances. 
And  what  you  can  imagine,  ih  too  light 
To  weigh  with  name  of  friend  ;  they  execute 
At  best  but  what  a  nature  prompts  Uiem  to  ; 
Are  often  less  than  friends,  when  they  remain 
Our  kinftmen  still :  but  friend  is  never  lost. 

Seb.  Nay  then,  Antonio,  you  mistake  ;  I  mean  not 
To  leave  off  tnciid,  which,  with  another  title, 
Would  not  be  lost.     Come  then,  I'll  tell  yon,  sir ; 
I  would  be  friend  and  brother :  thus  our  friendship 
Shall,  like  a  diamond  set  in  gold,  nut  lose 
His  sparkling,  but!»hew  fuirer  :  I  have  a  pair 
Of  sisters,  which  I  would  commend,  but  tiiat 
I  might  Beem  partial,  their  birth  and  fortunes 
Deserving  noble  love ;  if  thou  bc'st  free 
From  other  fair  engagement,  I  would  Ik*  proud 
To  speak  them  worthy  :  come,  ahalt  go  and  see  them. 
I  would  not  lieg  them  suitont ;  fame  nath  spread 
Through  Portugal  their  persons,  and  drawn  to  Avero 
Many  affectionate  gallants. 

Ant.  Catalina  and  Berinthia. 

Seb.  The  same. 

Ant.  Report  speaks  loiid  their  beauties,  and  no  less 
Virtue  in  either.     Well,  I  see  you  strive 
To  leave  no  merit  where  you  mean  to  honour. 
I  cannot  otherwise  escape  the  censure 
Of  one  ungrateful,  but  by  waiting  on  you 
Home  to  Avero. 

Seb.  You  shall  honour  me. 
And  glad  my  noble  father,  to  whom  you  arc 
No  stranger ;  your  own  worth  before  hath  been 
Sufficient  preparation. 

Ant.  Hal 
I  have  not  so  much  choice,  Scbastl&no : 
But  if  one  sister  of  Antonio's 
May  have  a  commendation  to  your  thonght«, 
(I  will  not  spend  much  art  in  praising  her. 
Her  virtue  speak  itself)  I  shall  be  happy  ; 
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And  be  conRrm'd  your  brother,  though  I  inis8 
Acceptance  at  Avero. 

Seh.  Still  you  out-do  me.     I  could  never  wish 
My  service  better  placed.     At  opportunity 
ril  visit  you  at  Elva*! ;  i'  the  mean  time 
Let's  haste  to  Avcro,  where  with  you  I'll  bring 
My  double  welcome,  and  uot  fail  to  second 
Any  design. 

Ant,  Vou  shall  teach  me  a  lesson  ^ 


875 


Against  we  meet  at  Elvas  castle,  hu*.* 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.»] 


SebtuHano'e  father  wdcomee  Antonio  to  Avero  Castle, 

ViLLAKEZo.     Catauna.     Bebinthia.     Sebastiako.     Antokio. 

Vil.  Old  Gaspar's  house  is  honour'd  by  such  guests. 
Now,  by  the  tomb  of  my  progenitors, 
I  envied  that  your  fame  snould  visit  me 
So  oft  without  your  person.     Sebastiano 
Hath  been  long  happy  in  your  noble  friendship, 
And  cannot  but  improve  himself  in  virtues. 
That  lives  so  near  your  love.' — You  i^hall  dishonour  me, 
Unless  you  think  yourself  as  welcome  here 
As  at  your  Elvas  castle.    Villarezo 
Was  once  as  you  are,  sprightly  ;  and  though  I  say  it, 
Maintained  my  father's  reputation, 
And  honour  of  our  house,  with  actions 
Worthy  our  name  and  family  :  but  now 
Time  hath  let  fall  cold  snow  upon  my  hairs, 
Ploughed  on  my  brows  the  fiirraws  of  his  anger, 
Disfumish'd  me  of  active  blood,  and  wrapt  me 
Half  in  my  sear-cloth,  yet  I  have  a  mind 
That  bids  me  honour  virtue,  where  I  see  it 
Hud  forth  and  spring  so  hopcfully- 

Ant.  You  speak  all  nobleness,  and  encuumge  roe 
To  spend  the  greenness  of  ray  rising  years 
So  to  th'  advantage,  that  at  last  I  may 
Be  old  like  you. 

Vil.  Daughters,  speak  his  welcome. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  8.] 

Antonio  loves  and  is  beloved  by  Berintkiay  the  younger  sister. 
Oatalina  the  elder  is  jealous.,  and  plots  to  take  off  her  sister 
by  poison.     Antonio  rescues  Berinthia  from  the  vint^tive 

>  [The  wbole  scene.]      *  [Edited  Dyce,  vol.  i.]     >[Bight  and  a  half  lines  omiited.] 
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jeaUmey  of  her  sister,  and  carries  k^r  off  to  Elvas  CasUs; 
vihere  hia  sister  CastaheUa  and  his  cousin  Villandras  wA' 
come  her. 

Antonio,     Bertnthia.     Castabella.     Villakdkas. 
Sfobza,  a  domestic. 

Ant.  The  wckom'st  guest  that  ever  Elvas  had. 
Sister — Villaiidras — ^j-ou're  not  sensible 
What  trca.sure  you  posses.s,      I  have  no  lore*, 
I  would  not  here  divide. 

Cast.  Indeed,  mailam, 
You  are  as  welcome  here  aft  e'er  my  mother  was. 

Vill.  And  you  are  here  as  safe, 
As  if  you  had  an  army  for  your  guard.' 
Nor  think  my  noble  cousin  meaneth  you 
Any  dishonour  here. 

Ant.  Dishonour !  'tis  a  language 
I  never  understood  ^-et.     ITirow  off' your  fears, 
Berinthia,  you're  in  the  power  of  him, 
That  dare*  not  think  the  least  dishonour  to  yon.* 
Come,  be  not  sad. 

Cast.  Put  on  fresh  blood ;  you  are  not  cbearful,  bow  do  you  ? 

Ber.  I  know  not  how,  nor  what  to  answer  you  ; 
Your  loves  I  cannnt  be  ungrateful  to  ; 
You're  my  best  friends  I  think,  but  yet  I  know  not 
With  what  consent  you  brought  my  body  hither. 

Ani.  Can  you  be  ignorant  what  plot  was  laid 
To  take  your  fair  life  from  you  ? 

Ber.  If  all  be  not  a  dream,  I  do  remember 
Your  servant  Diego  told  me  wonders,  and 
I  owe  you  for  my  preservation,  but — ' 

Cast.  It  is  your  happiness  you  have  escaped 
The  malice  of  your  sister. 

VW..  And  it  is  worth 
A  noble  gratitude  to  have  been  quit 
By  such  an  honourer  as  Antonio  is 
Of  fair  Bcrinthia. 

Ber.  Oh,  but  ray  father  ;  under  whose  displeasure  I  ever  ednk.' 

Ant.  You  are  secure — 

Ber.  A»  the  poor  deer,  that  being  pursued,  for  safety 
Gct^  up  a  rock  that  overhangs  the  sea. 
Where  all  that  she  can  see  is  her  destruction  ; 
Before,  the  waves  ;  behind,  her  enemies, 
Promise  her  certain  ruin. 

Ani.  Feign  not  youi-aelf  so  hapless,  my  Bertnthia. 
'  [Seven  lines  of  prose  hcre.J        .*  [Eiglii  lines  of  prose.]        *  [Three  lines  of  prose.  J 
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Raise  your  dejected  thoughts,  be  merry,  come ; 
Think  I  am  your  Antonio. 

Cast.  Tin  not  wisdom 
To  let  our  post  fortunes  trouble  us  ; 
Since,  were  they  bad,  the  memory  U  sweet 
That  we  have  past  tliem.     Look  before  you,  kdy  ; 
The  future  mwt  concemeth,' 

[Activ.,Sc.  1.] 

DiegOf  a  domestic^  enters  and  anmnincee  that  Sebaetiano 
is  ai  the  gate. 

Ant.  Your  brother,  lady,  and  my  honour'd  friend. 
Whv  do  the  gatei)  not  spread  themselves  to  open 
At  fiis  airivaT ?    Sforza,  'tis  Berinthia'ii  brother  ; 
Sebastiano,  th'  example  of  all  worth 
And  friendship,  is  come  after  his  sweet  sister. 

Ber.  Alaa,  I  fear. 

Ant.  Be  not  such  a  coward,  lady,  be  cannot  come 
Without  all  goodness  waiting  on  him.    Sforaa, 
SfoTza,  1  say,  wlmt  precious  time  we  lose  I 
Sebastiano — I  almoiit  lose  myself 
In  joy  to  meet  him.     Ureak  the  iron  bars 
And  give  him  entrance.' — Sebiistiano's  come 

Ber.  Sent  by  my  father  to 

Ant.  What  ?  to  see  thee.     He  shall  tee  thee  here. 
Respected  like  th^itelf,  lk>rinthia, 
Attended  with  Antonio,  begirt 
With  armies  of  thy  servants. 

Sebastiano  enUrs^  wif/i  Couyt  uk  Montk  Niuro,  hu  friend. 

Ant.  Oh,  my  friend. 

Seb.  Tis  yet  in  question,  sir,  and  will  not  be 
So  easily  prov'd.' 

Ani.  Wliat  face  have  you  put  on  ?  am  I  awake, 
Or  do  1  dream  .Sebastiano  frowns  ?  * 

Seb.  Antonio,  (for  here  1  throw  off  all 
The  ties  of  love)  I  come  to  fetch  a  sister 
Dishonourably  taken  from  her  father  ; 
Or  with  my  sword  to  force  thee  render  her : 
Now  if  thou  be'st  a  soldier,  redeliver. 
Or  keep  her  with  thf  danger  of  thy  person.* 

Ant.  Promise  me  the  hearing, 
And  shalt  have  any  satisfaction, 
Becomes  mv  fame.* 


*  [Seven  Lines  of  vctm  and  prose  omitted.] 
■[One  line.]  *[Tweniy-one  lines.] 


•  [Seven  and  a  half  lines.] 
•(Two  lines.]  '[One  line.] 


m 
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Wer*t  in  your  power,  would  you  not  account  it 
A  precious  victory,  in  your  sister's  cause, 
To  dye  your  sword  with  any  blood  of  him, 
Sav'd  both  her  life  and  honour?^ 

Seb.  Why,  would  you  have  me  think 
My  sister  owes  to  you  such  preservation  ? 

Ant.  Ob  Sebastiauo ! 
Thou  dost  not  think  what  devil  lies  at  home 
Within  a  sister's  bosom.     Catalina 
(I  know  not  with  what  worst  of  envy)  laid 
Force  to  this  goodly  building,  and  through  poison 
Had  robb'd  the  earth  of  more  than  all  the  world, 
Her  virtue.' 

Valasco  was  the  nian  appointed  by 
That  goodly  sister  to  steal  Berinthia, 
And  lord  himself  of  this  possession, 
Just  at  that  time ;  but  hear,  and  tremble  at  it. 
She  by  a  cunning  |)oison  should  have  breatli'd 
Her  soul  into  his  arms  within  two  hours, 
And  so  Valasco  should  have  borne  the  shame 
()f  theft  and  murder.' 

Seb.  You  amaze  me,  sir. 

Ant.  Tis  true,  by  honour's  self:  hear  it  confirm'd; 
And  when  yon  will,  I  am  ready.* 

Seb.  I  cannot  but  believe  it.    O  Berinthia, 
I'm  wounded  ere  I  ligfat. 

Ant.  Holds  your  resolve  yet  constant  ?  if  you  have 
Better  opinion  of  your  sword,  than  truth, 
I  am  bound  to  answer :  but  I  would  I  had 
Such  all  advantage  'gainst  another  man, 
As  the  jutitice  of  my  cause  ;  all  valour  fights 
But  with  a  sail  [foil]  against  it.' 

Seb.  But  will  you  back  with  me  then  ? 

Ber.  Excuse  me,  brother ;  I  shall  fall  too  soon 
Upon  my  sister's  malice,  whose  foul  guilt 
Will  malke  me  expect  more  certain  ruin. 

Ant.  Now  Sebastiano 
Puts  on  his  judgment,  and  atisumes  his  nobleness, 
Whilst  he  loves  equity. 

Seb.  And  shall  I  carry  shame 
To  Villarexo's  house,  neglect  of  father. 
Whose  precepts  bind  me  to  return  with  her, 
Or  leave  my  life  at  Elvas  'f     1  must  on. 


>rThree  lines  oiTtitted.] 
'[Fourteen  and  a  half  lines.] 


>[Se\cn  lincfc] 
*  (Two  lines.] 


■[Haifa  line] 
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I  have  heard  you  to  no  purpose.     Shall  Bennthia 
Back  to  Avero  ? 

Ant.  Sir,  she  must  not  yet ; 
Tis  daiigtToiiB. 

Seb.  Chusc  thee  a  second  then :  this  count  and  I 
Mean  to  leave  honour  here. 

Vill.  Honour  me,  sir. 

Ant.  Tis  done.     Sebastiano  shall  report 
Antonio  just :  and,  nubte  Sforza,  swear 
Upon  my  sword  (Oh  do  not  hinder  nie) 
If  victory  crown  SebastJano's  ami, 
I  charge  thee  by  thy  honesty  restore 
This  lady  to  him  ;  on  whose  lip  I  seal 
My  unstain'd  faith.  [Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

Ant4>nio  falls  in  a  duel  by  tlie  award  of  Sebastiano.  Sebaetiano 
ia  diacoyisolaU  for  fuiving  killed  kia  friend.  In  his  peni- 
tence, he  is  iriaited  by  Antonio'a  sieUry  Caaiahellay  dis- 
guised 08  a  Page. 

Castabella,        Sebastiano. 

Cast.  He  that  hath  sent  you,  air,  this  gift,  did  love  you  ; 
You'll  say  yourself  he  did. 

Seb.  Ha,  name  him  prithee. 

Cast.  The  friend  I  came  from  was  Antonio. 

5<6.'  Who  hath  sent  thee 
To  tempt  Sebastiano's  rouI  to  act  on  thee 
Another  death,  for  thus  afTri^^hting  me  ? 

Cast.  Indeed  1  do  not  mock,  nor  come  to  aflright  you ; 
Heaven  knows  my  heart.     1  know  Antonio's  dead. 
But  'twas  a  gift:  he  in  his  life  design'd 
To  you,  and  I  have  brought  it. 

Seb.  Thou  dost  not  promise  cozenage  :  nrhat  gift  is*t  P 

Oati.  It  is  m\'»eir,  sir  ;  whilst  Antonio  liv'd, 
E  was  his  boy  ;  D[it  never  did  boy  lo«e 
So  kind  a  master  ;  in  his  life  he  promis'd 
He  would  bestow  nie  (so  much  was  his  love 
To  my  poor  merit)  on  his  dearest  friend, 
And  named  you,  sir,  if  heaven  should  point  out 
To  over-live  him,  for  he  knew  you  would 
Love  me  the  better  for  his  sake  :  indeed 
I  will  be  very  honest  to  you,  and 
Refuse  no  service  to  procure  your  love 
And  good  opinion  to  me. 

Seb.  Can  it  be 

*  [**  Tbou  liest  and  thoo'rt  a  vUlaJn  "  omitted.] 
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Thou  wert  his  hoy  ?    Oh^  thou  shonldst  hate  me  theii. 

Thou  art  faUc^  I  dare  not  trust  thee  ;  unto  him 

Thou  shew'fit  thee  now  unfaithfu],  to  accept 

Of  me  :  I  kill'd  thy  master.     'Twas  a  friend 

He  could  commit  thee  to  ;  I  only  was, 

Of  all  the  iitock  of  men,  his  enemy. 

His  cruel'st  enemy. 

Oast.  Indeed  I  am  sure  it  was  ;  he  spoke  all  truth  ; 
And,  had  he  liv'd  to  have  made  his  will,  ]  know 
He  had  bequeath *d  me  as  a  legacy. 
To  be  your  boy  ;  alas,  I  am  willing,  sir, 
To  obey  him  in  it :  had  he  laid  on  me 
Command,  to  have  mincled  with  his  sacred  dust 
My  unprofitable  blood,  it  should  have  been 
A  most  glad  sacrifice,  and  't  had  been  honour 
To  have  done  him  such  a  duty  :  sir,  I  know 
You  did  not  kill  him  with  a  heart  of  malice, 
But  in  contention  with  your  vei7  soul 
To  part  with  him. 

Seb.  All  is  as  true 
As  oracle  by  heaven  ;  dost  thou  believe  so  ? 

Cast.  Indeed  I  do. 

8eb.  Yet  be  not  rash  ; 
Tis  no  advanta^  to  belong  to  me  ; 
I  have  no  [wwer  nor  greatness  in  the  court 
To  raise  thee  to  a  fortune  worthy  of 
So  much  observance,  as  I  shall  expect 
When  thou  art  mine. 

Cast  All  the  ambition  of  my  thoughts  »ha1l  be 
To  do  my  duty,  sir. 

Seh.  Besides,  I  shall  aiflict  thy  tenderness 
With  solitude  and  passion  ;  for  I  am 
Only  in  love  with  sorrow,  never  merry, 
Wear  out  the  day  in  telling  of  sad  tales. 
Delight  in  sighs  and  tears  ;  sometimes  1  walk 
To  a  wood  or  river,  purposely  to  challenge 
The  boldest  echo  to  aend  back  my  groans 
In  th'  height  I  break  them.     Come,  I  shall  undo  thee. 

Cast.  Sir,  1  shall  be  most  happy  to  bear  part 
In  any  of  your  sorrows  ;  I  ne'er  had 
So  hfljd  B  heart  but  I  could  shed  a  tear 
To  bear  my  master  company. 

Seb.  I  will  not  leave  thee,  if  thou'lt  dwell  with  me, 
For  wealth  of  Indies  :  be  my  loved  boy. 
Come  in  with  me ;  thus  I'll  begin  to  do 
Some  recompence  for  dead  Antonio.  [Act  v.,  Sc  l.j 
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Berintkia  kills  her  brother  Sebastiano  keeping. 
Castabhxla.    Sebastiano. 

Cast.  Sir,  if  the  opportuuity  t  use 
To  comfort  you  Ix-  held  a  fault,  and  that 
I  keep  aot  distance  of  a  Bervant,  lay  it 
Upon  my  love ;  indeed,  if  it  be  an  error, 
It  rorings  out  of  my  duty. 

(S«6.  Prithee,  boy,  be  patient. 
The  more  I  strive  to  throw  off'  the  remembrance 
Of  dead  Antonio,  love  still  rubs  tlie  wounds 
To  make  them  bleed  afresh. 

Coat,  Ataa,  they  are  past ; 
Bind  up  your  own  for  hooour'a  sake,  and  shew 
Love  to  yom-seir ;  urav  do  not  loste  vour  reason, 
To  make  your  grief  so  fruitless.     I  Iiave  procur'd 
Some  muflic,  sir,  to  quiet  those  sad  thoughts 
That  make  such  war  within  you. 

S^.  Alas,  good  boy,  it  will  but  add  more  weight 
Of  dullness  on  me  1  I  am  stung  with  worse 
Than  the  tanmtula,  to  be  cur'd  with  music  ; 
It  has  th'  exactest  unity,  but  it  cannot 
Accord  my  thuughLi. 

Coat.  Sir,  this  your  couch 
Seems  to  invite  some  small  r^ose  : 
Oh,  I  beseech  you  taste  it.     I  will  beg 
A  little  leave  to  sing.  [Sh€  ainga^ 

Bebintuia  enters  aoftly. 

Cast.  Sweet  sleep  charm  his  sad  senses  ; 
And  gentle  thoughts  let  fall 
Your  flowing  number?  here  ;  and  round  about 
Hover  celestial  angels  with  your  wings, 
lliat  nune  ofi'end  his  quiet.     Sleep  bt^ins 
To  cast  his  neb*  o'er  me  too  ;  I'll  obey, 

And  dream  on  him  that  dreams  not  what  1  am.        [She  lies  down 

by  him. 

Ber.  Nature  doth  wrestle  with  me,  but  revenge 
Doth  arm  my  love  against  it ;  justice  is 
Above  all  tic  of  blood.     Sebastiano, 
Thou  art  the  first  shall  tell  Antonio's  ghost. 
How  much  I  lov'd  him.  [She  stabs  him  upon  his  eouek, 

8eb.  (waking)  Oh,  stay  thy  hand,  Berinthia !  no  : 
Thou'st  doDc'L     I  wish  thee  heaven's  forgi%-eness.     I  cumot 
Tarry  to  hear  thy  reasons  ;  at  many  doors 
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My  life  niiu  out,  and  yet  Berinthia 
Doth  in  her  name  give  me  more  wuuiids  than  these. 
Antonio,  Oh,  Antonio  :  we  shall  now 
Be  friends  again.  [DieB. 

[Act  T.,  Sc.  3.] 


THE  POUTICIAN.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1656: 
PRODUCED  l*OSSIBLY  ABOUT  16+1].  BY  JAMES 
SHIULEY 

Ma/rpisa  widow  of  Count  Altoma'nta  ia  advanced  to  he  Queen 
to  the  King  of  Niyrwav,  by  the  praetieea  of  her  porotnour 
Oothitrus.  ahe  has  by  her  Jtrst  husba/nd  a  yoting  9on 
Haraldus ;  to  aecu/re  whoHe  su/xeasion  to  the  crowii  by  the 
aid  of  Oothanis  (in  prejudice  of  the  king's  souy  the  lawful 
heir)  she  telU  Gotharus  that  the  child  ie  his.  He  believes 
Aer,  and  tells  Haraldus ;  who  taking  to  heart  his  mothei^a 
dishonour^  arid  his  own  stain  of  bastardyj  falU  into  a 
mortal  sickness. 

QuE£K.    Haraldus. 

Queen.  How  is  it  with  my  child  ? 

Hot,  I  know  you  love  me  : 
Yet  I  must  tell  you  truth,  I  cannot  live. 
And  let  this  comfort  you,  death  will  not  come 
Unwelcome  to  your  son.     I  do  not  die 
Against  my  will ;  and  having  my  desires, 
You  have  leH8  cause  to  mourn. 

Queen.  What  is't  hath  made 
The  thought  of  life  unulea^ant  ?  which  does  court 
Thy  dwelling  here,  witn  all  delights  that  nature 
And  art  can  study  for  thee,  ricli  in  all  thinga 
Thy  wish  can  be  ambitious  of,  yet  all 
These  treasures  nothing  to  thy  mother's  love. 
Which  to  enjoy  thee  would  defer  awhile 
Her  thought  of  going  to  heaven. 

Har.  Oh  take  heed,  motlier. 
Heaven  has  a  spacious  ear,  and  power  to  punish 
Your  too  much  love  with  my  eternal  absence. 
I  beg  your  prayers  and  blessing. 

Queen.  Thou  art  dejected. 
Have  but  a  will,  and  live. 


THE  POLITICIAN 

jffor.  Tis  in  vain,  mother. 

Queen.  Sink  with  a  fever  into  earth  ! 
Look  up,  thou  shalt  not  diL>. 

Har.   I  have  a  wound  within. 
You  do  not  itee,  more  killing  than  all  fevem. 

Queen.  A  wound  ?  where  ?  who  has  murther^d  thee  ? 

Ear.  Gotharus 

Queen,  Ha  I     Furies  peraecute  him  ! 

Har.  Oh,  pray  for  him  : 
It  is  my  duty,  though  lie  gave  me  death. 
He  is  my  father. 

Queen.  How,  thy  father  ? 

Har.  He  told  me  so,  and  with  that  breath  destroy'd  me. 
I  felt  it  titrike  uiwn  my  hpirib^  mother : 
Would  I  had  ne  er  been  Imm  ! 

Queen.  Believe  him  not. 

Har.  Oh  do  not  add  another  sin  to  what 
Lt  done  already ;  death  is  charitable. 
To  quit  me  from  the  scorn  of  all  the  world. 

Queen.  By  all  my  hopes,  Gothams  has  abused  thee. 
Thou  art  the  lawful  burthen  of  my  womb ; 
Thy  father  Altomarus. 

Hot.  Ha! 

Queen.  Before  whose  spirit  (long  since  taken  up 
To  meet  with  saint*  and  troops  angelical) 
I  dare  again  i-epeat,  thou  art  his  sou. 

Hot.    Ten  thousand  blewings  now  reward  mv  mother! 
Speak  it  again,  and  I  niav  live  :  a  stream 
Cff  pious  joy  runs  through  me  ;  to  my  soul 
You've  struck  a  harmony,  next  that  in  heaven. 
Can  you  without  a  blush  call  me  your  child, 
And  son  of  Altomarus  ?  all  that's  holy 
Dwell  in  your  blood  for  ever  :  speak  it  once. 
But  once  again. 

Queen.  Were  it  my  latest  breath, 
Thou'rt  his  and  mine. 

Har.  Enough,  uiy  tears  do  flow 
To  give  you  thanks  for't :  I  would  you  fxiuld  resolve  me 
But  one  truth  more  ;  why  did  my  lord  Gothams 
Call  me  the  issue  of  his  blood  ? 

Queen.  Alas, 
He  thinks  thou  art. 

Har.  What  are  those  words  ?  I  am 
Undone  again. 

Queen.  Hal 
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Ha/r.  Tis  too  late 
To  call  *em  back.     He  thinks  1  am  his  son. 

Queen.  I  have  confe^s'd  too  much^  and  tremble  with 
The  imagination.     Forgive  me,  child. 
And  heaven,  if  there  he  mercy  to  a  ctimc 
So  black,  as  I  must  now,  to  quit  thy  fears, 
Say  I've  been  guilty  of:  we  have  been  sinfiil. 
And  I  was  not  unwilling  to  oblige 
His  active  brain  for  thy  advancement,  by 
Abusing  his  belief  thou  wert  his  own. 
But  thou  hast  no  such  btaiu  ;  thy  birth  ia  ionoceat. 
Or  may  1  perish  ever  :  'tis  a  strange 
Confession  to  a  child,  but  it  may  orop 
A  balsam  to  thy  wound.     Live,  my  Haraldua, 
If  not,  for  this,  to  sec  iny  penitence. 
And  with  what  tears  I'll  wash  away  my  sin. 

Har.  I  am  no  bastard  then 

Qvieen.  Thou  art  not. 

Sa/r.  But 
I  am  not  found,  while  you  are  lost     No  time 
Can  restore  you.     My  spirits  faint- 

Qiieen.  Will  nothing  comfort  thee .''' 

Har.  Give  me  yuur  l>les!>iiig;  and,  within  my  heart, 
I'll  pray  you  may  have  many.     My  soul  flies 
'Bove  this  vain  world  :  good  mother,  close  mine  eyes. 

Qiuen.  Never  died  so  much  sweetness  in  his  ^-ears.^ 

[Act  iT..  So.  8.*] 


THE    BROTHERS.       A     COMEDY    [PUBLISHED    1668: 
LICENSED    1626].      BY    JAMES    SHIRLEY 

Dan  Ramires  leaves  hie  son  FernaTuio  toith  a  heai>y  eurw,  a/nd 
a  threat  of  disinheriting,  if  he  do  not  renounce  Feliscvrda, 
the  poor  niece  of  Don  CarloB^  whom  he  cowrtA,  when  by  hia 
father's  covimand  he  sfwiUd  address  Jaointa  the  daughter 
and  rich  heiress  of  Carlos^  his  younger  brotfi^r  Frandecii^ 
Mistress. 

Fbutando.     Fbavcisco. 

Fer.  Why  does  not  all  the  stock  of  thunder  fall  ? 
Or  the  fierce  winds,  from  their  dose  caves  let  loose. 
Now  shake  me  into  atoms  ? 

irThe  King  enitrs,  four  lines  omitted.] 

*Hunillus  in  the  Winter's  Tale  in  this  mannei  droopa  and  dies  from  •  con< 
bis  mothei's  disbonotu,  *[Dyce's  edition,  vol.  v.} 
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Fran.  Re,  noble  brother,  what  can  so  deject 
Your  masculine  tlioughts  ?  is  this  done  like  Fernando, 
Whose  resolute  soul  so  late  wa»  anii'ii  to  fight 
With  all  the  miseries  of  muu,  and  triumph 
With  patience  of  a  martyr  ?     I  obwrved 
My  father  late  come  from  you. 

Fer.  Yes,  tYancisco  :  ' 

He  hath  left  his  curse  upon  me. 

Fran.  How  f* 

Fer.  His  curse  :  dost  comprehend  w!iat  that  word  carries. 
Shot  from  a  father's  angry  breath  ?  unless 
I  tear  poor  Peliaarda  from  my  heart. 
He  hath  pronounc'd  me  heir  to  all  his  curses. 
Does  this  fright  thee,  Franci-icc  ?  Thou  hast  cause 
To  dance  in  .soul  for  tliis  :  'tis  only  I 
Mu.st  lo>ie,  and  mourn  ;  thou  flhalt  have  all ;  I  am 
Degraded  from  my  birth,  while  he  ufTects 
Thy  forward  youth,  and  only  calls  thee  son. 
Son  of  his  active  spirit,  and  applauds 
Thy  progress  with  Jacinta,  in  whose  smiles 
Thou  may'st  see  oil  thy  wishes  waiting  for  thee; 
Whilst  poor  Fernando  for  her  sake  must  stand 
An  e:tcommunicat«  from  every  blessing, 
A  thing  that  dare  not  give  myself  a  name, 
But  flung  into  the  world's  necessities. 
Until  in  time,  with  wonder  of  my  wants, 
I  turn  a  rag^^cd  statue,  on  whose  forehead 
l-lach  clown  may  carve  his  motto.  [Act  Hi.,  Sc.  1.'] 

Don  Ravnires  is  seized  with  a  mortal  ncJEmew,  hut  forbids 
Fernando  to  approach  his  choimber  tUl  he  shall  send  for 
hiiriy  on  pain  of  his  dying  curse. 

Feb  NANDO. 

Fer.  This  turn  is  fatal,  and  affrights  me ;  but 
Heaven  has  more  charity  than  to  let  him  die 
With  such  a  hard  heart ;  'twere  a  sin,  next  his 
Want  of  compassion,  to  suspect  he  can 
Take  his  t'tenial  flight,  and  lejive  Fernando 
This  desperate  legacy ;  he  will  change  the  curse 

■  Into  some  little  prayei',  I  hope  ;  and  then 

K  Enter  Servant  and  Physicia^i . 

H  8vf.  Make  haste,  I  lieseech  you,  doctor. 

■  VOL 
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Pky.  Noble  Fernando. 

Fer.  As  you  would  have  men  think  your  art  is  meant 
Not  to  abuse  nmnkind,  employ  it  all 
To  cure  my  poor  sick  fjither. 

Phy.  Fear  it  not,  sir.        [Ex^vtU  Physician  and  Servant. 

Fer.  Uut  there  is  more  tliaii  your  thin  skill  requir'd. 
To  state  a  health  ;  your  recipes,  perplext 
With  tou^h  names,  are  but  mockeries  and  noise, 
Without  some  dew  from  heaven,  to  mix  and  make  'em 
Thrive  in  the  application  :  what  now  ? 

Enter  Servant 

Ser.  Oh  sir,  I  am  sent  for  the  confessor, 
ITie  doctor  fears  him  much  ;  vour  brother  says 
You  must  ha%'e  patience  ;  and  not  enter,  sir ; 
Your  father  is  a  going,  good  old  man. 
And,  having  made  him  heir,  he's  loth  your  presence 
Should  interrupt  hi»  journey.  [Exit, 

Fer.  FranciscM  may  be  honest,  yet  metliinks 
It  would  become  his  love  to  interpose 
For  my  access,  at  such  a  needful  hour, 
And  mediate  for  my  blessing;  nut  a.ssist 
Unkindly  thus  my  iianishment     I'll  not 
Be  lost  HO  tumety.     ^Iiall  my  father  die. 

And  not  Fernando  take  his  leave .'' 1  dare  not. 

"  If  thou  dost  hope  I  should  take  olF  this  curse. 
Do  not  approach  until  I  send  :  "  'twas  so  ; 
And  'tilt  a  law  Uiat  binds  aliove  my  blood. 

Enter  Confe^or  and  Servant. 

Make  ha»tc,  good  father,  and  if  heaven  deny 
Him  life,  let  not  his  charity  die  too : 
Chie  curse  may  sink  us  both.     Sav  how  I  kneel. 
And  \ies;  he  would  iKHjuenlh  me  fcut  his  blessing. 
Then,  tliough  Francisco  be  his  heir,  1  shall 
Live  happy,  and  take  comfort  in  my  tears, 
When  I  remember  him  so  kind  a  father. 

Conf.  It  is  your  dulv.  [Exit. 

Fer.  Do  thy  huly  ortice. 
Those  fonil  pliiloiHiphers  that  magnify 
Our  himmn  nature,  and  <lid  boast  we  had 
Such  a  preixigative  in  our  rational  soul, 
Convcrs'd  but  little  with  the  world,  confin'd 
To  cells,  and  unfi*equented  woods,  they  knew  not 
Thi!  (icire  vexation  of  conmmnity  ; 
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Else  they  had  taught,  our  reason  is  our  loss. 
And  but  a  privilege  that  exceedeth  sense 
By  nearer  apprehension  of  what  wounds. 
To  know  ounuelves  most  miserable.     My  heart 

Enter  Phyaician  and  Franciaeo, 

Is  teennn^  with  new  fean. — Ha!  is  he  dead  .•' 

Phy.   Not  dead,  but  in  a  dc^^perate  condition  j 
And  so  that  little  breath  renmiiis  we  have 
Remitted  to  this  eonfeKSor,  whoMt  oflice 
U  ail  that's  left.' 

Fer.  Is  he  not  merciful  to  Fernando  yet  ? 
No  talk  of  me  ? 

Phy.  I  find  he  takes  no  pleasure 
To  hear  you  named  :  Franristo  to  u«  all 
He  did  contirm  his  heir,  with  many  blessings. 

Fer.  And  not  left  one  for  me  ?     Oh  take  uie  in. 
Thou  ^Title  L-artli,  and  let  me  creep  through  all 
Thy  dark  and  hollow  crannies,  till  [  find 
Another  way  t*i  come  into  the  world  : 
For  all  the  air  1  breathe  In  here  is  poii^an'd. 

Fran.  We  must  have  patience,  bi-«ther,  it  was  no 
Ambitionn  thought  of  mine  to  supplant  you  ; 
He  mav  live  vet,  and  von  Ik?  reconcil'd. 

Fer.  That  was  some  kindness  yet,  Francisco ;  but 
I  chaise  thee  by  the  neantcss  of  our  blood* 
When  I  am  made  this  mockery  and  wonder, 
I  know  not  where  to  find  nut  charitv. 
If  unawares  a  chance  direct  mv  weary 
.Vnd  witlier'd  feet  to  some  fiiir  house  of  thine> 
Where  plenty  with  full  blessings  ci'owns  thy  table, 
If  my  thin  face  betray  my  want  of  food. 
Do  not  despise  me,  'cause  1  was  thy  brother. 

Enter  Confessor. 

Fran.  I*ave  these  imajjln'd  honiirs,  I  must  not 
Live  when  my  bntther  is  thus  miserable. 

Fer.  There's  something  in  that  face  looks  comfortably, 

Conf.  Your  father,  air,  is  dead.      His  will  to  make 
Francisco  the  sole  master  of  his  fortunes 
Is  now  irrevocable  :  a  small  pension 
He  hath  given  you  for  life,  which,  with  his  blowlngt 
Is  all  the  benefit  I  bring. 

Fer.  Ha  !  blessing  !  speak  it  again,  good  father. 

Conf.  1  did  apply  some  lenitives  to  soften 

'[Qaestion  and  antwei  omitted.] 
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His  anger,  and  prevail'd ;  your  father  hath 

llcversed  that  heavy  censure  of  his  curse. 

Ami  In  Ihe  place  liequeath'd  his  prayer  and  hleaaing. 

Fer.  I  am  new  created  by  his  charity. 

Conf.  Some  ceremonies  are  l>ehind  :  he  did 
Desire  to  be  interr'd  within  our  convent. 
And  left  his  >iepulture  to  me  ;  1  am  confident. 
Your  pietitw  will  give  me  leave 

Fran.  His  will  in  all  things  1  obey,  and  yours 
Mast  reventnd  father :  unler  aa  you  please 
HiH  liodv  ;  we  may  after  celebrate 
With  all  due  obsequies  his  funeral. 

Fer.  Why  yuu  alone  obey  •'     I  am  your  brotber : 
My  father's  eldest  aon,  though  not  his  heir. 

Fran.  It  pleAs'd  my  father,  sir,  to  think  me  wtJrthy 
Of  such  a  title  ;  you  shall  find  me  kind, 
If  you  can  look  on  matters  without  envy. 

Fer.  If  I  can  iiHik  on  matters  withntit  envy  ! 

Fran.  You  may  live  here  still. 

Fer.  I  may  live  here,  Francisco ! 

Enter  a  OentUman  wUh  a  Utter, 

('onditionci !  I  would  not  understand 
This  dialect. 

Fran.  With  me,  from  madam — ■ — ^ ? 

Oent.  If  you  be  signior  Francisco. 

Fer.  Slighted  !— 
I  tmd  my  father  waA  uot  dead  till  now. 
Croud  not,  you  jealous  thoughts,  so  thick  into 
My  brain,  lest  yuu  do  tempt  ine  tu  an  act. 

Will  forfeit  all  again. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

Fernando  tells  Felisarda  that  his  father  is  dead, 

Fer.   I  have  a  story  to  deliver ; 
A  tale,  n-ill  make  thet^  »<ail :  but  I  must  tell  it. 
There  is  one  dead,  that  lov'd  thee  not. 

Fel.  One  dcml, 
'Diat  lov'd  not  me  't  this  carrier,  sir,  in  nature 
No  killing  sound  :'   I  shall  be  sad  to  know 
I  did  deserve  au  enemy  or  he  want 
A  charity  at  death. 

>  Like  the  reply  ot  Manofth  in  Sftmson  Agortistea:  "Sad,  bui  not  aaddeal. 

desolation  of  a  bofltile  city," 
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Ftr.  Thy  cruel  enemy. 
And  my  b^t  friend,  bath  took  eternal  leave, 
And'a  gone  to  heaven,  I  hope  :  excuse  ray  teara  ; 
It  is  a  tribute  I  must  pay  his  memory ; 
For  I  did  love  my  father. 

Fel,  Ha !  your  father  ! 

Fer.  Yes,  FeliRarda,  he  is  gone,  that  in 
"Rie  morning  promis'd  many  years,  but  deftth 
Hath  in  a  few  hours  made  him  as  stiff,  a^  all 
The  winds  and  winter  had  thrown  cold  upon  hira. 
And  whispci'd  him  to  marble. 
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[Act  iv.,  Sc.  6.] 


FraTicwco  offers  to  resiort  Fernando  hia  InrthHght.    Fernando 
dares  not  take  it. 

Francisco.     Fkknanik).     Don  Carlos. 

Fran.  What  dcmandii 
Fernando  ? 

Fer.  My  inheritance,  wrought  from  me 
By  thy  sly  creeping  to  supplant  my  birth, 
Aiid  cheat  our  father's  easy  soul,  unworthily 
Betraying  to  his  anger,  for  thy  luat 
Of  wealth,  the  love  and  promise  of  two  heart*. 
Poor  Felisarda  and  Fernando  now 
Wither  at  soul,  and  robb'd  by  Ihee  of  that 
Should  cherish  virtue,  like  to  rifled  pilgrims 
Met  on  the  way,  and  having  told  their  story, 
And  dropt  their  even  tears  for  both  their  lo«a, 
Wander  froui  one  another. 

Fran.  HMs  not  sure 
Fernando,  but  his  passion  (that  oljeys  not 
The  counsel  of  his  reason)  would  accuse  me  : 
And  if  my  father  now  (since  spirits  lose  not 
Intelligence,  but  more  active  when  thev  have 
Shook  off  their  chains  of  flesh,)  would  feave  his  dwelling, 
And  visit  this  coaivse  orb'  again  :  my  innotenre 
Should  dare  the  appeal,  and  make  Pemando  see 
His  empty  accusations. 

Fer.  He  that  thrives 
By  wicked  art,  has  confidence  to  dre« 
His  action  with  simplicity  and  shapes, 
To  cheat  our  credulous  natures :  'tis  my  wonder 

>  Dtr^  planet.— S«#nw. 
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Thou  durst  do  so  much  injury,  Francisco, 
Aa  must  provoke  my  j  ustice  to  revenge^ 
Yet  wear  no  sword. 

Fran.  I  need  no  guard  ;  I  know 
Thou  dar'st  not  kill  me. 

Fer.  Dare  1  not  ? 

Fran.  And  name 
Thy  cause  :  'tis  thy  sunpicion,  not  Francisco, 
Hath  wrought  thee  high  and  passionate.     To  assure  it ; 
If  vou  dare  violate,  [  dare  posHe^H  you 
With  all  my  title  to  your  land. 

Car.  How  is  that  f ' 

Fran.  Let  hiui  receive  it  at  his  peril. 

Fer.  Ha! 

Fran.  It  was  my  father's  act,  not  mine  :  he  trembled 
To  hear  his  curse  alive  ;  what  horror  will 
Ui.s  i-oiLSL'lence  feel,  when  he  vlx&W  spuni  liis  dust, 
And  call  the  reverend  ahade  from  hiH  blest  seat 
To  this  t>ad  world  again,  to  walk  and  fright  him  !* 

Fer.  Can  this  be  more  than  a  dream  ? 

Fran.  (Oivea  him  the  will).     Sir,  you  may  uuioel  it. 
But  think  withal, 
How  you  can  answer  him  that's  dead,  when  he 
Shall  charge  your  timoi-ous  soul  for  this  contempt 
To  nature  and  religion  ;  to  break 
His  last  bequest,  and  breath,  that  seai'd  your  blessings  t 

Car.  'Vhem  are  fine  fancies. 

Fer.  {Rfftums  Die  will).     Here  ;  and  may  it  prosper, 
Where  my  good  father  meant  it :  I  am  overcome. 
Forgive  me,  and  enjoy  it.'  [/«  going. 

Hia  father  Ramires  (gumtosed  dead)  appears  above,  tuith 

FeUSAEDA. 

Ram.  Fernando,  stay. 

Fer.  Ha,  my  father  and  Felisarda :  [KneeU. 

Are  they  both  dead  !  * — I  did  not  think 
To  find  thee  in  this  pale  society 
Of  ghosts  so  soon. 

Pel.  I  am  alive,  Fernando  : 
And  Don  R&inircs  still  thy  liWng  father. 

Fran.  You  may  believe  it,  sir,  I  was  of  the  council.^ 

Car.  Men  thought  you  dead. 

Ra/tn.  It  lay  within 

•  [Two  lines  omitted.]  '[One  inc.]  '[Five  and  a  half  lines.] 

*  [Five  and  •  half  lines.)  '[Foiir  line*.] 
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The  knowledge  of  Franciiico,  and  some  few. 

By  this  device  to  advance  m_v  younger  »on 

To  a  marriage  with  Jacinta,  sir,  and  try 

Femando's  piety,  and  his  mistress'  virtue  : 

Which  I  havr  found  worth  him,  and  my  acceptance. 

With  her  I  give  thee  what  thy  birth  did  challenge : 

Receive  thy  Felisarda. 

Per,  Tis  a  joy 
So  flowing,  it  dmwnR  all  my  faculties. 
My  sout  will  not  contain,  I  fear,  but  loose, 
Aud  leave  me  in  Lliis  extacy. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  3.] 


THE  LADY  OF  PLEASURE.     A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1687:  UCENSED  1635].     BY  JAMES  SHIRLEY 

^fr  ThornoK  Bomewell  expoattUatea  with  kia  lady  on  her 
extravagance  cmd  love  of  pleasure. 

BORNEWKLL.       AUETINA,  ItU  tody. 

Are.  I  am  angry  with  myself; 
To  be  so  miserably  restrain  d  in  things, 
Wherein  it  doth  twmwni  your  love  and  honour 
To  »ee  me  satisfied. 

Hot.  In  what,  j\jctina. 
Dost  tiiou  accuse  me  ?  have  I  not  olx!y*d 
All  thy  desires,  against  mine  own  opinion ; 
Quitted  the  country,  and  romov'd  the  hope 
Of  our  return,  by  sule  of  that  fair  lordship 
We  liv'd  in  :  chaiig'd  a  calm  and  retired  life 
For  tliis  wild  towTi,  conipoR*d  of  noise  and  chai^  ? 

Are,  What  chai^,  more  than  is  necessary 
For  a  lady  of  my  birth  and  education  i' 

Bor.  I  am  not  ignorant  how  much  nobilitv 
Flows  in  your  blood,  your  kinsmen  great  and  powerful 
In  the  state ;  but  witli  this  lose  not  your  memory 
Of  being  my  wife  :  I  shall  lie  studious. 
Madam,  to  give  the  dignity  of  your  birth 
All  the  best  ornaments  which  become  my  fortune ; 
But  would  not  Hatter  it,  to  ruin  botli, 
And  be  the  fable  of  the  town,  to  teach 
Other  men  wit  by  loss  of  mine,  employed 
To  serve  your  vast  expencen. 
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Are.  Am  I  then 
Brought  ill  tlic  balance  ?  bo,  sir. 

Bor.  Though  vou  weigh 
Me  in  a  partial  scale,  my  heart  is  honest : 
And  must  take  til)erty  to  think,  you  have 
Obey'd  no  modest  counsel  to  effect. 
Nay,  study  ways  of  pride  and  costly  ceremony ; 
Your  change  of  gaudy  funiilure,  and  pictures, 
Of  this  Italian  master,  and  that  Dutchman's  ; 
Your  mighty  looking-glasses,  like  ailillery 
Broneht  hnme  on  engines  ;  the  superfluous  plate 
Anticlc  and  novel ;  vanities  of  tires, 
Four  score  |>ound  suppers  for  my  lord  your  kinsman, 
Biuitguets  fur  t'other  lady,  aunt,  and  cousins ; 
And  pc-rfumeft,  that  exceed  all ;  train  of  servant*, 
To  stifle  us  at  home,  and  shew  abroad 
More*  motly  than  the  French,  or  the  Venetian, 
About  your  coach,  whose  rude  postilion 
Must  pester  every  narrow  lane,  till  passengers 
And  tradesmen  curse  your  choaking  up  their  stalls, 
And  common  aies  pursue  your  ladyship 
For  hindVing  of  their  market. 

Are.   Have  you  done,  sir  ? 

Bor.  I  could  accuse  the  gaiety  of  your  wardrobe, 
And  prodigal  embroideries,  under  which. 
Rich  satins,  pluslies,  cloth  of  silver,  dare 
Not  shew  their  own  comjilcxions  ;  your  jewela, 
Able  to  bum  out  the  spectators*  eyes, 
And  shew  like  bonfires  on  you  by  the  tapers : 
Something  might  here  be  spare<^  with  safety  of 
Your  birth  and  honour,  since  tJie  truest  wealth 
Shines  from  the  soul,  and  draws  up  just  admirers. 
I  could  urge  something  more. 

Are.  Fray,  do.     I  hke 
Your  homily  of  thrift, 

Bor.  I  could  wish,  madam. 
You  would  not  game  so  much. 

Are.  A  gamester,  too  ! 

Bor.  But  are  not  come  to  that  repentance  yet, 
Should  teach  you  skill  enough  to  raise  your  profit ; 
You  look  nut  Uirough  the  subtilty  of  cards. 
And  mysteries  of  dice,  nor  can  you  save 
Charge  with  the  box,  buy  petticoats  and  pearls. 
And  keep  your  family  by  the  precious  income ; 
Nor  do  I  wish  you  should  :  my  poorest  servant 
Shall  not  upbraid  my  tables,  nor  his  hire 
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Purchas'd  beneath  my  honour :  you  make  play 
Not  a  pastime,  but  a  tynumy,  and  vex 
Yourself  and  my  estate  bv't. 

Are.  Good,  proceed. 

Bor.  Another  game  you  have,  which  consumes  more 
Your  fame  than  purse,  your  revels  in  the  night. 
Your  meeting  call'd  the  ball,  to  which  appear. 
As  to  the  court  of  pleasure,  all  your  gallants 
And  ladies,  thither  bound  by  a  subpcena 
Of  Venu»  and  nmall  Cupid's  high  displeasure: 
T*is  but  the  Family  of  Love,  translated 
Into  mure  costly  sin ;  there  was  a  play  on't ; 
And  hod  the  |M>et  uut  l)een  brib'd  tu  a  uiodest 
Expression  of  ynur  antic  gambols  in't, 
Some  darks  had  beeu  discover'd ;  and  the  deeds  too]; 
In  time  be  may  re|)ent,  and  make  some  blush. 
To  ^ee  the  second  i>art  danc'd  on  the  stage. 
My  thoufjhts  ac^^uit  you  for  dishonouring  me 
By  any  foul  act ;  but  the  virtuous  know, 
"Tis  not  enough  to  clear  ourselves,  but  the 
Suspicious  of  our  shame. 

Are.  Have  you  concluded 
Your  lecture  ? 

Bor,  1  have  done ;  and  howsoever 
My  language  may  appear  to  you,  it  carries 
No  other  than  my  fair  and  just  intent 
To  your  delights,  without  curb  to  their  modest 
And  noble  freedom. 

Are.  I'll  not  be  so  te<lious 
In  my  reply,  hut,  witiiout  art  or  elegance, 
Asssure  you  I  keep  still  my  fii-st  opinion  ; 
And  though  you  veil  your  avaricious  meaning 
With  handsome  names  of  modesty  and  thrift, 
I  Hud  you  would  intrench  and  wound  the  liberty 
I  was  nom  with.     Were  ray  desires  unprivileged 
By  example  ;  while  my  judgment  thought  'cm  fit. 
You  ought  not  to  oppose  :  but  when  the  practice 
Ami  tract  of  every  honourable  lady 
Authorise  me,  I  take  it  great  injustice 
To  have  my  pleasures  circumacrib'd  and  taught  mc. 

[Acti.,  Sc.  1.'] 

This  dialogtic  is  in  the  very  spirit  of  the  lecriminating  scenes  between  Lord  and 
Lady  Townley  in  the  Provoked  Huiband.  It  itt  difficult  to  believe,  but  it  must 
have  been  Vanbrugh't  prototype. 

*[ii*rmaid  Stritt,  ed.  Qosse.  For  other  extruu  from  Shirley  tee  fMigei  431,  496, 
505.  5*4.  540.  566  and  569.] 
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Df^e  Sib, 

It  is  not  imknown  to  you,  that  about  nineteen  yean  since  I 
published  "Spwinjcns  of  EnglLsh  Dramatic  Pocb*,  who  lived  about 
the  Time  of  Shakspeare."  For  the  scarcer  Plays  I  had  recom-ae  to 
the  Collection  bequeathed  to  the  British  Museum  by  Mr.  Garrick. 
But  my  time  was  but  short,  and  mv  ftubsoquent  leisure  has  dis- 
covcren  in  it  a  trcaiiure  rich  and  cxhaustless  beyond  what  I  then 
ima^ned.  In  It  is  to  he  found  almost  every  productiim  in  the 
fihape  of  a  Play  that  baa  appeared  in  print,  from  the  time  of  the 
old  Mysteries  and  Moralities  to  the  days  of  frown  and  D'Urfey. 
Imagine  the  luxury  to  one  like  uie,  who,  above  every  other  form  of 
Poetry,  have  ever  preferred  the  Dramatic,  of  sitting  in  the  princely 
apartments,  for  such  they  are,  uf  poor  condemned  Montagu  Hou»e, 
which  I  predict  will  not  speeilily  ik;  followed  by  a  hand.somcr,  and 
culling  at  will  the  flower  of  some  thousand  Dramas.  It  is  like 
having  the  range  of  a  Nobleman's  Library,  with  tlie  Librai'ian  to 
your  friend.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  courteoutmess  and  attentions 
of  the  Gentleman  who  has  the  chief  direction  of  the  Reading  Rooms 
here ;  and  you  have  scarce  to  ask  for  a  volume,  before  it  is  laid 
before  you.  If  the  occasional  Extracts  which  I  have  been  tempted 
to  bring  away,  may  find  an  appropriate  place  in  your  Table  Book, 
some  of  them  are  weekly  at  your  service.  By  those  who  remember 
the  "Specimens,"  these  roust  be  considered  as  mere  after-gleanings, 
supplementary  to  tliat  work,  only  comprising  a  longer  pt;riod.  You 
must  be  content  with  sometimes  a  scene,  sometimes  a  song  ;  a  speech, 
or  nassf^e,  or  a  poetical  image,  as  they  happen  to  strike  me.  I 
read  without  order  of  time ;  1  am  a  pour  hand  at  dates ;  and  for 
any  biography  of  the  Dramatists,  I  must  refer  to  writers  who  are 
more  skilful  in  such  matters.  My  busincNS  is  with  their  poetry 
_only. 

Your  well-wisher, 

C.  Lamb. 
January  27,  1827. 
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KING  JOHN  AND  MATILDA.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1666].  BY  ROBERT  DAVENPORT  [FLOURISHED 
1623].     ACTED  IN  1661 

Johny  not  being  ahU  to  bring  McUilda,  the  chaste  daughter  of 
the  old  Baron  Fitzwater,  to  eomjdiance  teith  hie  wiehesy 
catisee  h&r  to  be  poisoned  in  a  nwrvnery. 

Scene. — John.  The  Barons :  they  being  as  yet  igTwrant  of  the 
murder,  and  having  just  come  to  com-posUion  witk  the 
King  after  tedious  wars.     Matilda's  hearse  is  brought  in 

by  HUBEKT. 

John.  Hubert,  interpret  this  apparition. 

Hvh.  Behold,  sir, 
A  sad-writ  Tragedy,  so  feehnglv 
Languaged,  and  cast ;  with  such  a  crafty  cruelty 
Contrived,  and  acted  ;  that  wild  savages 
Would  weep  to  lay  their  ears  to,  and  (admiring 
To  see  themselves  outdone)  they  would  conceive 
Their  wildness  mildness  to  this  deed,  and  call 
Men  more  than  savage,  themselves  rational. 
And  thou,  Fitzwater,  reflect  upon  thy  name,^ 
And  turn  the  Son  of  Tea/rs.    O,  foiget 
That  Cupid  ever  spent  a  dart  upon  thee ; 
That  Hymen  ever  coupled  thee ;  or  that  ever 
The  hasty,  happy,  willing  messenger 
Told  thee  thou  hadst  a  daughter.     Oh,  look  here ! 
Look  here,  King  John,  and  with  a  trembling  eye 
Read  your  sad  act,  Matilda's  tragedy. 

Bwrons.  Matilda! 

Fitzw.  By  the  lab'ring  soul  of  a  much-injured  man, 
It  is  my  child  Matilda!^ 

Bruce.  Sweet  niece ! 

Leic.  Chaste  soul  f ' 

John,  Do  I  stir,  Chester? 
Good  Oxford,  do  I  move  ?  stand  I  not  still 
To  watch  when  the  griev'd  friends  of  wrong^  Matilda 

'  FitiwiUer  :  son  of  water.  A  striking  instance  of  the  compatibility  of  the  urimu 
pun  with  the  expression  of  the  profoundest  sorrows.  Grid;  as  well  as  joy,  finds 
ease  in  thus  playing  with  a  word.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  in  Shakspeare  thcs  descants 
on  his  namt :  "  Gaunt,  and  ^aunt  indeed ;  "  to  a  long  string  of  conceite,  which  no 
one  has  ever  yet  felt  as  ridiculous  ["  Richard  II.,"  Act  ii.,  Sc.  7,  line  7a].  The 
poet  Wither  thus,  in  a  mournful  review  of  the  declining  estate  of  his  £aniuy,  says 
with  deepest  nature : — 

The  very  name  of  Wither  shows  decay. 
■[Two  lines  omitted.]  '[One  line.] 
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Will  with  a  thousand  stabe  turn  me  to  dust, 
That  in  a  thousand  pravers  tbev  might  be  happy  ? 
Will  no  one  da  it  ?  then  give  a  mourner  room, 
A  roan  of  teara.     Oh,  immaculate  Matilda, 
These  shed  but  sailing  ticat-drojw,  misHng  showers, 
The  faint  dews  of  a  doubtful  April  morning  ; 
But  from  mine  eyeH  dliip-xinking  cataracts, 
Whole  clouds  of  waters,  wealthy  exhalation»i 
Shall  fall  into  the  &ga  of  my  aflfiction, 
Till  it  amaze  the  mourners. 

Hub.  Unmatch'd  Matilda ; 
Celestial  soldier,  that  kept  a  fort  of  chastity 
'GatuHt  all  teuipUitioiis. 

Fitzw.  Not  to  he  a  Queen, 
Would  she  break  her  chaste  vow.     Truth  crowns  your  reed  : 
Vnmatch'd  Matilda  was  her  name  indeed. 

John.  O  take  into  your  spirit-piercinfj  praise 
My  scene  of  sorrow.     I  have  well-clad  woes, 
I'athetic  epithets  to  Illustrate  passion. 
And  steal  true  tears  so  Hwectly  from  all  these 
Shall  touch  the  soul,  and  at  once  pierce  and  plea»c. 

[Per^taes  the  motto  and  emhlems  on  tks  hea/nt. 
"To  Piety  and  Purity  "—and  "  Lilies  mix'd  with  lloses"— 
How  well  you  have  appnrellM  woe  !  this  Pendant, 
To  Piety  and  Purity  directed, 
Insinuates  a  chaste  soul  in  a  clean  bo<Iy, 
Virtue\>(  white  Virgin,  Chastity's  red  ^Ia^ty^  I 
Sufter  me  then  with  this  well-suited  wTeath 
To  make  our  grief-i  iiigeuiou.<s.     Let  all  be  dumb, 
Whilst  tiie  king  speaks  her  Kpicedium. 

Chest.   His  very  soul  npeaks  sorn)w. 

Oxf.  And  it  becomes  him  sweetly. 

Joan.  Hail  Maid  and  Martyr !  \q  on  thy  breast. 
Devotion's  altar,  chaste  Truth  s  nest, 
1  offer  {m  my  guilt  imposes) 
'Iliy  merit's  laurel,  Lilies  and  Hoses  ; 
Lilies,  intimating  plain 
'i*hv  immaculate  Hfe,  stuck  with  no  stain  ; 
Hoses  red  and  sweet,  to  tell 
How  sweet  red  hacrifiix-s  smell. 
Hang  round  then,  as  you  walk  about  this  hearae, 
'Hie  song*  of  holy  hearts,  «weet  virtuous  verse. 

Fitzw.  Hring  Persian  silks,  to  deck  her  monument ; 

John.  Aiabian  spices,  ouick'ning  by  their  scent ; 

Fitzw,  Xumidian  marble,  to  pi-eserve  her  praise  ; 
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John.  Corinthian  ivory,  her  shape  to  praise  : 

Fitzvi.  Aud  write  in  gold  upon  it.  In  tliis  breast 
Virtue  sate  miiitretut.  Passion  but  a  guest. 

John.  Virtue  is  sweet ;  and,  since  griefs  bitter  be, 
Strew  her  with  roses,  ond  jfive  rue  to  me. 

Bruce.  My  noblf  brother,  I  \\'  lost  a  wife  and  sou  ^ ; 
You  a  sweet  daughter.     Ixiok  on  the  kingV  penitence  ; 
His  promise  for  the  public  peace.     Prefer 
A  public  benefit.'     When  it  shall  please. 
Let  Heaven  question  him.     Let  us  secure 
And  quit  the  land  of  Lewis.^ 

Fitzw.  Do  any  thin^  ; 
Do  all  things  that  aix>  honourable  ;  and  the  Great  King 
Make  you  a  good  king,  sir !  and  when  your  soul 
Shall  at  any  time  reflect  upon  your  follies. 
Good  king  John,  weep,  weep  very  heartily  ; 
It  will  becoine  vou  sweetlv.      At  vour  eves 
Your  sin  stole  m  ;  there  pay  your  sacrifice. 

John.  Hack  unto  Dunniow  Ablx^v.     There  we'll  pay 
To  sweet  Matilda's  memory,  and  her  sufferings, 
A  monthly  obsequy,  which  (sweet'ned  by 
The  wealthy  woes  of  a  tear-tronblod  eye) 
Shall  by  those  sharp  afflictions  of  my  face 
Court  mercy,  and  make  grief  arrive  at  grace.* 

Song. 

Matilda^  now  go  take  thy  bed 
In  the  dark  d-wtllinga  of  the  dead  : 
And  rise  in  the  great  waking  day 
Sweet  aa  incenae^  fresh  an  May. 

Kest  there,*  chaste  soul,  fix'd  in  thy  proper  sphere. 

Amongst  Heaveu'.s  fair  ones ;  all  are  fair  ones  there. 

Rest  there,  chaste  soul,  wliHst  we  here  tnmhie*!  say  ; 

Time  gives  us  griefe.  Death  takes  our  joys  away. 

(Act  v.,  Sc.  3.»] 

This  Kene  hai  much  pasaion  and  poetry  in  it,  if  I  misuke  not.     The  lutt  word* 
of  Pit/watcr  arc  an  instance  of  noble  tcmprramcnt  :  but  to  undcniand  him,  tliej 
character  throughout  of  (hiii  mad,  meny,  feeling,  inseniiible-Aecming  lord,  should'] 

'  Also  cruelly  slain  by  the  poisoning  John. 

^i.t.,  of  peace  ;  which  tliis  monfliroun  act  of  John's  in  this  play  comes  to  counter* 
act,  in  the  same  way  as  the  dtscovrred  death  of  Prince  Arthur  is  tike  to  break  the 
composition  of  the  King  with  his  Barons  in  Shakspeare'a  play. 

*  The  D.iuptiin  of  France,  whom  they  had  called  m,  ao  in  Shakspeare's  play. 

'[Four  lines  omitted.!  •["  Rest  ihou  "  (Bullco).] 

*[D3venpoit.  fd.   Bullen,  1890,     For  other  extract*  from  Davenport  tee  pp. 
and  586.1 
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be  read.  That  the  venoniDUB  John  could  hav«  even  counterleited  repeatatKc  to 
well,  ii  out  of  nature  :  but,  supposing  the  pouibility,  nothing  is  truer  than  the  way 
in  which  it  is  managed.  These  old  piay-wrights  inveMed  their  bad  cha/aclers  with 
notions  of  good,  which  could  hy  no  po&wbiiity  have  coe^tioted  with  their  actions. 
Without  a  Koul  of  gcxMlnestt  in  himxelt,  how  could  Shak^peare's  fUchard  the  Third 
have  lit  upon  those  sweet  phratcs  and  inducements  by  which  he  attempts  to  win 
over  the  aowa^cr  queen  to  let  him  wed  her  daughter  ?  It  ia  not  Nature')!  nature, 
but  Imagination's  substituted  nature,  wbidi  does  almost  as  well  in  a  fiction. 


THE  PARLIAMENT  OF  BEES.  A  MASQUE.'  BV  JOHN 
DAY  [FLOURISHED  1606J.  PRINTED  1607.  [EAR- 
UEST  EDITION  NOW  KNOWN,  1641]' 

Ulania^  afeiiiaU  Bee,  con/essea  her  pasaion  for  MeletuSy  who 
l(n}e8  Arethusa. 

not  a  village  Fly,  nor  meadow  Bee, 


That  trafficks  daily  on  the  neighbouring  plain. 

But  will  reptirt,  how  all  the  Winged  Train 

Have  sued  to  me  for  Love  ;  when  we  have  Hown 

In  Rwarnis  nut  to  discover  Helds  new  blown. 

Happy  was  he  could  find  the  tbrward'.st  tree, 

And  cull  the  (^oicet;t  bloKsomH  out  for  me ; 

Of  all  their  labours  they  allow'd  me  some 

And  (like  my  chauipiunH)  manu'd  nie  out,  and  home: 

Yet  loved  I  nunc  ot  them.     Philon,  a  Bee 

Well-skiird  in  vense  and  amorous  poeti7. 

As  we  have  sate  at  work,  both  of  one  Hose," 

Has  humm'd  sweet  Caiizons,  both  in  verse  and  piixje, 

Which  I  ne'er  minded.     Astrophel,  a  Bee, 

(Although  not  so  poetical  as  he) 

Yet  in  his  full  invention  uuick  and  ripe. 

In  Humnier  eveningK,  oti  his  well-tunea  pipe. 

Upon  a  woodbine  blossom  in  the  sun, 

(Our  hive  being  clean-swept,  and  our  day's  work  done), 

•[Divided  into  twelve  "Cbatacters"  or  "  CoUoquiea.") 

■  Whether  this  singular  production,  in  which  the  chaiacters  are  all  Bt/i.  was  ever 
acted,  I  have  no  informalion  to  determine.  It  is  at  Icaal  as  capable  of  repre»enta- 
lion  as  we  can  conceive  the  "  Birds"  of  Aristophanes  to  have  been. 

'  PicUily  pilfered  from  the  sweet  rias«aRe  in  the  Midsunaner  Night's  Dream,  where 
Helena  recounts  to  Hermia  theii  school -days'  friendship  : — 
Wo  Heimia,  like  two  artiticial  gods. 
Created  with  our  needles  both  one  flower, 
Both  on  ortc  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  3,  line  ao}.] 

VOL.  IV.— 26 
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Would  play  me  twenty  several  tunes ;  yet  I 

Nor  minded  Astmphel,  nor  his  melody. 

Theu  there's  Auiiulfr,  for  whost'  love  fair  Lcade 

(That  prettv  Hce)  flies  up  and  down  the  mead 

With  rivers  in  her  eyes  ;  without  deserving 

Sent  mc  trim  Acorn  bowU  of  his  own  camng, 

To  drink  May  dews  and  mead  iu.     Yet  none  of  these, 

My  hive-born  Playfellows  and  fellow  Rees, 

Could  I  affect,  until  this  strange  Bee  came  ; 

And  him  I  love  with  such  an  ardent  flame. 

Discretion  cannot  quench. — * 

He  labours  and  toils. 
Extracts  more  honey  out  of  barren  soils 
'niaii  twenty  lazy  Drones.     I  have  heard  my  Father, 
SteM'ard  of  the  Hive,  profess  that  he  had  rather 
Lose  half  the  Swarm  than  him.     If  a  Bee,  poor  or  weak. 
Grows  faint  on  his  way,  or  by  misfortune  break 
A  wing  or  leg  against  a  twig  ;  alive. 
Or  dead,  he'll  bring  into  the  Maatei^s  Hive 
Him  and  his  burthen.     But  the  other  day, 
On  the  next  plain  there  grew  a  fatal  fray 
Betwixt  the  Wasps  and  us ;  the  wind  grew  high, 
And  a  rough  storm  raged  so  impetuously, 
Our  Bees  could  scarce  keep  wing  ;  then  fell  such  rain, 
It  made  our  Colony  forsake  the  plain, 
And  fly  to  garrison :  yet  still  He  stood. 
And  'gainst  the  whole  swann  made  his  party  good  ; 
And  at  e-ach  blow  he  gave,  cried  out  His  Vo\l\ 
His  VoWy  atid  Arethicea! — On  each  bough 
And  tender  blossom  be  engraves  her  name 
With  his  flharp  sting.     To  Arethusa's  fame 
He  consecrates  his  action.s  ;  all  his  worth 
Is  only  spent  to  character  her  forth. 
Ou  damask  roses,  and  the  leaves  of  pines, 
I  have  .seen  bim  write  such  amorous  moving  lines 
In  Aretbusa's  praise,  as  my  poor  heart 
Has,  when  1  read  them,  envied  her  desert ; 
And  wept  and  sigh'd  to  think  that  he  should  be 
To  her  so  constant,  yet  not  pity  me  [Ch.  vL*] 


Porrex,  Vice  Roy  of  Bees  under  King  Oberon,  deseribe$  hit] 
large  prerogative. 

To  Us  (who,  warranted  by  Oberon's  love. 
Write  Ourself  Master  Bee),  both  field  and  grove, 

»[Two  Unes  omitted.]  '[Day's  Works,  ed.  Bullen,  1881.J 
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Garden  and  orchard,  lawns  and  flowery  meads, 

•     (Where  the  amorous  wind  plays  with  the  golden  heads 
Of  wanton  cowslips,  daisies  in  their  prime, 
Sun-toving  marigolds  ;  the  blossom'u  tliyme. 
The  blue-vein'd  violets  and  the  damask  rose  ; 
The  stately  lily,  Mistress  of  all  those)  ; 
Are  allowed  and  gi\''n,  by  Oberon's  free  areed. 
Pasture  for  me,  and  all  my  swarms  to  feed.^  [Ch.  i.] 


—  ihe  doings, 

Tbc  birttu,  the  \s*ari,  the  wooingt, 
of  these  pretty  tittle  winecd  cicaturcs  arc  with  continned  liveliness  portrayed 
throughout  the  whole  of  this  curious  old  Drama,  in  words  which  Bees  would  talk 
with,  could   ihcy  talk;  the   very  air   seems   replete   with   humming   and   buzzing 
meUodies,  while  we  read  them.     Surely  Bees  were  never  so  be-rhymed  before. 

■  THE  HEW  Alius  OF  VIRTUE.     A  COMEDV. 

■  FOUNTAIN.     PRINTED  1G61 

I         8ucc 


I 
I 


I 


JOHN 


Success  iJi  Battle  not  always  attTibu,tahl«  to  the  General. 
Generals  otltimes  *  famous  grow 


By  valiant  friends,  or  cowardly  enemies  ; 

Or,  what  is  worse,  by  some  mean  piece  of  chance. 

Truth  is,  'tis  pretty  to  observe 

How  little  Princes  and  ^reat  Generals 

Contribute  oftentimes  to  the  fame  thev  win. 

How  oft  hath  it  been  found,  that  noblest  minds 

With  two  short  unn.s  have  fought  with  fatal  stars ; 

And  have  endeavoui-'d  with  their  dearest  bltxid 

To  mollify  those  diamonds,  where  dwell 

The  fate  of  kingiloms  ;  and  at  last  have  fain 

By  vulgar  hands,  unable  now  to  do 

More  for  their  cause  than  die ;  and  have  l>een  lost 

Among  the  sacrifices  of  their  swonis ; 

No  mort  remember'd  than  (xjor  villagers, 

Whose  ashes  sleep  among'  the  common  flowers, 

'ITiat  erery  meadow  wears ;  whilst  other  men 

With  trembling  hands  have  caught  a  victory, 

And  on  pale  foreheads  wear  triumphant  bays/ 

Besides,  I  have  thought 


'[See  page  451  for  farther  extracts.] 

■("  Among  "  should  be  "  beneath,"] 


i['*Ofttime«"  should  be  "only."] 
'[Four  words  omitted.] 
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A  thousand  times ;  in  times  of  war,  when  we 

Ufl  u|j  our  hands  to  heaven  for  victory  ; 

Suppose  some  virgin  Shepherdess,  whose  soul 

Is  chanite  ami  clean  as  the  cold  springs  where  she 

Quenches  all  thirsts,  being  told  of  enemies, 

That  seek  Lo  frieht  the  long-eujoyed  Peace 

Of  our  Arcadia  hence  with  sound  of  dninis, 

And  with  hoarse  trumpets'  warlike  airs  to  drowB 

Ulie  hannless  music  of  her  oaten  reeds, 

Should  in  the  passion  of  her  troubled  sprite 

Repair  to  some  small  fane  (such  as  the  Gods 

Hear  poor  folks  from),  and  there  on  humble  knees 

Lift  up  her  trembling  hands  to  bol}-  Pan, 

And  Ix'g  his  helps  :  ^is  possible  to  think, 

That  Ueav'n,  which  holds  the  purest  vows  most  rich» 

May  not  permit  her  still  to  weep  in  vain, 

Bui  grant  her  wish,  (for,  would  the  Gods  not '  hear 

The  prayers  of  poor  folks,  they'd  ne'er  bid  them  pray) ; 

And  so,  in  the  next  action,  happeoeth  out 

{The  Gods  still  using  means)  the  Knemy 

May  be  defeated.     The  glory  of  all  this 

Is  attributed  to  the  General, 

And  none  but  he's  spoke  loud  of  for  the  act; 

While  she,  from  whose  so  unaffected  tears 

His  laurel  sprung,  for  ever  dwells  unknown.' 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  l.»3 


UnU^v/tU  SolicUinga, 

When  1  first 
Mention'd  the  business  to  her  all  alone, 
Poor  Soul,  she  blush'd,  as  if  already  she 
Had  dune  some  barm  by  hearing  of  me  speak ; 
Whilst  fi'om  her  pretty  eyes  two  fountains  ran 
So  true,  so  native,  down  her  fairest  cheeks  ; 
As  if  she  thought  herself  obliged  to  cry, 
'Caukc  all  the  world  was  nut  so  good  as  she. 


[Act  i.,  Sc  1.) 


'["Not  "  ehould  be  "ne'er."] 
»U  It 


p<Hs.ible  ttut  Cowper  might  have  remembered  this  lentuaent  in  his  de> 
icription  of  ihc  advantages  which  (he  world,  Ont  sconu  him,  may  deiive  (rocQ  the 
noiaeless  hours  of  the  contemplative  min  ? 

Perhaps  she  owes 
Her  sunshine  and  her  tain,  het  blooming  spring 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pisycr  he  irakea^ 
When,  I&aac-likc,  the  bolit^ry  &aint 
\\'&lkii  forth  to  meditate  at  eventide, 
And  think  On  her,  who  thinks  not  on  bcntit—Tatk.    {Bk.  vi.,  94S. 

'[Edition  ort66i.] 
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There  must  be  some  proportion  stilL  to  pity 

Between  ourselves  and  what  we  moan  :    tla  hard 

For  Men  to  be  aught  sensible  how  Moats 

Press  Flies  to  deaui.'     Should  the  Lion,  in 

His  midnight  walks  for  prc^,  hear  some  poor  wormii 

Comphiin  for  want  of  little  drops  of  dew, 

What  pity  could  that  generous  creature  have  i 

(Who  never  wanted  small  things)  for  tho»e  poor 

Ambitions?  yet  these  are  their  concernment*. 

And  but  for  want  of  these  they  pine  and  die. 

[Act  iii.,  p.  *6.] 

Modesty  a  bar  to  preferment. 

Sure  'twas  hi-s  modesty.     He  might  have  thriven 
Much  l)etter  possibly,  had  his  ambition 
B*en  Erreater  much.     They  ofttimes  take  more  pains 
Who  look,  for  Pins,  than  those  who  find  out  Steirs, 

[Act  iii,,  p.  51.] 

Innocence  vindicated  a4,  la$t. 

Heav*n  may  awhile  correct  the  virtuous  ; 

Yet  it  will  wipe  their  eyes  again,  and  make 

Their  faces  whiter  with  their  tears.     Innocence 

Conceal'd  is  the  Stoln  Pleasure  of  the  Gods, 

Which  never  ends  iu  shame,  as  that  of  Men 

Doth  ofttimes  do  ;  bnt  like  the  Sun  breaks  forth. 

When  it  hath  gmtifipd  another  world  ; 

And  to  our  uncxpccting  eyes  appears 

More  glorious  thro*  its  late  obscurity.  [Act  v.,  p.  88.] 

Dying  for  a  Beloved  Person. 

There  is  a  gust  in  Death,  when  *tis  for  Love, 
'lliat's  more  than  all  that'8  taste  ui  all  the  world. 
For  the  true  measure  of  true  Love  \*  Death  ; 
And  what  falls  short  of  this,  was  never  Love  : 
And  therefore  when  those  tides  do  meet  and  strive. 
And  both  swell  high,  hut  I^ve  is  higher  still, 
This  is  the  truest  satisfaction  of 
The  perfecteat  Ixive  ;  for  here  it  sees  itself 
Indure  the  highest  test  ;  and  then  it  feels 
The  sum  of  delectation,  since  it  now 
Attains  its  perfect  end  ;  and  shows  its  object, 

'[The  preceding  linei  really  follow  tbow  that  here  succeed  them.) 
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By  one  intense  act,  all  its  verity  : 
Which  by  a.  thousand  and  ten  thousand  words 
It  would  have  took  a  poor  diluted  pleasure 
To  have  imperfectly  express'd. 

[Act  iv.,  p.  7fi.] 

Urania  makes  a  moek  aasigjuUion  tuUk  the  King^  and  subati- 
tiUes  tfie  Queen  in  her  place.  The  King  describee  the 
supposed  meeting  to  the  Confident,  whom  he  had  employed 
to  Bolicit  for  his  guilty  passton. 

Pyrrhus,  I'll  tell  thee  all.     When  now  the  night 

Grew  black  enough  to  hide  a  skulking  action  ; 

And  Hcav'n  had  ne'er  an  eye  unshut  tu  see 

Her  HepreHentntive  on  Earth  creep  'mongst 

Those  poor  defenceless  worms,  whom  Nature  left 

An  humble  prey  tu  even'  thing,  and  no 

Aaylum  but  the  dark  ;  1  softly  stole 

To  yonder  grotto  thro*  the  upjier  walks. 

And  there  found  my  Uiuuia.     But  I  found  her, 

I  found  her,  Pyrrhus,  not  a  Mistress,  but 

A  Goddess  rather  ;  which  made  me  now  to  be 

No  more  her  Lover,  but  Idolater. 

She  only  whisjjer'd  to  uie,  a&  she  promised, 

Yet  never  heard  I  any  voice  so  loud  ; 

And,  tho*  her  words  were  gentler  far  than  those 

Tliat  holy  prieftts  do  sjxfak  to  Hying  Saints, 

Yet  never  tliunder  signified  so  muco. 

And  (what  did  more  impress  whatever  she  said) 

Methought  her  whi8|>Brs  were  my  injured  Queen's, 

Her  manner  just  like  hers  !  and  when  she  urged, 

Among  a  thousand  thing:?,  the  injury 

I  did  the  faithful'st  Princess  in  the  world  ; 

Who  now  supposed  me  sick,  and  was  i>erchancc 

Upon  her  knees  offering  up  holy  vows 

For  him  who  aiock*d  both  Heav*n  and  her,  and  wai 

Now  breaking  of  that  vow  he  made  her,  when 

With  sacrifice  he  calPd  the  Gods  to  witness : 

When  she  urged  this,  and  wept,  and  spake  so  like 

My  poor  deluded  Queen,  Pyrrhua,  I  trembled  ; 

Almost  persuaded  that  it  was  her  angel 

Spake  thro'  Urania's  lip.>>,  who  for  her  sake 

Took  care  of  me,  as  something  she  much  loved. 

It  would  be  long  to  tell  thee  all  she  said, 

How  oft  she  sigh'd,  how  bitterly  she  wept : 


ALL  FOOI^ 

But  the  effect — Urania  still  is  chaste ; 
And  with  her  chaster  lijis  hath  promised  to 
Invoke  blest  Heav'n  for  my  intended  sin. 


407 


[Act  iii..  p.  S%}] 


ALL    FOOLS.      A    COMEDY      BY   GEORGE    CHAPMAN. 

[mJLISHED]  1605 

Lov^a  Panegyric. 
*tis  Nature's  second  Sun, 


Causing  a  spring  of  Virtues  where  he  shines  ; 

And  as  without  the  Sun,  the  world's  Great  Ej-e, 

All  colours,  beauties,  both  of  art  and  nature, 

Are  given  in  vain  to  man  ;  so  without  Love 

All  beauties  bred  iti  women  are  in  vain. 

All  virtues  bom  in  men  lie  buried  ; 

For  Love  informs  them  as  the  Sun  doth  colours : 

And  as  the  Hun,  reflecting  his  warm  beams 

Against  the  earth,  begets  all  fruits  and  flowers, 

So  Love,  fair  shininj;;  m  the  inward  man, 

Brinpt  forth  in  him  the  honourable  fniib( 

Of  valour,  wit,  virtue,  and  haughty  thoughts, 

Brave  resolution,  and  divine  discourse,  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.*] 

Love  vrith  Jealoutty. 

such  Lo^-e  is  like  a  smoky  Hre 

In  a  cold  morning.     Though  the  fire  Ik;  chearful. 
Yet  is  the  smoke  so  foul  and  cumbersome, 
Twerc  better  lose  the  fire  than  find  the  smoke. 

Bailiffs  routed. 

I  walking  in  the  place  where  men's  Law  Suits 
Are  heard  and  pleaded,  not  so  much  as  dreaming 
Of  any  such  encounter ;  steps  nie  forth 
Their  valiant  Foreman  with  the  word  "I  'rest  you.'' 
I  made  no  more  ailn  but  laid  these  paws 
Close  on  his  shoulders,  tumbling  him  to  earth ; 
And  there  sat  he  on  his  posteriors 
Like  a  baboon :  and  turning  me  about, 

'[For  further  extracts  from  this  play  see  Appendix,  p.  sgi.] 
'{Mrrmaid  Smtu  cA.  Phelps.  1895.] 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 
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I  strait  espied  the  whole  troop  iflnnng  on  me. 

I  step  me  hack,  and  drawing  my  olH  friend  here, 

Made  to  the  midst  of  'em,  and  all  unable 

To  endare  the  sbock,  all  rudely  fell  in  rout, 

And  down  the  staim  they  ran  in  such  a  fury. 

As  meeting  with  a  troop  of  Lawyers  there, 

MannM  by  their  Clients  (some  with  ten,  some  with  twcn^. 

Some  five,  some  three ;  he  that  had  Ica&t  had  one). 

Upon  the  stairs,  they  bore  them  down  afore  them. 

But  such  a  rattling  then  tliere  was  amongst  them. 

Of  ravishM  Declarations,  Replications, 

R«joinden>,  and  Petitions,  all  their  books 

And  writings  torn,  and  trod  on,  and  some  lost, 

That  the  poor  Lawyers  coming  to  the  Bar 

Could  say  nought  to  the  matter,  but  instead 

Were  fain  to  rail,  and  talk  beside  their  books. 

Without  all  order.' 

[ActU^Scl.], 


THE  LATE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES.  A  COVfEDY  [SEE 
PAGE  101].  BY  THOMAS  HEY WOOD[A>D  RICHARD 
BROME] 

A  Hoxi9ehold  hevniched. 

My  Uncle  haa  of  late  become  the  dole 

Discourse  of  all  the  country ;  for  of  a  man  respected 

As  master  of  a  govem'd  family. 

The  House  (as  if  the  ridge  were  fix'd  below, 

And  groundsits  lifted  up  to  make  the  roof) 

All  now's  tum'd  topsy-turvy, 

In  such  a  retrograde  and  preposterous  way 

As  selduni  bath  liecn  heard  of,  I  think  never. 

The  Good  Maji 

In  all  obedience  kneels  unto  his  Son  ; 

He  with  an  austere  brow  commands  his  Father. 

The  Wife  presumes  not  in  the  Daughter's  sight 

Without  ft  prepared  curtsy ;  the  Girl  she 

Expects  it  as  a  duty  ;  chides  her  Motlicr, 

Who  quakes  and  trembles  at  each  word  she  speaks. 

>  (Pot  other  ettract»  from  Chapman  see  note  to  page  9y,} 


WIT  IN  A  CONSTABLE 

And  what's  as  strange,  the  Maid — she  domineers 
O'er  her  young  Miittretut,  who  is  awed  by  her. 
The  Son.  to  whom  the  Father  creeps  and  bends. 
Stands  in  as  much  fear  of  the  groom  hi*  Man ! 
All  in  such  mre  disorder,  that  in  some 
As  it  breeds  jiitVt  and  in  others  wonder, 
So  in  the  most  part  laughter.     It  is  thought. 
This  comes  by  WrrcncRArr. 
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[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 


WIT  IN  A  CONSTABLE. 
1640:  WRITTEN  1G39]. 
[FLOURISHED   1639] 


A    COMEDY    [PTTBLISHED 
BY  HENRY  GLAPTHOBNE 


Books. 

Collegian.  Did  you,  ere  we  departed  from  the  College, 
O'erlook  ray  Library  ? 

Servant.  Yea,  Sir ;  aod  I  find, 
^VJtho'  you  tell  nie  Learning  is  immortal. 
The  paper  and  the  purchmeut  'tis  contain'd  in 
Savours  of  much  mortality. 
ITie  niothft  have  eaten  more 
Authentic  Learning,  than  would  richly  furnish 
A  hundred  countr}'  pedants  ;  yet  the  worms 
Are  not  one  letter  wiser. 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.^] 


ARDEN  OF  FEVERSHAM;  HIS  TRUE  AND  LAMENT- 
ABLE TRAGEDY.  AUTHOR  UNKNOWN.  [PUB- 
LISHED]  1592 

AUce  Arden  vfith  Moebie  her  Paramour  oorupire  tht  mtwdflr 
of  her  husbaTid. 

Mo8.  How  now,  Alice,  what  sad  and  ptusionate  •• 
Make  me  partaker  of  thy  [>en»ivene8a ; 
Fire  divided  hums  with  lesser  force. 

'  [Glapthoine's  P^>i,  1S74,  vol.  i.     See  ftlfio  "  Pacetic,"  pige  3^6.] 
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Al.  But  I  will  dam  that  fire  in  my  breast. 
Till  by  the  forcse  thereof  my  part  consume. 
Ah  Mosbie ! 

Mo8.  Such  deep  pathaireSf  like  to  a  cannon's  burst, 
Dischar^>d  n^inst  a  ruinated  wall, 
BrealcH  my  relenting  heart  in  thousand  pieces. 
Ungentle  Alice,  thy  sorrow  is  my  son? ; 
Thou  know'st  it  well,  and  'tis  thy  policy 
To  forge  distressful  looks  to  wound  a  breant 
Where  Hcb  a  heart  which  dies  when  thou  art  sad. 
It  itt  not  Ix)vc  that  loves  to  anger  Love. 

Al.  It  is  not  Love  that  loves  to  murther  Love. 

Mq8.  How  mean  you  that  ? 

Al.  Thou  know'st  how  dearly  Arden  loved  mc. 

Mo6.  And  then 

Al.  And  then — conceal  the  rest,  for  'tis  too  bad. 
Lest  that  my  words  be  carried  to  the  wind, 
And  publish'd  in  the  world  to  both  our  shames. 
I  pray  thee,  Mosbie,  let  our  sprinptiine  wither  ; 
Our  harvest  else  will  yield  but  loathsome  weeds. 
Foi^t,  I  pray  thee,  what  has  past  betwixt  us : 
For  now  1  blunh  and  tremble  at  the  thoughts. 

Mos.  What,  arc  you  changed  ? 

Al.  Aye,  to  my  former  happy  life  again  ; 
From  title  of  an  odious  strumpet's  name 
To  honest  Arden's  wife,  not  Arden's  honest  wife — 
Ha  Mosbie !  'tis  thou  luist  ri6ed  me  of  that. 
And  made  me  slanderous  to  all  my  kin. 
Even  in  my  forehead  is  thy  name  engraven, 
A  mecm  Artificer,  that  low-born  name ! 
I  was  liewitcht;  woe-worth  the  hapless  hour 
And  all  the  causes  that  enchanted  me. 

Mo9.  Nay,  if  thou  ban,  let  me  breathe  curses  forth  ; 
^Vnd  if  you  stand  so  nicely  at  your  fame. 
Let  me  repent  the  credit  I  liave  lost. 
I  have  neglectcti  matters  of  import. 
That  would  have  'stated  me  above  thy  state  ; 
For  slow'd  advantageti,  and  spum'd  at  time  ; 
Aye,  Fortune's  right  hand  Mosbie  hath  forsook. 
To  take  a  wanton  giglot  by  the  left. 
I  left  the  marriage  of  an  honest  maid, 
Whose  dowry  would  have  welgh'd  down  all  thy  wealth.; 
Whose  beauty  and  demeanour  far  exceeded  thee. 
This  certviin  good  I  lost  for  changing  bad, 
And  wrapt  my  credit  in  thy  company. 
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T  was  bewitcht ;  that  is  no  theme  of  thine : 
And  thou  unhallow'd  hast  enchanted  me. 
But  I  will  break  thy  spells  and  exorcisms 
And  put  another  sight  upon  these  eye&, 
That  «how'd  my  heart  a  raven  for  a  dove. 
Thou  art  not  fair ;  I  vieVd  thee  not  till  now  : 
Thou  art  not  kind  ;  till  now  I  knew  thcc  not : 
And  now  the  rain  hath  beaten  off' thy  gilt. 
Thy  worthies*  copper  shews  thee  counterfeit. 
It  grieves  me  not  to  sec  how  foul  thou  art. 
But  madi;  me  that  ever  I  thought  thee  fair. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  a  copeamate  for  thy  hinds ; 
I  am  too  good  to  be  thy  favourite. 

Al.  Aye,  now  I  see,  and  too  soon  find  it  true. 
Which  often  hath  been  told  me  by  my  friends, 
That  Mosbic  loves  me  not  but  for  my  wealth ; 
Which  too  incredulous  I  ne'er  believed. 
Nay,  hear  me  speak,  Mosbie,  a  word  or  two ; 
I'll  bite  my  tongue  if  I  sjjeak  bitterly. 
Look  on  me,  Mosbie,  or  else  1*11  kill  myself 
Nothing  shall  hide  me  &om  thy  stormy  look ; 
If  thou  cry  War,  there  'is  no  peace  for  me. 
I  will  do  penance  for  offending  thee  j 
And  bum  this  Prayer  Book,  which  I  here  ivie, 
The  Holy  word  that  has  converted  me. 
See,  Mosbie,  I  will  tear  away  the  leaves. 
And  all  the  leaves;  and  in  this  golden  Cover 
Shall  thy  sweet  phrases  and  thy  letters  dwell. 
And  thereon  will  I  chiefly  meditate, 
And  hold  no  other  sect  but  such  devotion. 
Wilt  thou  not  look  ?  is  all  thy  Love  o'crwhehn'd  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hear  ?  what  malice  stops  thy  ears  ? 
Why  s|jeak'st  thou  not  ?  what  silence  ties  thy  tongue  ? 
Thou  hast  been  sighted  as  the  Kagle  is. 
And  heard  as  quickly  as  the  fearful  Hare, 
And  spoke  as  smoothly  ha  an  Orator, 
When  I  have  bid  thee  hear,  or  see,  or  speak  : 
And  art  thou  sensible  in  none  of  tUeae  ? 
Weigh  all  thy  good  turns  with  this  little  fault. 
And  I  deserve  not  Mosbie-s  muddy  looks. 
A  fence  of  trouble  is  not  thicken'<5  still  ; 
Be  clear  again  ;  I'll  ne'er  more  trouble  thee, 

Mo8.  O  fie,  no  ;  I'm  a  base  artificer  ; 
My  wings  are  feather'd  for  a  lowly  flight. 
Moebie,  fie,  no ;  not  for  a  thousand  pound 
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Make  Ioto  to  jou  ;  why,  'tis  unpardonable. 

\Vc  Bejjgars  must  not  breathe,  where  Gentles  are. 

At.  Sweet  Mosbie  is  as  Gentle  as  a  King. 
And  I  too  blind  to  judge  him  otherwise. 
Flowers  sometimes  spring  in  fallow  lands  ; 
Weeds  in  gardens,  Roses  grow  on  thorns; 
So,  whatsoe'er  mv  Mosbles  father  was. 
Himself  irt  valued  Gentle  by  his  worth. 

Mo8.  Ah  bow  you  women  can  insinuate. 
And  clear  a  trespass  with  your  sweet  set  tongue. 
I  will  forget  this  quarrel,  gentle  Alice, 


Provided  I'll  be  tempted  so  no  more. 


[Act  ill.,  Sc.  6.»] 


ArdeUy  with  hie  friend  Franklin,  trav^ing  at  night  to  Arden'a 
hovM  at  Feveraham,  where  he  is  lain  in  wait  for  by 
Ruffi.an8,  hired  by  Alice  and  Mosbie  to  murder  him ; 
Franklin  is  interrupted  in  a  story  he  was  beginning  to 
tell  by  the  way  of  a  bad  wife,  by  an  indisposition,  omin- 
ous of  the  -impendiTi^  danger  of  his  friend. 

Ard.  Come,  Master  Franklin,  onwards  with  your  tale. 

Frank,  I'M  assure  you,  Sir,  you  twtk  me  muoi. 
A  heavy  blood  is  gather'd  at  my  heart : 
And  on  the  sudden  is  my  wind  so  short, 
As  hindereth  the  passage  of  uiy  speeeh. 
So  fierce  a  qualm  yet  ne'er  assailed  me. 

Ard    Come,  Master  Franklin,  let  us  go  on  softly  ; 
The  annoyance  of  the  dust,  or  else  some  meat 
You  ate  at  dinner  cannot  brouk  with  you. 
I  hav(i  been  often  so,  and  soon  amended. 

Frank.  Do  you  remember  where  my  tale  did  leare? 

Ard.  Aye,  where  the  Gentleman  did  check  bis  wifb— 

Frank.  She  being  reprehended  for  the  fact. 
Witness  produced  tliat  took  her  with  the  fact. 
Her  glove  brought  in  which  there  she  left  behind. 
And  many  other  ast^iuvd  arguments, 
Her  Husband  ask'd  her  whether  it  were  not  w— 

Ard.  Her  answer  then  ?  I  wonder  how  she  look'd, 
Having  forsworn  it  with  so  vehement  oaths, 
And  at  the  instant  so  approved  upon  her. 

Frank.  First  did  she  cast  her  eyes  down  on  the  earth, 
Watching  the  drops  that  fell  amam  from  thence ; 
Then  softly  draws  she  out  her  haridkerchcr. 
And  modestly  she  wipes  her  tear-stain'd  face  : 
'[Edited  Bulten.  1887.] 
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Then  hemm'd  she  out  (to  clear  her  voice  it  should  seem), 
Aiid  with  a  majestv  addrest  herself 
To  encounter  all  their  accusations — 
Panlon  me.  Master  Arden,  I  can  no  more  ; 
This  Bffhting  at  my  heart  makes  short  my  wind. 

Ard.  Come,  we  are  almost  now  at  Ka^vnum  Down; 
Your  pretty  tale  beguiles  the  weary  way, 
I  would  you  were  in  ease  to  tell  it  out.' 

[They  are  set  upon  by  the  Ruffi.an8. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc,  6.] 


THE[A]CHASTEMAIDINCHK.VPSIDE.  ACOMEDY.  BY 
THOMAS  MIUDLETON,  1620.  [PUBLISHED  1630: 
PRODUCED  PROBABLY  FIFTEEN  YEiUlS  EAULIEBJ 

CUxz&n  to  a  Knight  complimenting  hie  IktughUr. 

Pish,  stop  your  words,  good  Knight,  *twill  make  her  blush  else. 
Which  are  wound  too  high  for  the  Daughters  of  the  Freedom  ; 
Honour,  and  Faithful  Servant !  they  are  compliments 
For  the  worthy  Ladies  oi'  White  Hail  or  Greenwich ; 
Ev'n  plain,  sufficient,  nubsidv  words  serve  us,  Sir. 

[Act  i.,  Sc  l.«] 

Master  Allwit  (a  Witiol)  describes  his  contentment 

I  am  like  a  man 
Finding  a  table  fumish'd  to  his  hand, 
(As  mine  is  still  for  nic),  pmys  for  the  Founder, 
Bless  the  Right  worsiiipful,  the  good  Founder's  life: 
I  thank  him,  he'  has  maintHin'cTmy  houw  these  ten  years; 
Not  only  keeps  my  Wife,  but  he  keeps  me. 
He  gets  mc  all  my  childreu,  and  pays  the  nurse 
Weekly  or  monthly,  puts  me  to  nothing. 
Rent,  nor  Church  dues,  not  so  much  ns  the  ScAvenger  ; 
'Hie  happiest  state  that  ever  man  was  born  to. 
I  walk  out  in  a  morning,  come  to  brcakfiist. 
Find  excellent  cheer,  a  good  fire  in  winter ; 
Look  in  my  coal-house,  about  Midsummer  eve, 

*[See  also  pages  569  and  sSg.]  '[Muldleton's  Works,  d.  Sullen,  vol-  v.] 

>A  rich  old  Knight,  who  keeps  Allwit's  Wife. 
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Tbey  are  the  most  requiteful'st  people  living  ; 
For,  as  they  get  their  means  bv  Gentlemen, 
They're  still  the  forward'st  to  fielp  Gentlemen. 
Vou  heard  how  one  'scaped  out  of  the  tilack&iars ' 
But  awhile  since  from  two  or  three  varlets, 
Came  into  the  hoii»G  with  all  their  ra[>iors  drawn. 
As  if  they'd  dance  the  sword-dance  on  the  sta^. 
With  candles  in  their  hand»,  hke  Chaiullcrs'  Ghosts  ! 
Whilst  the  poor  Gentleman,  so  pursued  and  handed. 
Was  bv  an  nonest  pair  of  oars  safe  landed.' 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.] 


[THE]  LONDON  CHANTICLEERS.  A  RUDE  SKETCH  OF 
A  PLAY,  PRINTED  1659,  BUT  EVIDENTLY  MUCH 
OLDER 

tSony  vtt  praiae  of  A.U. 
1. 
Submit,  Bunch  of  Grapes, 
To  the  strong  Barley  ear ; 
The  weak  >Vine  no  longer 
The  laurel  shall  wear. 


n. 


Sack,  and  all  drinks  else, 
Desiist  from  the  strife; 
Ale's  the  only  Aqua  Vit^ 
And  liquor  of  life. 


111. 


Then  come,  my  boon  fellows. 
Let's  drink  it  around  ; 
It  keeps  us  from  grave, 
'Iliough  it  lays  ua  on  ground. 

IV. 

Alc'st  a  Phy:iician, 
Nu  Mountebank  Bragger; 
Can  cure  the  chill  Ague, 
Though  it  be  with  the  Stagger. 

^  Aluttia,  I  pccfiunw.     [Mr.  Bullftn  suggests  the  tbeaue  at  Blackfriait.) 
*[Fo(  Dtber  exuacu  bom  Middleton  wc  iiot«  to  page  144.] 
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V. 

Ale's  a  strong  Wrestler, 
Flings  all  it  hath  met ; 
Aud  makes  the  ground  ^ipperVf 
Though  it  be  not  wet. 

VI. 

Ale  is  both  Ceres, 
And  good  Neptune  too : 
Ale's  froth  was  the  sea. 
From  which  Veiius  grew. 

TIL 

Ale  is  imuiortal : 
And  be  there  no  stops 
In  bonny  lads*  quamng, 
Ceui  live  without  hops.^ 

viu. 
Then  come,  my  boon  fellows, 
Let's  drink  it  around  ; 
It  keepH  us  from  grave, 
Though  it  lays  us  on  ground. 


[Sc.  xiv.«] 


FORTUNE  BY  LAND  AND  SEA.  A  COMEDY.  BY  T. 
HEVWOOD  AND  W.  ROWLEY.  [PUBLISHED  1656: 
PROBABLY    WRITTEN   BY    1603] 

Old  Forest  forbids  his  Son  to  ffup  vAOi  aovM  riofoti*  gaUartU ; 
who  goes  nottoithstanding,  ayyi  is  dain, 

SaarK. — A  Tavern. 

Rainsworth,  Foster,  Goodwd,-.      To  them  enters  F»an« 

Foaiarr. 

Bain.  Now,  Fmnk,  how  stole  you  from  your  father's  amis 
Vou  have  been  school'd,  no  doubt     Fie,  fie  upon't 
Ere  I  would  live  in  such  base  servitude 
To  an  old  greybeard  ;  'sfoot  I'd  haug  ui^-»elf. 

1  The  orifnul  distinction  of  Beo  boat  tbc  old  Drink  of  oor  Fordathcn,  wbicb 
wu  made  without  tlut  ingrvdicot. 
*[Dodkfay,  ed.  HaxIui,  voL  xii.] 
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A  uian  cannot  be  merrv^  and  drink  drunk, 
But  he  must  be  control'd  by  iptivity. 

Frank.  O  pardon  liim  ;  you  know,  he  is  my  father. 
And  what  he  doth  is  but  paternal  love. 
TIjough  I  be  wild,  I'm  not  yet  ro  pa.st  reason 
His  person  to  despiw,  though  I  his  counsel 
Cannot  severely  follow. 

Rain.  'Sfi.K)t,  he  is  a  fool. 

Frank.  A  fool  !  you  are  a — 

Fast.  Nay,  gentlemen — 

FraTik.  Yet  I  restrain  my  tall^ue, 
Hoping  you  s|H.>iik  out  of  some  spleenful  ranhnetw, 
Ana  no  delilxrate  malire  ;  and  it  may  be 
You  are  sorry  that  a  word  so  unreverent, 
To  wrong  so  good  an  aged  geuUeuian, 
Should  pass  you  unawares. 

.Rain.  Sorry,  Sir  Boy !  yon  will  not  take  exceptions  ? 

Frank.  Not  against  you  with  willingness,  whom  1 
Have  loved  so  long.     Yet  you  might  think  uie  a 
Most  diitiless  and  ungracious  son  to  give 
Smooth  muntpnance  unto  my  father's  wrong. 
Come,  I  dare  swear 

Twas  not  your  malice,  and  I  take  it  so. 
Let's  frame  some  other  talk.     Heoi',  gentlemen— 

Rain.  Hut  hear  me,  Hoy  !  it  BeeniK,  Sir,  you  are  angry — 

Frank.  Not  thoroughly  vet — 

Rain.  Then  what  woulcf  anger  thee  ? 

Frank.  Nothing  from  you. 

Rain.  Of  all  things  under  heaven 
What  would'st  thou  loathest  have  me  do  ? 

Frank.  I  would 
Not  have  you  wrong  my  reverent  father  j  and 
I  ho[>e  you  willnot. 

Rain.  Thy  father's  nn  old  dotard, 

Frank.  I  would  not  brook  this  at  a  monarch's  hand, 
Much  less  at  thine. 

Rain.  Aye,  Hoy  ?  then  take  you  that. 

Frank.  Oh,  I  am  slain. 

Good.  Sweet  (.'uz,  what  have  you  done  ?    Shift  for  yourself. 

Ravn.  Away. —  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Two  Dk.kwf.rs. 

\at  Dr.  Stay  the  gentlemen,  they  have  killed  a  man  ! 
O  sweet  Mr.  Francis.    One  run  to  his  fotlier's, 

2nd  Dr.  Hark,  hark  I  I  hear  his  father's  voice  below,  'tis  ten  to 
VOL.  IV. — 27 
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one  he  is  come  to  fetch  him  home  to  supper,  aiid  now  he  ma^ 
carry  bun  home  to  his  grave. 

Enter  the  Host,  Old  Forest,  and  Scsak,  his  daughter. 

Host.  Vou  must  take  comfort.  Sir. 

For.  Is  he  dead,  is  he  dead,  girl  ? 

Sus.  Oh  dead.  Sir,  Frank  ii>  dead. 

For.  Alas,  alas,  mv  boy!  I  have  not  the  heart 
To  look  upon  hiR  wide  and  gaping  wounds. 
Pmy  tell  nie.  Sir,  doeti  tliis  appeal'  to  you 
Fearful  and  pitiful — to  you  that  are 
A  stranger  to  my  dead  ooy  ? 

Hoet.   How  can  it  otherwise  ? 

For.  ()  nie  most  wretched  of  all  wretched  men  ! 
If  to  a  fitrangpr  his  warm  bleeding  woundti 
Appear  so  grisly  and  so  lamentable. 
How  Knll  thev  seem  to  me  that  am  his  father  P 
Will  they  nut,  hale  my  eye-hrows  from  their  rounds, 
And  witfi  an  everln-sting  hlindnesx  strike  them  ? 

Sus.  Oh,  Sir,  look  here. 

For.  Dost  long  to  have  me  blind  ? 
Then  1*11  behold  them,  since  I  know  thy  mind. 
Oh  me! 

Is  this  my  ion  that  doth  ro  Henseiess  lie. 
And  swims  in  blood  ?  my  soul  shall  fly  with  hw 
Unto  the  land  of  rest.     Heboid  I  crave. 
Being  kill'd  with  grief,  we  both  may  have  one  grave. 

Su8.  Alas,  my  father's  dead  txw  !  gentle  Sir, 
Help  to  retire  His  spirits,  over  travaird 
With  age  and  jsorrow. 

Hoaf.  Mr.  Forest — 

SuJi.  Father — 

For.  What  srt\'s  my  girl  ?  good  morrow.      What's  a  clock. 
That  you  are  up  f.o  early  ?  call  up  Frank  ; 
Tell  him  he  lies  too  lung  a  bed  this  morning. 
He  was  wont  to  call  the  sun  up,  and  to  raise 
The  early  lark,  and  mount  her  'mongst  the  clouds. 
Will  he  not  up  .^  ri.se,  rise,  thou  sluggish  boy, 

iSiw*.  Alas,  ne  cannot,  father. 

For.  C-annoi,  why  ? 

Sua.  Do  you  not  see  his  bloodless  colour  pale  ? 

For.  Ferhajis  he's  sickly,  that  lie  looks  so  pale. 

Su8.  Do  you  not  feel  his  pulse  no  motion  Keep, 
How  still  hejies? 

For.  Then  is  he  fiwt  asleep. 
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8u9.  Do  you  not  sec  his  fatal  eye-lid  close  ? 
For.  Speak  softly  ;  hinder  not  nis  soft  repose. 
Siut.  Oh  see  you  not  thew  purple  conduits  run  ? 
Know  you  these  wounds  ? 
For.  Oh  me  !  my  muider'd  wu  ! 

Enter  yotmg  Mb.  Fohekt. 

Y.  For.  Sister  I 

Sue.  O  brother,  hrothcr  I 

Y.  For.  Father,  how  clieer  you.  Sir?  why,  you  were  wont 
To  store  for  others  coiuforl,  that  by  soitow 
Were  any  ways  diatress'd.     Have  you  all  wasted, 
And  spared  none  to  yourself? 

0.  For.  O  Son,  Sou,  Son, 
See,  ala^,  see  where  thy  brother  lies. 
He  dined  with  me  to-day,  was  merry,  merry, 
Aye,  that  corose  wiis  ;  he  that  lies  here,  see  here, 
Tny  murdered  brother  and  my  son  was.     Oh  see, 
Dost  thou  not  weep  for  him  ? 

Y.  For,   I  shall  find  time ; 
Wlien  you  have  took  some  comfort,  I'll  begin 
To  mourn  lu.s  death,  and  scour^  the  muraerer'ii  sin. 

0.  For.  Oh,  when  saw  father  sucli  a  Irajjic  sight, 
And  did  outlive  it?  never,  son,  ah  never. 
From  mortal  hreaxt  ran  surh  a  precious  river. 

K  For.  Come,  father,  and  dear  sister,  join  with  rae ; 

He  owed  a  death,  and  he  hath  paid  that  debt. 

Let  us  all  leam  our  sorrows  to  forseL  r  *  _*  •    t?     ^  n 

**  [Act  1.,  he  1.*] 

If  I  were  to  be  consulted  ia  to  a  Reprint  of  our  Old  English  DrftmatiKis,  I  should 
ftdvise  to  begin  with  the  colleclcd  Plays  of  Hej-wood,  He  was  a  fellow  Actor,  aad 
fellow  Dramatist,  with  Shakupeare.  lie  poESCsscd  not  the  imagination  of  the 
latter ;  but  in  all  thoiie  qualities  which  K'>i^**^  f<^  Shalitipcare  the  alltibute  of 
gtnltf,  he  was  not  inferior  to  him.  Generosit)*,  courtesy,  temperance  in  the  depths 
of  pa.«ion  ;  sweelnest:.  in  a  word,  snd  gentlenesK ;  Chtistianism ;  and  true  hearty 
Anglicism  o(  feelings,  shaping  that  Christianism ;  shine  throjgbout  his  bcautifiil 
wrilingji  in  a  mannei  more  conapictious  than  in  thoM  of  Shakupeare,  but  only  more 
conspicuous,  inasmuch  as  in  Heywood  these  quaJitics  are  primary,  in  the  other  Bub- 
ordinate  to  poetry.  I  )o\-e  them  both  equally,  but  ShakFLpeare  has  moM  of  my 
wonder.  He3nvood  should  he  known  to  his  countrymen,  as  he  deserves.  Hig  plow 
are  almost  invariably  English.  I  am  sometimes  jealous,  that  Shakspearc  laid  f.a 
few  of  his  scenes  at  home.  I  laud  Ben  Jon&on,  ror  that  in  one  instance  having 
framed  the  iirat  draught  of  his  Every  Man  in  his  Humour  in  Italy,  be  changed  the 
scene,  and  Angliciwd  hi*  characters.  The  names  ol  them  in  the  First  Edition,  iitajr 
not  be  unsmosing. 
Men. 

Lorenzo,  Sen. 

IxweitiO,  JuB. 

Prospexo. 

Thorello. 


Womtn. 
Guilliana. 
Biancha. 
Hesperida. 
Tib  (the  same  in  English). 


'[Heywood'i  Workt,  Pearion's  ed.,  1874. 
pp.  too  and  104;  for  Rowley  see  p.  izOu] 


I'or  otbci  extract*  from  Heywood  Me 
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Stefhano  (Master  Stephen). 
Dr.  tlcnicnt  (Justice  Clement). 
Bobadilla  (Bobadil). 
Musco. 


Mtm. 


Cob  (ihc  sanM  in  Engtish). 

Peto. 

Pito. 

Mftlhed  (Mut«r  Maihew). 


How  say  you.  Reader  ?    Do  not  Mastci  Kitely,  MiBtrees  Kitcly,  Master  Koowell. 
Biftinwotn,  etc.  read  better  than  these  Cisalpines? 


THK  GAMt:  AT  CHKSS.     A  COMKDY. 
MIDDLETON,  1624 


BY  THOMAS 


Popish  Priest  to  a  great  Court  Lady,  whom  hi  hopes  to  Tnake  a^ 

Oonwrt  of. 
Let  me  contenipUte ; 
With  holy  woiitler  season  my  acxesii, 
AnH  by  tfegrees  appniach  tKe  sanctuary 
Of  uiiiimlch'd  beauty,  set  in  grace  and  goodness. 
Amonp*t  the  daughter*  of  uil-u  I  liave  not  found 
A  uiure  Cathulical  Hst)ect.     That  eve 
Doth  promise  ttlnfrle  life,  and  meek  obedience. 
U|K)n  those  lips  (the  sweet  fresh  buds  of  youth) 
The  holy  dew  of  prayer  lies,  like  pearl 
Dropt  from  tlie  opening  eyelids  of  the  morn 
Upon  the  Iwishful  rose.     How  beauteously 
A  gentle  faxt  (nut  rigorously  imposed) 
Would  look  upon  that  cheek  ;  and  how  delightful 
The  courteous  physic  of  a  tender  penance, 
(Whose  utmost  cruelty  should  not  exceed 
The  first  fear  of  a  bride),  to  beat  down  frailty  I 

[Acti.,  Sc.  IJ 


THE  VIRGIN  WIDOW.  A  COMEDY,  1649.  THE' 
ONLY  I'llODL'CTION,  IN  THAT  KIND,  OF  FRANCIS 
yiARLES  [159a-Hi44],  AUTHOR  OF  THE  EMBLEMS! 

[1635] 

Song. 

How  blest  are  they  that  wa&tc  their  weary  hours 
In  bolemn  graves  and  solitary  bowers, 

■[Bullen's  e<L,  vol.  vii.     For  other  extiacts  from  Middlcton  see  note  to  page  X44.} 
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Where  neither  eye  nor  ear 

Can  see  or  hear 

The  frantic  mirth 

And  &lse  delights  of  frolic  earth  ; 

Where  they  may  sit,  and  pant. 

And  hreathe  their  pursy  souls  ; 

Where  neither  ffiiet  consumes,  nor  griping  want 

Afflicts,  nor  sullen  care  controuls. 

Away  false  joys ;  ye  murther  where  ye  kiss  : 

There  is  no  heaven  to  that,  no  life  to  this. 

[Act  iii.,  3c.  1.1] 


ADRASTA.     A  TRAGI-COMEDY.   BY  JOHN  JONES,  1686 

Dirge. 
Die,  die,  ah  die ! 
We  all  must  die : 
Tis  Fate's  decree : 
Then  ask  not  why. 

When  we  were  framed,  the  Fates  consultedly 
Did  make  this  law,  that  all  things  bom  should  die. 
Yet  Nature  strove, 
And  did  deny 
We  should  be  slaves 
To  Destiny. 
At  which,  they  heapt 
Such  misery ; 
That  Nature's  self 
Did  wish  to  die : 

And  thank  their  goodness,  that  they  would  foresee 
To  end  our  cares  with  such  a  mild  decree. 

[Act  IT.,  So.  1.] 
Another. 

Come,  Lovers,  bring  your  cares. 
Bring  sigh -perfumed  sweets ; 
Bedew  the  grave  with  tears, 
Where  Death  with  Virtue  meets. 
Sigh  for  the  hapless  hour. 
That  knit  two  neai-ts  in  one  ; 
And  only  gave  Love  power 
To  die,  when  'twas  begun.^ 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  2.] 

■[Quarles,  ed.  Groaart,  iS8t,  voL  iii.,  tee  also  Appendix,  p.  585.] 
'[See  also  '*  Facetiie,"  page  561.] 
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TANCRED  AND  GISMUNn.  ACTED  [IN  1568]  BEFORE 
THE  COURT  BY  THE  GENTLEMICS  01"  THE  INNER 
TEMPLE.  [rrBLlSHEI)1591:  WRITTEN  BY  ROBERT 
WILMOT  AND  FOUR  OTHERS] 

A  Mettttent/er  briny H  to  Oiainund  a  cup  from  the  King  her 
Father^  enclosing  Uie  Jteofrt  of  her  Lord,  whom  she  had 
espoused  without  his  sanction^ 

M&SH.  Thy  father,  C)  Queen,  here  in  this  cup  hath  sent 
The  thing  to  joy  and  comrort  thee  withal. 
Which  thou  lovedst  Ijcst;  ev'n  as  thou  wast  content 
To  comfort  him  with  his  best  ittv  of  all. 

Qis.  I  thank  xny  father,  and  thee,  gentle  Squire; 
For  this  thy  travail :  take  thou  for  thy  pains 
'Litis  bracelet,  and  commend  nic  to  the  King.' 


So,  now  is  come  tlic  long-expected  hour, 

The  fatal  hour  I  have  so  looked  for. 

Now  hath  my  father  satisHed  his  thirst 

With  guiltless  blootl,  which  he  so  coveted. 

What  brings  thi»  cup?  aye  me,  I  thought  no  less; 

It  is  my  Earl's,  my  Comity's  pierced  heart 

Dear  heart,  too  dearly  hast  thou  bought  my  love 

Extrenitrly  rated  at  too  high  a  price. 

M\  u»y  dear  heart,  sweet  wast  ttiou  in  thy  life. 

But  in  thy  death  thou  provest  passing  sweet. 

A  fitter  hearse  than  this  of  beaten  gold 

Could  not  be  lottetl  to  «o  good  a  heart. 

My  father  therefore  well  provided  thus 

To  close  aud  wrap  tliee  up  in  massy  gold 

And  thert-withal  to  send  thee  unto  me. 

To  whom  of  duty  thou  dost  be^t  belong. 

My  father  hath  m  all  his  life  bewrayed 

A  princely  care  and  tender  love  to  me 

But  this  suri>aM8etli,  in  his  tatter  day* 

To  send  me  this  mine  own  dear  heart  to  me. 

Wort  not  thou  mine,  dear  heart,  whilst  that  my  love 

Danced  and  play'd  upon  thy  golden  strings  ? 

Art  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  now  that  my  love 

Is  fletl  to  heaven,  and  got  him  golden  wings? 

Thou  art  mine  own,  and  still  mine  own  shall  be, 

IHierefore  my  father  sendeth  thee  to  me. 

Ah  pleasant  horbourer.of  my  heart's  thought ! 

>  [The  meuengei  hue  dcparu.J 
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Ah  aweet  Holi^ht,  the  quickener  of  my  suul ! 
Seven  time*  mx-urwd  be  the  hand  that  wrought 
Thee  this  despite,  to  mangle  thee  so  foul ; 
Yet  in  this  wuuud  I  see  my  own  true  love. 
And  in  this  wound  thv  niognaniniity. 
And  in  this  wonnd  I  Kee  thv  conAtancy. 
Go,  ^ntle  heart,  go  rest  thee  in  thy  tomb  ; 
Keceive  thia  token  as  [at]  thv  last  farevrell. 

(She  hisseth  U.) 
Thy  own  true  heart  nnon  will  follow  thee, 
Which  panting  hastetb  for  thy  company. 
Thus  hast  thou  run,  poor  heart,  thy  mortal  race, 
And  rid  thy  life  from  firkle  fortune's  snares 
Thus  hast  thou  lost  this  world  and  worldly  cares. 
And  of  thy  foe,  to  honour  thee  withal, 
Receiv'd  a  golden  grave  to  thy  desert. 
Nothing  doth  want  to  thy  j«st  funeral, 
Rut  nty  salt  teant  to  wasfi  thy  bloody  wonnd  ; 
Which  to  the  end  thou  mlghtst  receive,  behold, 
My  father  sendn  thee  in  this  cup  of  gold  : 
And  thou  tihalt  have  them  ;  though  1  was  resolved 
To  shed  no  tears ;  but  with  a  cheerfiil  face 
Once  did  I  think  to  wet  thy  funeral 
Only  with  blood,  and  with  no  weeping  eye. 
This  done,  my  soul  forthwith  shall  fly  to  thee ; 
For  therefore  did  my  father  send  thee  me. 

[Aa  v^  Sc.  2.^] 

Neatly  a  century  after  the  date  of  tht«  Drama,  Dr)-den  pioduced  his  admirable 
verBion  of  the  same  itory  from  Boccacio-  The  speech  here  extracted  may  be  coin* 
pared  with  the  coriespoiiding  paiwige  in  the  Sicisoionda  and  GulBcaido,  with  no 
disadvantage  to  the  elder  performance.  It  is  ijuite  as  w-etghty,  as  painted,  and  as 
pmaionatti 


THE  TWO  ANGRY  WOMEN  OF  ABINGDON.  A  COMEDY 
[PUBLISHED  1599].  BY  HENRY  PORTER  [FLOUR- 
ISHED 1599] 

Pro  verb-vwnyer. 

This  formal  fool,  your  man,  speaks  nought  Iwt  Proverbs  ; 
And,  speak  men  what  they  can  to  him,  ne'll  answer 
W^ith  some  rhyme-rotten  uentence,  or  old  saying, 

^[Oodaley,  ed.  Hulttt,  vol.  vii.     See  alto  Appendix,  page  $92-] 
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Such  spokes  as  th'  Ancient  of  the  Parish  ii»e 

VVitli  "  Neighbour,  it's  an  old  proverb  and  a  true. 

Goose  gibletft  are  good  uieat,  old  sack  better  than  new  :** 

Tht^n  says  miothei%  "  Noighlxiur,  tliat  is  true." 

And  when  each  man  hath  drunk  his  gftllon  round, 

(A  pcnnj  put,  for  that's  the  old  man's  gallon). 

Then  doth  he  lick  his  liiM,  and  stroke  bis  beanl. 

That's  glued  togi^ther  with  the  slavering  dn>pe( 

Of  yeasty  ale ;  and  when  he  scarce  can  trim 

His  gouty  fingers,  thus  he'll  iillip  it, 

And  wit-h  a  rotten  hem  say,  **  Hey  my  hearta,** 

"Merry  go  sorry,"  *■'  Cock  and  Pye,  uiy  hearts  ;" 

And  then  their  saving-penny- proverb  comes. 

And  that  is  thin, "  They  that  will  to  the  wine, 

By'r  Lady,  mistrrw,  shall  lay  their  penny  to  mine'* 

This  was  one  of  tliis  penny -father's  bastards ; 

For  on  my  life  he  never  was  begot 

Without  Uie  consent  of  some  great  Pro  verb- monger. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc  l.»] 

Sfu  Wit. 

Why,  she  will  Hout  the  devil,  and  make  blush 

The  boldest  face  of  man  that  ever  man  saw. 

He  that  hath  best  opinion  of  his  wit. 

And  hath  his  brain-pan  fraught  with  bitter  jests 

(Or  of  his  own,  or  stol'n,  or  howsoever), 

Let  him  stand  ne'er  so  high  in's  own  conceit. 

Her  wit's  a  sun  that  melts  him  down  like  butter, 

And  makes  him  sit  at  table  pancake^wise. 

Flat,  Hat,'^  and  ne'er  a  word  to  say  ; 

Yet  she'll  not  leave  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant 

She'll  persecute  the  poor  wit-beaten  man. 

And  so  be-bang  him  with  dry  bobs  and  scolFs, 

When  he  is  down  (most  cowardly,  good  faith  !) 

As  I  have  pitied  the  poor  patient. 

There  came  a  Famaer**  Son  a  wooing  to  her, 

A  proper  man,  well-landed  too  lie  m-os, 

A  man  that  for  his  wit  need  not  to  ask 

What  time  a  year  'twere  need  to  sow  his  oats, 

Nor  yet  his  barley,  no,  nor  when  to  reap. 

To  plow  his  fallows,  or  to  fell  his  trees. 

Well  esjMjrienced  thus  each  kind  of  way  ; 

After  a  two  months'  labour  at  the  most, 

(And  yet  'twas  well  be  held  it  out  so  long), 

^IMmmaid  Stria,  ed.  Ellis,  iSHH.}  ■[»  God  knows  "  omitted.] 
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He  left  his  Lx>ve ;  she  had  su  Inced  his  lins, 

He  could  say  nothing  tu  her  but  "  Gml  be  vith  ye." 

Whv,  she,  when  men  have  dined,  and  cali'd  tor  cheese 

Will  strait  maintain  jfsts  bitter  to  digest ; 

And  tlien  some  one  will  fkll  tu  Ki'guineut, 

Who  if  he  over-master  her  with  reason. 

Then  she'll  begin  to  buflet  him  with  mocks. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 

Master  O&ursey  proposfs  to  kia  Son  a  Wife. 

FravM  Oourdey.  Ne'er  trust  me,  father,  the  shape '  of  morritkge, 
Which  I  dti  sec  in  othent,  seems  so  severe, 
I  dare  not  put  niv  vnnngliiin;  liberty 
Under  thr-  awe  of  that  instruction  ; 
And  yei  1  grant,  the  limits  of  free  youth 
Going  astray  aie  often  restrainM  by  that 
But  MistresM  Wedlock,  to  ray  summer  thoughtji. 
Will  Iw  too  cm^t,  I  fear  :  ()  should  she  snip 
My  pleasure-aiming  mind,  I  shall  be  sad  ; 
And  swear,  when  I  did  marry,  I  was  niad. 

Old  Goursey.  But,  Iwy,  let  my  experience  teach  thee  this ; 
(Yet  in  good  faith  thou  speak'st  not  much  amiss); 
When  Hrsl  thy  ni()tl)er*.s  tame  to  me  did  come, 
Thy  grandsire  thus  then  eame  to  me  his  son. 
And  ev'u  my  words  to  thee  to  me  he  said  ; 
And,  as  thou  say'st  to  ine,  to  him  I  ttaid, 
But  in  a  greater  huif'and  hotter  blood  : 
I  tell  ye,  on  youth's  tiptoes  then  1  stood, 
^avs  he  (good  faith,  this  was  bis  very  say), 
When  I  was  young,  1  was  but  Kea.son's  fool  ; 
And  went  to  wedning,  as  to  Wisdom's  school : 
It  taught  me  much,  and  much  I  did  forget ; 
But,  beaten  much  bv  it,  I  got  some  wit : 
Though  I  WJ18  shackled  from  an  often-scout. 
Yet  I  would  wanton  it,  when  I  was  out  ; 
Twaa  comfort  old  acquaintance  then  to  meet, 
Kcstramed  liberty  attain'd  is  sweet. 
Thui^  said  my  father  to  thy  father,  son  ; 
And  tirou  may'st  do  this  too,  as  I  have  done. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc  4.] 

Wa/ndering  in  the  dark  all  Tiight. 

O  when  will  this  same  Year  of  Night  ha^'e  end  ? 
Lung-look*d  for  Day*s  sun,  when  wilt  thou  ascend  ? 

'  [■■  Shape  "  fihould  be  "  thacklM 
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Let  not  thid  thief-friend  misty  veil  of  nieht 
Encroach  on  day,  and  shadow  thy  &ir  hght ; 
Whilst  thou  conicst  tardy  from  tiiy  Thetis*  bed» 
Blushing  furth  ^ulduii-hair  and  glurious  rtd. 
0  Htay  not  long,  bright  lanthern  of  the  liaj', 
To  light  my  mist-way '  teet  to  my  right  way. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.] 

The  pjeasanl  Comedy,  from  which  these  Extracts  are  taken,  is  contemporar}'  with 
■ornc  of  the  eailieu  of  Sbalupeare's,  and  ii  no  vttiit  inferior  to  cither  the  Comedy  of 
Errors,  or  the  Taming  nf  the  Shrew,  for  inittance.  It  is  full  of  busine^K,  humotir  and 
mcrf)-  malice.  Its  night-sccties  arc  peculiarly  t|>rightly  and  wakeful.  The  versibca.- 
lion  unencumbered,  and  rich  with  compound  epithets.  Wh>  da  wc  goon  with  ever 
new  Editions  of  Toid,  and  Massingcr.andthcthncc  tcpnntcd  Selections  of  Dodaleyf 
what  we  want  is  as  many  volumes  more,  a&  the^c  latter  conbi^t  of,  filled  with  plan's 
Isucb  as  thin),  of  which  we  know  comparattvclv  nothing.  Not  a  third  part  oi  the 
Treasures  of  old  English  Dramatic  literature  has  been  exhausted.  Are  we  afraid 
that  the  gcniu*  of  Shakiipeare  woald  suffer  in  our  es-timatc  by  the  disclosure  ?  He 
would  indeed  be  somewhat  lessened  as  a  miracle  and  a  prodigy.  But  he  would  lose 
no  height  by  the  confe&Mon.  W^en  a  Giant  is.  shown  to  un,  does  it  detract  from  the 
curiosity  to  be  told  that  he  has  at  home  a  gigantic  brood  of  brethren,  lcs&  only  than 
himself?  .Mong  trith  him,  aoi  from  him,  smatig  up  the  race  of  mighty  Drainatu>l& 
who,  compared  with  the  Otways  and  Howes  that  followed,  were  as  Miiions  to  a  Voung 
oran  Akensidc.  That  he  was  their  elder  Brother,  not  their  Parent,  is  evident  from  the 
fact  of  the  very  few  direct  imitations  of  him  to  be  found  in  their  wruingt.  Webster, 
Decker,  Heywood,  and  the  reu  of  his  great  contemporaries  went  on  their  own  ways, 
and  followed  theii  indivithial  impultte*,  not  blindly  prescribing  to  themselves  bia 
tract.  Marlowe,  the  true  (though  imperfect)  Father  of  otir  tragtdy,  preceded  him. 
The  comtdy  of  Fletcher  is  eascntlally  unlike  to  that  of  hia.  'Tts  out  of  no  detract- 
ing spirit  that  1  Kpcak  thu«.  for  the  playi*  of  Shakspeare  have  been  the  strongest  and 
the  sweetcHt  food  of  my  mind  from  infancy  ;  but  1  resent  the  (ximpa/ative  obscurity 
in  which  some  of  hia  most  valuable  co-opcralois  lemain,  ^\tto  were  his  dear  inU. 
mates,  his  stage  and  his  chamber-fellows  while  he  lived,  and  to  whom  his  gentle 
tptrit  doubtlessly  then  awarded  the  full  portion  of  their  genius,  a&  from  them  toward 
himself  appears  to  have  been  no  grudging  of  his  acknowledged  excoUcncc. 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THK  EXCHANGE.     A  COMEDY  • 
[rUBLISHKD  1607 J.     BY  THOMAS  HEY  WOOD 

Cripple  off«T9  to  fit  Fnmk  Golding  witk  ready  madt  Lave 

Epittlea. 

Frank.  Of  thy  own  writing .' 
Crip.  My  own,  I  a^isure  you,  Sir. 

Frank,  Faith,  thou  hast  rohb'd  some  sonnet-book  or  other, 
And  now  wauld'st  moke  me  think  they  are  thy  own. 


'[Miaaed-way.] 


*  [Edited  by  Barron  Field,  Shakeap.  Soc.  1845.] 
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Crip.   Why,  thinlc'^t  thou  that  I  cannot  writf  a  Letter, 
Ditty,  or  Sonnet,  with  judicial  phrase. 
As  pretty,  plejising,  unil  pHthctical, 
As  the  hjest  Ovid-imitating  dunce 
In  the  whole  town  f* 

Frank.  I  think  thou  canst  not 

Crip.  Yea,  I'll  surear  I  cannot. 
Yet,  Sirrah,  I  could  coney-«itch  the  world, 
Make  myself  famous  for  a  sudden  wit, 
And  Ik'  H(lmirt'd  for  my  dexterity, 
Were  I  disposed. 

Frank.  I  prithee,  how  ? 

CH}}.  Whv,  thus,  There  lived  a  Poet  in  this  town 
(If  we  may  term  our  miHlcrn  writers  Foetsl, 
Sharp-witted,  hitter-tntigued  :  his  pen,  of  steel ; 
His  ink  was  temper'd  with  the  biting  juice 
And  extracts  of  the  hitterest  weeds  that  grew  ; 
He  never  wrote  but  when  the  elements 
Of  fire  and  water  tilted  in  his  hram. 
This  fellow,  ready  to  give  up  his  ghost 
To  Lucia^s  lK>som,  did  bequeath  to  nie 
His  I.ibnir>',  which  wa.s  just  nothing 
But  rolls,  and  scrolls,  and  bundles  of  cast  wit, 
Such  as  durst  never  visit  Paul's  Church  Yard. 
Amongst  *em  all  I  lighted  on  a  quire 
Or  two  of  paper,  fdl'd  with  Songs  and  Uitties. 
And  here  and  there  a  hungry  Epigram  ; 
These  I  resen-e  to  my  own  proper  use, 
And  Patcr-no«ter-like  have  conn'd  them  all. 
I  could  uuw,  when  I  am  in  company, 
At  ale-house,  tavpjm,  or  an  ordinarv.. 
Upon  a  theme  make  an  extemporal  dit^ 
(Or  one  at  least  should  seem  extempoml), 
Out  of  the  abundance  of  this  Legacy, 
That  all  would  judge  it,  and  report  it  t«o. 
To  be  the  infant  of  a  sudden  wit, 
And  then  were  1  an  admirable  fellow. 

Frank.  This  were  a  piece  of  cunning. 

Orip.  1  could  do  more ;  for  I  could  make  enqulrVt 
Where  the  l»e»t-witted  gallants  use  to  dine. 
Follow  thetn  to  the  taveni,  and  there  sit 
In  the  next  room  with  a  calve's  beail  and  bnmstime, 
And  over-hear  their  tflik,  olwerve  their  humours. 
Collect  their  jests,  put  them  into  a  play. 
And  tire  them  too  with  payment  to  benold 


42B      SPECIMENS  OF  DRAMATIC  POETS 


What  1  have  filcfa'd  from  them.     This  I  could  da 
But  n  for  Kharae  that  man  should  &o  arraign 
Their  nwn  fee-nmple  witi  for  vtrhal  theft ! 
Yet  men  there  be  that  have  Hone  this  and  that. 
And  more  bv  much  more  than  the  most  of  them.* 

[Art  iii^  Sc,  «.] 

After  ttaiB  tpeciincn  oT  die  pteuanter  vein  of  He>-woodi,  1  am  tempted  to 
exlfut  tome  lioet  firom  hiii  "  Hieraitchte  of  Angels,  1654 :  "  not  Mrictly  m  a  !>»• 
malic  Poem,  bat  beciuie  the  passage  contains  a  string  of  namei,  all  but  that  of 
Watson,  hia  conleinporaty  OtaniatijUi..  He  i»  coniplaining  in  a  mood  halt  iteiioua. 
half  comic,  of  the  disrexpca  which  Foets  in  hii  o%mi  times  tneet  with  ffon  the  world, 
compared  with  the  honours  paid  them  by  Antiquity.  Tlim  they  could  alTord  ihcoi 
three  or  four  sonorous  nan>cs.  and  at  full  length ;  as  to  Ovid,  the  addition  of  Poblios 
Naao  Sulmenus;  to  Seneca,  that  of  Lucius  Annxas  Cotdubetisis;  and  the  like. 
Nov,  say*  he, 

Onr  modem  Poetii  to  that  pass  are  driven, 

TboK  names  are  curtail'd  which  they  Bnl  had  given  ; 

And,  H.<t  wc  wtNh'd  to  have  their  memories  drown 'd. 

We  scarcely  can  afford  them  half  their  riound. 

Greene,  who  had  in  both  Academies  ta'en 

Degree  of  Ma-^ter,  yet  could  never  gain 

To  Ik  caird  more  than  Robin  :  who,  had  he 

Profest  au}^it  save  the  Mu»e,  served,  and  been  free 

After  a  8e\'*n  yeari*  'prenticeship,  mi^^ht  have 

(With  credit  too)  jjnne  Robert  to  hi-s  grave. 

Marlowe,  renown'd  for  his  rare  art  and  wit, 

Could  ne'er  attain  beyond  the  name  of  Kit ; 

Although  his  Hero  and  Leaiider  did 

Merit  addition  rather.     Famous  Kid 

Was  cali'd  but  Tom,    Tom  Wat«on  ;  though  he  wrote 

Able  to  make  Apollo's  self  to  dote 

(Tjion  his  Muse;  for  all  that  he  could  strive. 

Yet  never  con\d  to  his  full  name  arrive. 

Tom  Nash  (iu  his  time  of  no  small  esteem) 

Could  nut  a  second  syllable  redeem. 

'  The  full  title  of  this  Play  is  "The  Fair  Mnid  of  the  Exchange,  with  the  Humours 
of  the  Cripple  of  Fenchurch."  The  above  Satire  against  some  Dramatic  PlagiarUts 
of  the  lime,  is  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  Cripple,  who  is  an  excellent  fellow,  and  the 
Hero  of  the  Comedy.  Of  his  humour  this  extract  is  a  sufficient  specimen  :  but  he 
it  described  (albeit  a  tradesman,  yet  wealthy  wilhal)  with  heroic  qualities  of  mind 
and  body  ;  the  latter  of  which  he  evinces  by  rescuing  his  Mistress  (the  Fair  Maid) 
from  three  robbers  by  the  main  force  of  one  autch  luBlily  applied  ;  and  the  ftwmcr 
by  his  foregoing  the  advanta^ee  which  this  action  gained  him  in  her  good  opinion, 
and  bestowing  his  -wit  and  finesse  in  procuring  for  her  a  husband,  in  the  person  of 
his  friend  Golding,  more  worthy  of  Iwt  beauty,  than  he  could  conceive  his  own 
maimed  and  haltmg  limbu  to  be.  It  would  rerjuire  some  boLdne&s  in  a  dramatist 
now-a-days  to  cxhil^t  such  a  Charactet ;  and  some  luck  in  (indtog  a  sufficient  Actoi, 
who  would  be  willing  to  personate  the  inlumitios,  together  with  the  vinties,  of 
the  Noble  Cripple. 
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Excellent  Beaumont,  in  the  foremost  rank 

Of  the  rarest  wits,  was  never  more  than  Frank. 

Mellifluous  Shakspeabk,  whose  inchantin^  quill 

Commanded  mirth  or  passion,  was  but  Will; 

And  ffiinoiis  Jonw>n,  though  his  learned  pen 

He  <iipt  in  Castaly,  is  stiil  hut  Ben. 

Fletcher,  and  Webster,  of  that  kanicd  pack 

None  uf  the  meanest,  neitlier  was  but  Jack  ; 

Decker  but  Tom  ;  nor  May,  nor  Middleton  ; 

And  he's  now  but  Jack  Ford,  that  once  were  John. 

PoswWy  our  Po«  was  a  little  sore,  that  this  comemptuou«  curtailnwnt  of  their 
Baptismal  Names  was  chiefly  exeiciscd  upon  his  Poetica]  Uiethr«n  of  the  Drama. 
Wc  he%r  nothing  about  Sam  Daniel,  or  Ned  Spenser,  in  his  catalogue.  The 
faniliarity  of  common  diHcourse  might  probably  take  the  greater  libcrucR  with  the 
Dramatic  Pocl^,  us  canceivin)i:  of  them  as  more  upon  a  level  with  (he  Sure  Actors. 
Or  did  theii  greater  publicity,  and  populatity  in  con&cqucnce,  fasten  these  diminu- 
tives upon  them  out  of  a  feeling  of  lovc  and  kindness  as  wc  say  Harry  the  Fifth,^^ 
rather  than  Henrj",  when  wc  would  cxpresv  good-will  ? — as  himself  says,  in  those 
reviving  words  put  into  his  mouth  by  Shakspeare,  where  he  would  comfort  and 
confirm  his  doubting  brolhcr»  [ind  Part  "  Henry  IV.."  Act  v.,  Scene  2.  line  4SJ  ;— 

Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  «ucceedi. 
But  Harry.  Harry ! 

And  dotibtless  Heywood  had  an  indistinct  conception  of  U\is  uutb,  when,  (coming 
to  his  own  name),  with  that  beautiful  retrntttng  which  is  natural  to  one  that,  not 
satirically  given,  has  wandered  1  little  out  of  his  way  into  nometbing  recriminative, 
be  goes  On  to  say  . — 

Nor  Kpeak  I  this,  that  any  here  exprcst 

Should  think  themselves  less  worthy  than  the  rest 

Whose  names  have  their  full  syllables  and  sound : 

Or  that  Frank,  Kit,  or  Jack,  arc  the  lya-st  wound 

Unto  their  fame  and  merit.     I  for  my  part 

(Think  others  what  they  please)  accept  that  heart. 

Which  courts  mv  love  in  mt>sfc  familiar  phra^ ; 

And  that  it  takes  not  from  my  pains  or  prat»e. 

If  any  one  to  me  so  bluntly  come : 

I  hold  he  I0VC6  me  beet  that  call.s  me  Tom.* 


JACK  DRUM'S  F.NTERTAINMENT.'     A  COMEDY  [PtlB- 
LISHED  1601].    AUTHOR  UNKNOWN  [I'ROBABLY  HY 

MAKSTONJ 

Tke  free  Atimour  of  a  Noble  Housekeeper. 

Fortune  (o  Knight).  I  was  not  bom  to  be  my  cradle's  drudge. 
To  choke  and  stifle  up  my  pleasure's  breath. 

'[For  other  extracts  from  He)-wood  see  r>ote  to  page  loa] 
*[0r,  the  Comcdic  of  PasquQ  and  Kmheiinc.) 
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To  poison  irith  the  venora'd  cares  of  thrift 

Hj  private  sweet  of  life  :  unlv  to  sompe 

A  bemp  of  muck,  to  fatten  and  nuuinre 

The  barren  virtiies  of  mv  [in^-nv. 

And  make  them  sprout  'vpite  of  their  want  of  worth  ; 

No,  I  du  wL>h  mv  girls  sboukl  »i5b  me  lire; 

Which  few  do  wish  that  have  a  greedr  stre^ 

But  iitni  expert,  and  gape  with  nunprj  Kp, 

\Vht!n  heHl  give  np  his  gootr  stewardship. 

Friend}  Then  I  wonder, 
Voa  not  aspire  onto  the  eminence 
And  height  of  pieasing  life.     To  Coart,  to  Court — 
There  bumt^  there  nnvad,  there  »tick  in  pomp, 
Uke  a  bright  dianx>na  in  a  Lady's  bcmr. 
There  plant  ronr  fortuoeA  in  the'  floVrii^  "pntig. 
And  get  tlie  Sun  before  sou  of  Keipect. 
There  trencti  yuutvelf  within  the  people'*  love. 
And  glitter  in  the  eye  of  gtorioiu  grace. 
Whafn  wealth,  aithnot  respect  and  mounted  place? 

Furt.  Wome  aud  worse  * — I  am  nut  yet  distraught, 
I  long  not  to  be  aqurez'd  with  my  own  weight, 
Nor  noittt  up  all  my  naiU  to  catr^  the  wind 
Of  the  drunk  reeling  Commons.     I  labour  not 
To  have  an  awful  pn-wnce,  nor  be  feared. 
Since  who  IK  feur'd  ctill  fears  to  be  >o  feared. 
I  care  not  to  be  tike  the  Horeb  calf^ 
One  day  adored,  amj  next  pasht  all  in  piece*. 
Nor  do  I  envy  I'olyphemian  puffis 
SwitxcTK'  »lopt  greatuetM.     I  adore  the  Sun, 
Yet  love  to  live  within  a  temperate  sujne. 
Let  who  will  climb  nnihitiouK  gliblwry  rounds. 
And  lean  upon  the  vulgar'a  rotten  love, 
I'll  not  comval  him.     The  sun  wiU  give 
As  great  a  shadow  to  my  trunk  as  his  ; 
And  after  death,  like  Chewmen  ha\'ing  nlood 
In  play,  for  Mi^hops  *«>mc,  for  Knights  wd  Pawns, 
We  all  tugelliLT  shall  be  tumbled  up 
Into  one  hag. 

Let  hush'd-cairo  quiet  rock  my  life  a«leep  ; 
And,  lx:iiig  dead,  mv  own  grounti  press  my  bones  ; 
Whilst  some  old  Beldame,  nobbling  o'er  my  grave, 
Mav  mumble  thus : 
**  ifere  lies  a  Knight  whose  Monev  was  his  slave.** 

[Act  i..  lines  95-138.»] 

*["  You  touch  the  quick  of  Knse,  but "  omitted.! 

'[Sec  TA<  School  cf  Shaktptart,  ed.  Sirapion.  1878,  vol.  ii,] 
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CHANGES  [OR  LOVE  IN  A  MAZE],  A  COMEDY  [LICENSED 
AND  PriU.lSHKl)  1638],     BY  JAMES  SHIULEY 

ExcMB  of  Epithets^  enfeebling  to  Poetry. 

Friend.  Master  Caperwit,  before  you  read,  pray  tell  me. 
Have  vour  verses  any  AJjectivosi? 

Capervuii.  Adjectives  !  would  you  have  a  ])ocm  without 
Adjectives  ?  they're  the  flower,  the  graee  of  all  our  language. 
A  well-chosen  Epithet  doth  give  new  soul 
To  fainling  poesy,  mid  iimkes  every  venfc 
A  Bride  !      \Vith  Adjectives  we  bait  our  linen, 
When  we  do  Hsh  for  Gentlewomen's  loves, 
And  with  their  sweetness  c»tch  the  nibbling  car 
Of  amorous  ladiei^ ;  \«ith  the  nuisic  of 
Theoe  mvishln^  nouns  we  charm  the  silken  tribe, 
And  make  the  Gallant  melt  with  apprehension 
Of  the  rare  Word.     I  will  maintain  t  against 
A  bundle  of  Grainniariaiis,  in  I*(»elry 
TTie  Substantive  itself  cannot  svJygUi 
Without  its  Adjective. 

Friend.  But  for  atl  timt. 
Those  wurIh  would  ^uund  more  full,  methinks,  that  are  uot 
So  larded  ;  and  if  I  might  counsel  you. 
You  fthoulfl  conipofte  a  Sonnet  clean  wiliiout  *em. 
A  row  of  stately  Substantives  would  march 
Like  Switzers,  and  bear  all  the  fieUls  before  'em  ; 
Carry  their  weight ;  shew  fair,  like  Deeds  EnrolKd  ; 
Not  Writs,  that  are  Krat  made  anil  after  fill'd. 
Thence  Hrst  came  up  tbe  title  of  Blank  Verse  ; — 
You  know,  Sir,  what  Blank  signifies  ? — when  the  %nsc. 
First  framed,  is  tied  with  Adjectives  like  points, 
And  could  not  hold  together  without  wedges ; 
Ilang't,  'ti«  pedantic,  vulgar  Poetry. 
Let  children,  when  they  versity,  stick  here 
And  there  these  piddling  words  for  want  of  matter. 
PoetH  write  MaKculine  Nunibera. 

[Act  ii.,  pi  83.1] 

'  [Edition  or  1632.     For  other  extracts  from  ^irley  see  note  to  page  393.] 
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THK  GUARDIAN.  A  COMEDY  [WRITTEN  AND  PER- 
FORMED  1641  :  PUBUrjHED  1650].  BY  ABRAHAM 
COWLEY  [1618-1667]  • 

Doggrtlly  the  Foolish  Poet^  described. 

Cutter,  — the  very  emblem  of  poverty  and  poor  poetry. 

The  feet  nrc  worse  patched  of  his  rhymes  Umu  of  his  stM-kings.  If 
one  Mne  forgets  ibwlf,  and  run  out  beyond  his  elbow,  while  the  next 
keeps  at  home  (like  kim)^  and  dares  not  show  his  head,  he  calls 
that  an  Ode.     •     •     • 

[Act  i..  Sc.  4.»] 

Tahiiha.  Nay,  they  mocked  and  fleered  at  ua,  aii  we  sung  the 
Psalm  the  last  Sunday  night 

Cult.  That  was  that  nningrel  Rhymer ;  by  this  light  he  envies 
his  brother  poet '  John  Stemhold,  iKxautte  he  cannot  reach  Kin 
height*.     •     •     • 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  h] 

Dogg.  (reciting  his  own  verses).  Thus  pride  doth  still  with 
b6niit>'  dwell. 
And  like  the  Baltic  oceaij  swell. 
Blade.  Why  the  Baltic.  Doggrell  ? 
Doan.  Why  the  Bailie '—this  'tis 


not  to  have  read  the  Poeba. 


She  looks  like  Niobe  on  the  mountain's  top. 
Cutt.   That    Niobe,    Doggrcll,    vou     have    used    worse    than 
Phtebus  did.     Not  a  do^  looks  melancholy  but  he's  compared  to 
Niobe.       He  Iwat  a  villniiuHiK  Tajwier  t'other  day,  to  make  him 
look  like  Niohe.* 

[Act  iv..  So.  «.] 

'  This  WBB  the  first  Draught  of  that  which  he  published  aften*-ard*  under  the  title 
of  the  "  CuUcT  of  Colemtin  Street  "  [pexformed  165S,  publi»hed  1663) ;  and  contatnK 
the  character  of  a  Foolish  Poet,  omitted  in  the  latter.  I  ^ive  a  few  scnpt  of  this 
eha/acter,  both  because  Uie  Edition  in  scarce,  and  as  furnishing  no  unsuitable  corol- 
lary to  the  critical  admonitions  in  the  preceding  Exiracl. — The  "Cutter"  has 
alM-iyn  appeared  10  me  the  link  between  the  Comedy  of  Fletcher  and  of  Congrcve. 
In  the  elegam  passion  of  the  Love  Scenes  it  approaches  the  foimer ;  and  Puny  (the 
character  subsututcd  for  the  omitted  Poet)  is  the  Ptotot)^^:  of  the  half-uHued  Wits, 
the  Briska  and  Dapper  Wits,  of  the  lauis. 

*[Co^^'ley's  Works,  ed.  Grosart,  1S81,  vol. !.]  '["Honest"  omitted.] 

*[Sec  also  Appendix,  page  588.] 
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THE   BRAZEN   AGE. 

USHED  1613]. 


AN   HISTORICAL    PLAY   [PUB- 
BY  THOMAS  HEY  WOOD 


Venus  ooarts  Adonis^ 

Ven.  Wliy  doth  Adonis  fly  the  Queen  of  Love, 
And  tthun  this  ivory  girdle  o?  my  orou  ? 
To  be  thus  scarf'd.  the  dreadful  God  of  War 
Would  give  me  conquer'd  kingdoms.     For  a  kias. 
Hut  half  like  this,  I  could  command  the  Sun 
Rise  'fore  his  hour,  to  bed  liefore  hi?)  time ; 
And,  being  love-sick,  change  hU  golden  beams, 
And  make  his  face  pate  ao  his  sister  Moon. 
Look  on  mc,  Adun,  with  a  stedfast  eye* 
That  in  the$>c  cry-stal  glasses  I  may  sec 
My  beauty  tliat  charms  Gods,  makes  Men  amaz'd 
And  stown'd  with  wonder.     Doth  this  roseate  ,pi  I  low 
Oflend  my  Love  ? 
With  my  white  fingers  will  1  clap  thy  cheek  ; 

Whisper  a  thou-sand  pleasures  in  thy  ear. 

Adon.  Madam,  you  are  not  modest.     I  affect 
The  unseen  beauty  that  adorns  the  mind  : 
This  loos(.'iiui«  uiaKes  you  foul  in  Adon'a  eye. 

If  you  will  tempt  me,  let  me  in  your  face 

Read  blushfulness  and  fear  ;  a  modest  fear 

Would  make  your  cheek  seem  much  more  beautiful,^ 
Ven.  Wert  thou  mode  of  stone, 

I  have  heat  to  uiult  thee ;  I  am  Queen  of  Love. 

There  is  no  practice  art  of  dalliance 

Of  which  I  am  not  mistress,  and  can  use. 

1  have  kisses  than  [that]  can  murder  unkind  words, 

And  strangle  hatred  that  the  gall  sends  forth  ; 

Touches  to  raise  thee,  were  thy  spiriti^  half  dead  ; 

Words  than  [that]  can  pour  affection  down  thy  ears. 

Love  me !  thou  canst  not  chuse  ;  thou  shalt  not  chuse.* 
Ad&n.  Madam,  you  woo  not  well.     Men  covet  not 

These  proffer'd  pleasures,  but  love  sweets  denied. 

These  prostituted  pleasures  surfeit  still  ; 

Where's  fear,  or  doubt,  men  sue  with  best  good  will. 
Yen.  Thou  canst  instruct  the  Queen  of  Love  in  love. 

Thou  shalt  not,  Adon,  take  me  by  the  hand  ; 

Yet,  if  tliou  needs  will  force  me,  take  my  palm. 

1*11  frown  on  him  :  ala»  !  my  brow's  so  smooth. 

It  will  not  bear  a  wrinkle. — Hie  thee  hence 

Unto  the  chace,  and  leave  me ;  but  not  yet : 


'[Four  lines  and  i  half  omtited.] 
VOL.  IV.— 28 


■iFoui  llnei.] 
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I'll  sleep  this  night  upon  Endymion's  bank. 
On  whifli  the  Swaiu  was  courted  by  the  Moon. 
Dare  not  to  cume  ;  thou  art  in  uur  Jiiigraoe : 
Yet,  if  thou  come,  I  can  afford  thee  place ! 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  a,  p.  186.'] 

Phaebua  jeers  VvXca/n, 

Vul.  Good  morrow,  Ph(£bus  ;  what's  the  news  abroad  ? — 
For  thou  seest  all  things  in  the  world  are  done, 
Men  act  bv  day-ltglit,  or  the  sight  uf  sun. 

Pfiteh,  Sometime  I  cast  my  eye  upon  the  sea. 
To  see  the  tumbling  wal  or  porpoise  play. 
There  «.■«  I  merctumts  trading,  and  their  &aih 
Big-bellied  with  the  wind  ;  sea  fights  »ouietimei 
Rise  with  their  smoke-thick  clouds  to  dark  my  beams  ; 
Sometimes  I  fix  my  face  upon  the  earth. 
With  my  warm  fen*our  to  give  metals,  trees, 
Herbei,  pUuitJi  asd  flower,  life.     Here  iu  gardens  walk 
Loo»e  I^ies  with  their  Lovers  arm  in  arm. 
Yonder  the  laboring  Plowman  drives  his  team. 
Further  1  may  behold  main  battles  picht ; 
Ami  whom  I  favour  mu.st  (by  tlie  wind's  hel 
I  can  assist  with  my  transparent  rays. 
Here  spy  I  cattle  feeding  ;  forests  there 
Stored  with  wild  beasts ;  here  shepherds  witii  their  lasseB, 
Piping  beneath  the  trees  while  their  Hockii  flTA^' 
In  cities  I  see  trading,  walking,  bargaining. 
Buying  and  celling,  goodnesA,  badness,  all  things — 
And  sninc  alike  oQ  all. 

Vul.  Thrice  happy  Phoebus, 
That,  whilst  poor  Vulcan  b  coufin'd  to  Lenmos, 
Hast  everj'  day  tliese  pleasures.     What  news  else  P 

Phasb.  No  ICmpcror  walks  forth,  but  I  see  his  state  ; 
Nor  sports  but  1  his  pastimes  can  behold. 
I  see  all  coronations,  funerals, 

Mai'ts,  fairs,  a>>isemblies,  pageants,  sights  and  shows. 
No  hunting,  but  1  better  see  the  chace 
'I'han  they  that  rouse  the  game.     What  see  I  not .' 
There's  not  a  window,  but  my  beams  break  in  ; 
No  chink  or  cranny,  but  my  rays  pierce  through  ; 
And  there  I  see,  O  Vulcaa,  wond'i-ous  tilings: 
ITiings  that  thyself,  nor  any  God  besides. 
Would  give  belief  to. 
And,  shall  I  tell  thee,  Vulcan,  t'other  day 
What  I  beheld .'' — I  saw  the  great  God  Mars — 

'[Pearson's  ed,,  1874,  vol.  tti.] 
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Vul.  God  Mars— 

Phceh.  As  I  was  peeping  through  a  cranny,  abed — 

Vul.  Abed  I  with  whom  ? — some  pretty  Wench,  I  warrant. 

Pkteh.  She  was  a  pretty  Weiich. 

Vvi.  Tell  me,  good  Phoebus, 
That,  when  I  meet  him,  I  may  flout  God  Man  ; 
Tell  me,  but  tell  me  truly,  on  thy  life. 

Pfueb.  Not  to  dissemble,  Vulcan,  'twaa  thy  wife  I 

[Act  ii..  So.  2,  p.  83a] 

The  Peers  of  Greece  go  in  quest  of  HereiUe&,  and  Jind  him  in 
woman's  weeds^  spinnnuj  with  Omphale. 

Jaeon.  Our  business  was  to  Theban  Hercules. 
'Twas  told  UK,  he  remained  with  Omphale, 
The  Theban  Queen. 

Telavxon.  Speak,  which  is  OmphaJe?  or  which  Alcides? 

Pollux.  Ladv,  our  purpose  was  to  Hercules ; 
Shew  us  the  man. 

Omph,  Behold  him  here. 

Aireus.  Where? 

Omph.  There,  at  his  task. 

Ja^,  Alas,  this  Hercules ! 
This  is  some  base  effeminate  Groom,  not  he 
That  with  his  puiBSJUtce  frighted  all  the  earth. 

Her.  Hath  .lason,  Nestor,  Castor,  Telamon, 
Atreuti,  Pollux,  all  forgot  their  fri^d  ? 
We  are  the  man. 

Ja$.  Woman,  we  know  thee  not : 
We  came  to  seek  the  Jove-bom  Hercules, 
That  in  liis  cradle  strangled  Juno's  snakes. 
And  triumph'd  in  the  brave  Olympic  games. 
He  that  the  Cleonean  lion  slew, 
Th*  Erimanthian  bear,  the  bull  of  Marathon, 
The  Leniean  hydra,  and  the  winged  hart.' 

Tel.  We  would  see  the  l^elian 
That  (!acu8  slew,  Busiris  sacrificed. 
And  to  bis  hoi'ses  huri'd  stern  Uioraed 
To  \k  devour'd. 

Pol.  That  freed  Hesione 
From  the  sea  whale,  and  after  ransack'd  Troy, 
And  with  his  own  hand  slew  Laomedon. 

Nes.  He  by  whom  Dcrcilus  and  Albion  fell ; 
He  that  (Ecalia  and  Betriuia  won. 

Atr.  That  monstrous  Geryon  with  his  three  heada  vanquisht, 

^  [Eleven  lines  omitted.] 
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With  Linus,  Lichos  ttiat  usurpt  in  Thebes 
And  captived  there  his  beauteous  Megara.' 

Pol.  That  Hercules  by  whom  the  Centaurs  fell, 
Great  Achclous,  the  Stjmphatidci>, 
And  the  Cremona  giauta :  where  in  be  ? 

Tel.  That  trait'routt  NeaauH  with  a  shaft  transfixt. 
Strangled  Antheus,  purged  Augeus'  stalls, 
Won  the  bright  apples  of  th'  Hesperides. 

Jos.  He  tbat  the  Auiazoiiiaii  iMildrick  won ; 
That  Arbelous  with  his  club  subdued. 
And  won  from  him  the  Pride  of  Caiedon, 
Fair  Dcianeiru,  that  now  mourns  in  lliebes 
For  absence  of  the  noble  Hercides ! 

Atr.  To  hini  we  came ;  but,  sijice  he  Uves  not  here, 
Come,  Lords  ;  we  will  return  Uiese  presents  back 
Unto  the  coiiHiaut  Lady,  whence  they  came. 

Her,  Stay,  Lords — 

Jaa.  'Mongst  women  ? — 

Her.  For  that  Theban's  sake, 
WHiom  you  profess  to  love,  and  came  to  seek. 
Abide  awhile  ;  and  by  niy  love  to  Greece, 
1*11  biing  before  you  that  last  Hercules, 
For  whom  you  came  to  enquire. 

Tel.  It  works,  it  works — 

Her.  How  liave  I  lost  myself! 
Did  we  all  this  ?     Where  is  that  spirit  become, 
That  was  in  us?  no  marvel,  Hercules, 
That  thou  bc'bt  sti'ungc  to  them,  that  thus  disguised 
Art  to  thyself  unknown  ! — hence  with  this  distaff 
And  base  efTeniinate  chares ;  hence,  womanisli  tires ; 
And  let  roe  once  more  be  myself  again. 
Your  pardon,  Omphale  I 


[p.  3*4.] 


I  cannot  uke  leave  of  this  Driuna  withoul  noticing  i  touch  of  the  tnictt  puhot, 
which  the  wTtter  has  put  into  the  mouth  cf  Mclcagcr,  as  he  i!S  wasting  away  by  the 
operation  of  the  fatal  brand,  administered  to  him  by  his  wretched  Mother. 


My  flame  encreaseth  still — Oh  Father  (Eneus; 
And  you,  Althea,  whom  I  would  call  Mother, 
Hut  that  my  genius  prompts  me  thou'rt  unkind  : 
And  yet  farewell  f 


[p.  S01.»] 


What  ii  the  bouted  "  Forgive  me,  but  fotgivc  hk  I "  of  the  dying  wife  of  Sbore. , 
in  Rowe,  compared  with  these  three  little  words  7 

'[The  next  nix  lines  not  given  by  Pcaraon] 

'[For  other  ejiuacu  iiom  Heyvrood  Me  note  to  page  loo.] 
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THE    BATTLE    OF     ALCAZAR.     A    TRAGEDY    [PUB- 
LISHED  IN  1594.     BV  GEORGE  PEELE] 

MiUy  Mohamet,  drivtn  froTn  his  home  into  a  desart,  robe  the 
lAxmess  to  feed  his  fainting  Wife  CcUipoUs. 

MvXy.  Hold  thee,  Calipolis  ;  feed,  and  faint  no  more. 
This  flesh  I  foix-od  from  a  Lioness ; 
Meat  of  a  Princeaa,  for  a  Princess*  meet. 
Learn  by  her  nuble  stomach  to  esteem 
Penury  plentv  in  cxtrcnicst  dearth ; 
Who,  when  she  aaw  her  foraeemeiit  bereft, 
Pined  not  in  melanchoty  or  childish  fear ; 
But,  as  brave  minds  are  strongest  in  extremes. 
So  she,  redoubling  her  fanner  force, 
Ranged  through  the  woods,  and  rent  the  breeding  vaults 
Of  proudest  savjigcs,  to  ^ave  herself 
Feetl  then,  and  faint  not,  fair  Calipolis; 
For,  rather  than  fierce  famine  shall  prevail 
To  gnaw  tiiy  entrails  with  her  thorny  teeth. 
The  conquering  Lioness  shall  attend  on  thee, 
And  lay  huge  heaps  of  sb.uphlcr'd  carcases 
A&  bulwarks  in  her  way  to  Iceep  her  back. 
I  will  proWde  thee  of  a  princely  Orspray, 
Tliat,  a.s  she  flieth  over  fish  in  pooltt, 
The  fish  shall  turn  their  glistenng  bellies  up, 
And  thou  shalt  take  the  liberal  choice  of  all. 
Jove's  stately  Bird  with  wide-commanding  wings 
Shall  hover  still  about  thy  princely  head. 
And  beat  do«'n  fowls  by  shoals  into  thy  lap. 
Feed  then,  aud  faint  not,  fair  Calipolis.  [Act  ii.,  5c.  3.'] 

Thin  address,  for  its  barbaric  splendor  of  conception,  extravagant  vein  of  pr 
misc.  not  to  mention  some  idiomatic  peculiarities,  and  the  \cty  tiraauie  of  the 
verse,  savourtt  strongly  of  Marlowe ;  but  the  real  author,  I  believe,  ix  unknown. 


THE  SEVEN  CHAMPIONS  OF  CHRISTENDOM. 
JOHNKIHK.    ACTED  1638 


BV 


Calihy  the  Witchy  in  t}ie  opening  Scene^  in  a  Storm. 

Calib.  Ha  !  louder  a  little  ;  so,  that  burst  was  well. 
Again  ;  ho,  ha !  house,  house  your  heads,  ve  fear- 
-stnick  mortal  fboU,  when  Calib's  concert  fconsort]  pla^-s 

^IPeele'i  Wcrkt,  ed.  BuIIen,  vol.  i.     For  othei  extiact&  from  Pcele  see  nott  on 
p.  I3.J 
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A  bunta-up  to  her.     How  rareU-  doth  it  languell 

In  mine  ears !  theae  are  mine  oi^ns ;  the  tcMd, 

'l*he  hat,  the  raven,  and  the  fell  whistling  bird, 

Are  all  my  antheai-«ingiiig  quiristere. 

Such  A^Uem  roots,  and  livelewi  withered  woods. 

Are  pleasanter  to  me  than  to  behold 

The  jocund  month  of  May,  in  whose  green  head  of  youth 

The  amorous  Flora  strews  her  various  flowers, 

And  iimiles  to  »ee  how  brave  fhe  has  deckt  her  girl. 

But  pass  we  May,  as  game  for  fangled  fools, 

That  dare  not  net  a  foot  in  Art's  dark,  se- 

-rret,  and  l»ewitrhing  path,  as  Calih  has. 

Here  is  my  mansion. 

VVitliin  the  rugged  bowels  of  this  cave. 

This  CTag,  this  cliff,  this  den  ;  which  to  behold 

Would  mete  to  ire  the  hinting  trammels  of  Medusa, 

Yet  here  enthroned  I  sit,  more  richer  in  my  spcUs 

And  potent  charui-s  than  is  the  stately  Mountain  Queen, 

Prest  with  the  beauty  of  her  sparkling  gems, 

To  vie  a  lustre  'gainst  the  heavenly  lamps. 

But  we  are  sunk  in  these  antipodes ;  so  choakt 

With  darkness  is  great  Calib's  cave,  that  it 

Can  stifle  day.     It  can  ? — it  shall — for  we  do  loath  the  light ; 

And,  aa  our  deed**  are  black,  we  hug  the  night. 

But  where's  this  lioy,  my  Geobge,  my  Love,  my  Life, 

Whom  Calib  latelv  dotes  on  more  than  life? 

I  must  not  have  him  wander  from  my  love 

Farther  than  simimnns  of  my  eye,  or  beck, 

Can  call  him  back  again.     But  'tis  my  fiend- 

•begotten  and  defonn'd  Issue,'  misleads  him  : 

For  which  ni  rock  him  in  a  storm  nf  hail. 

And  da-sh  him  'gainst  the  pavement  on  the  rocky  den  ; 

He  must  not  lead  my  Joy  astray  from  roe. 

The  parenU  of  that  Boy,  begetting  him, 

Begot  and  bore  the  issue  of  their  deaths ; 

Which  done,'  the  Child  I  stole, 

Thinking  atone  to  triumph  in  his  death, 

And  bathe  my  body  in  his  ptijiular  gore ; 

But  dove-like  Nature  favour'd  so  the  Child, 

lliat  Calib's  killing  knife  fell  from  her  hand : 

And,  'stead  of  statK,  I  kiss'd  the  red-lipt  Boy* 

[Acti.,Sc.  l.«] 

'  A  »orL  of  young  Caliban,  hei   aon,  who  pfoenlly  enters,  cmn|>Uining  of  a 
"bloody  coxcomb"  which  the  Yoone  Saini  George  had  given  him. 
'Calib  had  killed  the  paients  of  the  Young  Saint  George. 
*[Sce  Old  HmgUsk  Dram^  1830,  vol.  iu.] 
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TWO  TRAGEDIES  IN  ONE.  BY  ROBERT  YAURINGTON. 
WHO  WROTE  IN  THE  REIGN  OF  ELIZABETH. 
[TWO  LAMENTABLE  TRAGEDIES,  PUBLISHED  1601] 

Truth,  the  Ckorue,  to  the  Spectators. 

All  youy  the  sad  Spectators  of  this  Act, 

Whose  hearts  do  taste  a  feclTtig  pcmivcness 

Of  this  unheai-d-of  savage  rna«sacre  : 

Oh  be  far  off  to  harbour  such  a  thought, 

As  this  audacious  murderer  put  in  act! 

I  see  your  sorrows  flow  up  to  the  brim, 

And  overflow  your  cheeks  with  bnninh  tears : 

But  though  this  siglit  bring  surfeit  to  the  eye. 

Delight  your  cars  with  pleasing  harmony. 

That  ears  may  coimtercheck  your  eyes,  and  say, 

•*  Why  shed  you  tears  ?  this  deed  is  but  a  Play"  * 

[Act  iL,  Sc,  6."] 

Murderer  to  his  Sister^  about  to  stow  away  the  truTik  of  the 
hudify  having  severed  it  fro-m  the  limbe. 

Hark,  Rachel !  I  will  cross  the  water  strait, 
And  fling  this  middle  mention  of  a  Man 
Into  some  ditch. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.] 

It  in  curious,  that  this  old  Flay  comprises  the  distinct  action  of  two  Auocitiea ; 
the  one  a  vulgar  murder,  commitied  in  our  own  Tharnes  Street,  with  the  names  and 
incidents  truly  and  historicaJly  set  down  ;  the  otlicT  a  Murder  in  high  life,  supposed 
to  be  acting  at  the  tame  time  in  Italy,  the  KCencs  allernatinK  between  that  country 
and  England  :  the  Story  of  the  latter  is  mutatu  mutandis  no  other  than  ttiiit  of  our 
own  "  Babex  in  the  Wood,"  tiani^rerred  lo  luly,  from  delicicy  no  doubt  to  some  of 
the  famiiv  of  the  rich  Wicked  Uncle,  who  mieht  yet  be  living.  The  treatment  of 
the  two  difTcrs  a&  the  romance-lilce  narratives  in  "  God's  Revenge  a^in&t  Murder," 
in  which  the  Actors  of  the  Murders  (with  the  liIBing  exception  that  they  tPtrt 
UurdtTtrs)  are  represented  as  most  accomrlishcd  and  every  way  amiable  young 
Oenttcfolks  of  either  Kcx—as  much  as  /Aoi  dilTers  from  the  honest  unglossing  pages 
of  tfae  homely  Newgate  Ordinary. 


*  The  whole  theory  of  the  reason  of  our  delight  in  Tragic  Representations,  which 
has  cost  so  many  elaborate  chanters  of  Criticism,  is  condensed  in  these  four  Uat 

lines :  Arittctit  quiitUstentialis^a. 

^[OUi  Playi,  ed.  BuUen,  iSSsO 
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THE  ARRAIGNMENT  OF  PARIS.      A  DRAMATIC 
PASTORAL.     BY  GEORGE  PEELE,  1684 

Flora  dressM  Ida  Bill^  to  hovtour  the  coming  of  the  Three 
Ooddesses. 

Flora.  Not  Iris  in  her  pride  and  braveiy 
Adorns  her  Arch  with  such  variety  ; 
Nor  doth  the  Milk-white  Way  in  irosty  night 
Appear  so  fair  and  beautiful  in  sight, 
As  done  these  fields,  and  groves,  and  sveetest  bowers, 
Bestrew'd  and  deck'd  with  parti -coloured  flowers. 
Along  the  bubbling  brooks,  and  silver  elide. 
That  at  the  Imttoni  doth  in  silence  slide. 
The  watery  flowers  and  lilies  on  the  banks 
Like  blazing  comets  burgeon  all  in  ranks  ; 
Under  the  hawthorn  and  the  poplar  tree. 
Where  sacred  Phcebe  may  delight  to  be  : 
The  primrose,  and  the  purple  hvarinth. 
The  dainty  violet,  and  the  wholesome  mintb  ; 
The  doubk-  daisy,  and  the  cowxlip  (Queen 
Of  summer  flowere),  do  over-peer  the  green  ; 
And  round  about  the  valley  as  ye  pass. 
Ye  may  ne  see  (for  peeping  flowers)  the  grass.^ — 
They  arc  at  hand  by  this. 
Juno  hath  left  her  chariot  long  ago. 
And  hath  retum'd  her  peacocks  by  her  Rainbow 
And  bravely,  as  becomes  the  Wife  of  Jove, 
Doth  honour  by  her  presence  to  our  grove : 
Fair  Venus  she  hath  let  her  sparrows  fly, 
To  t«nd  on  her,  and  make  her  melody  ; 
Her  turtles  and  her  swans  unyoked  be. 
And  flicker  near  her  side  for  company  : 
Pallas  hath  set  her  tigers  loose  to  feed. 
Commanding  them  to  wait  when  she  hath  need  : 
And  hitherward  with  proud  and  stately  pace, 
To  do  us  honour  in  the  sylvan  cbace. 
They  march,  like  to  the  pomp  of  heav'n  above, 
Juno,  the  Wife  and  Sister  of  King  Jove, 
The  warlike  Pallas,  and  the  (^uccn  of  Love.  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.*] 

7%e  MiiseSy  and  Country  OirU^  assemble  to  xoelcorM  the 
Goddesses. 

Pomona.  with  country  store  like  Wends  we  venture  forth. 

Think'st,  Faunus,  that  these  (goddesses  will  take  our  gifts  in  worth  ? 

>  [Pony  and  a  half  lines  omined.]        '[Peele's  Worki,  ed.  Bullen,  iSS8,  vol.  1.] 
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Faun.  Nay,  doubtless  ;  for,  'shall  tell  thee,  Dame/twere  better 
pve  a  thing, 
A  sign  of  love,  unto  a  mighty  person,  or  a  King, 
Than  to  a  rude  and  barbarous  swain  both  bad  and  basely  bom  ; 
For  gkmtly  taees  th£  gemxeujin  that  okt  thk  clown  wux  scodt. 

[Acti.,Sc.  1.] 

Tfie  Welcoming  Song. 

C&iinfry  Ooda.  O  Ida,  O  Ida,  O  Ida,  happy  hill ! 
This  honour  done  to  Ida  may  it  continue  still  I 

Mtiees,  Ye  Country  Gods,  that  in  this  Ida  wonne, 
Bring  down  yoiu"  gifts  of  welcome. 
For  honour  done  to  Ida. 

Gods,  Heboid  in  sign  of  jov  we  sing. 
And  signs  of  joyful  welcome  bring, 
For  honour  done  to  Ida. 

Pan.  The  God  of  Shepherds,  and  his  roatw. 
With  country  cheer  salutes  your  States  : 
Fair,  wise,  and  worthy,  as  you  be ! 
And  thank  Uie  gracious  Ladies  Three, 
For  hoDour  done  to  Ida. 


[Act  i.,  Sc  l.j 


Paris.     (Enokk. 


Par.  (Enone,  while  we  bin  disposed  to  wsJk, 
Tell  me,  what  shall  be  subject  ot  our  talk  ? 
Thou  hast  a  wrt  of  pretty  tales  in  store ; 
'Dare  say  no  nymph  in  iJa's  woods  hath  more. 
Again,  beside  thy  sweet  alluring  thee, 
In  telling  tJieni  thuu  hast  a  special  grace. 
Then  prithee,  sweet,  afford  some  pretty  thing, 
Some  toy  that  from  thy  pleasant  wit  doth  spring. 

(tn.  i*aris,  my  heart's  contentment,  and  my  choice 
Use  thou  thy  pipe,  and  I  will  use  my  voice  ; 
So  shall  thy  just  request  not  be  denied. 
And  time  well  bp-iit,  and  both  be  satisfied. 

Par.  Wcl],  gentle  nymph,  although  Lhou  do  me  wrong. 
That  can  ne  tune  my  pipe  unto  a  song, 
Me  list  this  once,  (Enone,  for  thy  sake. 
This  idle  tA&k  on  uic  to  undertake. 

(They  »it  under  a  tret  together.) 


442      SPEaMENS  OF  DBAMATIC 


(En.  And  whereon  then  thftll  be  mj 
For  thou  biut  beard  m  v  store  loa^  «nee,  ^6sn 
How  Sstuni  did  divide  bk  kuM;flcHi  tfao* 
To  Jove,  to  Neptune,  aod  to  £K*  bdow  : 
How  niig^^  Ben  made  foul  iiiiLinwlf  mwr 
AaaiuA  the  God««  and  >Ute  o(  Jupiter : 
aow  Wioreya^  '>'utpe,  that  vw  ao  trick  tmd  ftv 
That  taogied  Neptune  rn  bar  floldis  bair, 
BeoMDe  a  Gorgon  for  her  leva  mitdeed ; — 
A  prettj  &ble,  Fkria,  for  to  read  : 
A  piece  aTmniniiK  tmit  me  for  the  nooc^ 
That  wealth  and  oeant^  alter  men  to  ftaoei  r 
How  S»lmari«,  nwiiiljiiig  Idlenea^ 
Tutih  meo  to  wonen  all  thro*  wantonocH: 
How  Pluto  rau^t  Queen  Pluto's  daughter  thmee, 
Aixl  what  did  follow  of  that  loTe-offenee  : 
Of  Uuhne  tum'd  into  the  Laurel  Tree, 
Hut  news  a  mrrrcv  c^  virginitr  : 
How  &tr  NaicuBm,  tooting  on  ^i»  shade. 
Reproves  disdain,  and  tdb  bow  forro  doth  rade : 
How  cunning  Philomela's  needle  tells 
What  force  m  lore,  vhat  wit  in  sottdw,  dwells: 
What  pains  unhappy  Soub  abide  in  Hell, 
They  say,  because  on  Karth  they  lired  not  well, — 
Ixion's  wheel,  proud  Tantal's  pining  woe, 
ProiDetbeu^  torment,  and  a  many  moe  ; 
How  Danatn*  dai^tem  piv  their  eiKilesB  task  ; 
What  toil  the  toil  of  ^Svinphus  doth  ask. 
All  these  arc  old,  and  Icnown,  I  know ;  yet,  if  tboa  wilt  have  any. 
Chime  some  of  these ;  for,  trust  me  else,  (Knone  hath  not  many. 
Par.  NaT,  what  thou  wilt ;  hut  •tince  my  cunning  not  compares 
with  tKine, 
Be^  some  toy  that  I  can  play  upon  this  pipe  of  mine. 

ffin.  Thert  is  a  pretty  Sonnet  then,  we  call  it  Ccwb's  CrasE : 
"They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new,  pray  Gods  they  change  for 


worse. 


"i 


(En.  fair,  and /air,  and  twice  so  fair. 

As  fair  aa  any  may  be. 
Tfu  fairest  shepherd  on  oiw  green, 

A  love  for  any  Lady. 

For.  Fair,  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair, 
Aa  fair  as  any  may  be, 

>  [Four  lines  omitted.] 


(They  sing.) 
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Thy  Love  is  fair  for  thee  alone. 
And  for  no  other  Lady, 

(En.  My  Love  UfaiVy  my  Love  is  gay. 
And  fresh  as  bin  the  flowers  in  May, 
And  of  my  Love  my  rowndelay^ 
My  merry,  merry,  merry  roundelay. 
Concludes  with  Cupid's  Curse: 
They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new^ 
Pray  Oode  they  change  for  worse. 

Both     i  Fair,  and  fair,  &c.  •»     /___.^t^  . 
"^"*-    \  Fair,  amd  fair.  Ac.  i    (repeated.) 

CEn.  My  Low  can  pipe^  m.y  Love  can  eing. 
My  Love  can  many  a  pretty  thing, 
And  of  his  lovely  praises  ring 
My  merry,  merry,  merry  roundelays. 
Amen  to  Cupid's  Curse : 
They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new. 
Pray  Gods  they  change  for  worse. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  2.] 

To  my  esteemed  Friend^  and  excellent  Musician^  V.  N.y  Esq. 

Dear  Sir, 
I  conjuie  you,  in  iho  name  of  all  the  Sylvan  Deities,  and  of  the  Musck,  whom  3P0u 

honour,  and  they  reciprocally  love  and  honour  you, — rescue  this  old  and  paasionate 
DiMj-— the  very  flower  of  an  old /iirgo//<-n  P.n/oroJ,  which  had  it  tureii  In  all  parts 
equal,  the  Faithful  iihcpherdesg  of  l-letchcr  had  been  but  a  second  name  in  this  jiort 

of  Writing rescue  it  from  the  ptofane  liand^  of  every  common  Composer :  and  in 

one  of  your  tranqaiUe&t  moods,  when  you  have  most  leisure  from  those  sad  thoughts, 
which  sometimes  unworthily  beset  you  ;  yet  a  mood,  in  itself  not  unallicd  to  the 
belter  sort  of  melancholy ;  laying  by  for  once  the  lofty  Organ,  with  which  you  shake 
the  Ttrnplcs  ;  attune,  as  to  the  Pipe  of  Pans  himself,  to  some  milder  and  mote  lovc- 
according  instnimcnt,  this  pretty  Courtship  between  Paris  and  hin  (ihen-not  as  yct- 
Sorsftkeni  (Hnone.  Oblige  me ;  and  all  more  knou-ing  Judges  of  Music  and  of 
Poesy;  t>y  the  adaptation  of  fit  mu»ical  numbers,  which  It  only  wants  to  be  the 
larest  Lovt  Dialogue  in  our  language. 

Your  Implorer, 

C.  L. 

'  [For  other  extncu  frotn  Feele  aee  note  to  page  13.] 
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THK    cm*    MGHT-CAF.      A    TXAGiOOaCEDT     'PL'S- 

u=>H^v    isei  -.  ucevykd  iflu).     vr   bobert 

DAVENPORT 

Medieo  tmbt^ntg  Arm  flfaiw  to  fVMr  Jtimia  te  m 
a^afrwj  6rf— fti  km   ■■■■■■■i 
Fiiamd  /%iHfpo.     Tliv  mm 

PkU.  — how  maa 
Twowola,  Borr  imcioMi  Umb  a  parof  vorkk, 
Af*  Imird  bcbv  dettfc ! 

^A«r.  Oh  hwi !  ad  von  ast  bv  K  ? 

8m.  Whal,Udj? 

il6ft  'nm  boor  •  pur  of  ^orioot  to««»  k  Uks. 
T«D  godl T  bnilitingi  beKtai  vrth  a  Imth 
Beneath  the  gran :  jxsa  all  fattrc  iMa  tim  dajr 
A  pair  of  mmIi  both  cast  and  kWd  avaj. 

Sen.  What  oeiwire  0v««  yoor  Grace? 

Duke.  In  that  I  am  Kinaman 
To  the  aocuwr,  that  I  might  not  appew 
Pnriial  in  jtidgmc-nt,  let  it  seen  no  voodcr. 
If  unto  ytiur  GraTitie*  1  leave 
1\\f  fullowin^  Mcritctice  :  but  as  Lorenao  stands 
A  kirunuin  to  Verotia,  to  foivet  cot, 
Alwtcmia  ilill  is  fttster  unto  Venice. 

Phil,    Miiterj  of  giK>dnaia  I 

Ahii.  Oh  Lorenzo  Medioo, 
Abntemia'fi  Lover  once,  when  he  did  vow. 
And  whvn  1  did  iK-liL-ve;  tlien  when  Abetemia 
Denied  ko  many  print'c*  for  Ix>ren70, 
Then  when  ;rou  swore : — Oh  maids,  how  men  can  weep. 
Print  |irutL-«tatiunK  on  their  breasts,  and  sigh. 
And  look  PH)  tnilVt  and  then  weep  aeatn, 
And  (hen  protont  again,  and  again  dissemble!^ 
When  once  enjo/d^  like  strange  sights,  wc  grow  stale ; 
And  lind  our  comfort^  like  tlieir  wonder,  fail. 

Phil.  Oh  Lorenin  I 
Look  upon  tears,  eoeh  one  of  which  well-valued 
In  wurtli  the  pity  of  a  king;  but  thou 
Art  harder  far  tnan  rockN  and  cjiiu^l  not  prize 
ITie  preriouH  waters  of  truth's  injured  eyes. 

Lor.  IMeiLse  your  Grace,  proceed  to  censure. 

Ihckr.  TliUH  'tis  decreed,  as  these  Lords  Iiave  set  down, 
Against  all  contradiction :     Signor  Phtlippo, 
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tn  that  you  have  thus  grossly,  Sir,  dishonour'd 
Even  our  blood  itself  in  this  rude  injury 
Lights  un  uur  kiiistuun,  his  prem^ativc! 
Implies  death  on  your  trespass ;  nut,  (your  merit 
Of  more  antiquity  than  is  your  trespass,) 
That  deftth  is  blotted  out  ;  perpetual  banishment. 
On  pain  of  death  if  you  return,  for  ever 
From  Verona  and  her  signories. 

Phil.  Verona  is  kind. 

Sen.  Unto  you,  Madam, 
This  censure  is  allotted  :  your  high  blood 
Takes  off  the  danger  of  the  law  ;  nay  from 
Even  banishment  itself:  this  Lord,  your  husband. 
Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  divorce, 
Which  we  think  good  to  grant,  the  church  allowing  : 
And  in  that  the  injury 
ChieBy  ix-flects  on  him,  he  hath  free  licence 
To  marry  when  unci  wjioui  he  pleases. 

Abst.  I  thank  ye, 
That  you  are  favorable  unto  my  Love, 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phil.   Farewell,  Lorenzo, 
This  breast  did  never  yet  hartjour  a  thought 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  in  it,  hone.st  man  : 
There's  all  the  words  that  thou  ajrt  worth.     Of  your  Grace 
I  humbly  thus  take  leave.     Farewell,  my  Lords ; — 
And  lastly  farewell  Thou,  fairest  of  many, 
Yet  by  far  more  unfortunate  !— look  up, 
And  see  a  crown  held  for  thee ;  win  it,  and  die 
Love's  martyr,  the  sod  map  of  injury. — 
And  so  remember,  Sir,  your  injured  Lady 
Has  a  brother  yet  in  Venice. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.'] 

Philippo,  at  an  after-trial,  chalUnges  Lorenzo. 

PhU.  — ^in  the  integrity. 
And  glory  of  the  cause,  I  throw  the  pawn 
Of  my  umicted  honour;  and  on  that 
I  openly  affirm  your  alwent  Lady 
Chastity's  «'ell  fcnit  alwtract ;  snow  in  the  fall, 
Purely  refined  by  the  bleak  northern  blast, 
Not  freer  trom  a  soil ;  the  thoughts  of  infants 
But  little  nearer  heaven :  and  if  these  princes 
Please  to  permit,  before  their  guilty  thoughts 

'[Edited  Bullen,  1690.] 
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Inj  ure  another  hour  upon  the  Lady, 
My  right-drawn  Bwora  shall  prove  it — 

[Act  iiL,  Sc.  2.] 

Ahstemiay  decoyed  to  a  BrotJutl  in  Milan,  is  attempted  by  Oie 

Dvke'a  Hon. 

Prince.  Do  vou  know  me  ? 

Abet  Yes,  Sir,  refwrt  hath  given  intelligence, 
Vou  are  the  Prince,  the  Duke's  son. 

rrince.  Both  in  one. 

Abst  Report,  sure. 
Spoke  hut  her  native  language.     Vou  are  none 
Of  either. 

Prince.  How ! 

Ahst.  Were  you  the  Prince,  you  would  not  sure  he  slaved 
To  your  blood's  passion.     I  do  crave  your  pardon 
For  my  rough  language.     Truth  hatli  a  forehead  free 
And  in  the  tower  oi'  her  integrity 
Sits  an  unvanquish'd  virgin.     Can  you  imagine, 
"Twill  appear  pos^ible  you  are  tlie  Prince? 
Why,  when  you  set  your  foot  firat  in  this  bouse, 
Vou  crunird  obedient  duty  unto  death; 
And  even  then  fell  from  you  your  respect. 
Honour  is  Jjke  a  goodlv  old  house,  which 
If  we  repair  nut  still  with  virtue's  hand, 
Like  a  citadel  being  madly  raised  on  sand, 
It  falls,  il^  !«wiilluwM,  and  nut  found. 

FTiiice.  If  thou  rail  upon  the  place,  prithee  how  earnest  thou 
hither  f 

Abst.  By  treacherous  intelligence;  honest  men  80» 
In  the  way  ignorant,  Uirough  tldeves*  purlieus  go.^ 
Are  vou  Son  to  such  a  Father? 
Senff  him  to  his  grave  then. 
Like  a  white  almond  tree,  full  of  glad  da^** 
With  joy  tliat  he  begot  so  good  a  Stin. 
O  Sir,  niethinks  I  nee  sweet  Majesty 
Sit  with  a  mourning  sad  face  full  of  sorrows. 
To  see  you  in  this  place.    This  is  a  cave 
Of  scorpions  and  of  dragons.     Oh  turn  back  ; 
Toads  here  engender :  'tis  the  steam  of  death ; 
The  very  air  poisons  a  good  man's  breath.' 

Prince.  Let  me  borrow  goodness  fi-oni  thy  Hpa.     Farewell ! 
Here's  a  new  wonder ;  I've  met  hcav'n  in  bell. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 

*  [Eight  lines  omiUed.] 


THE  CONSPIRACY 

UTidue  Praise  declined. 

— ^you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  praise, 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlandti  of  your  meiit ; 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers, — the  strong  gale 
Being  best  friends  to  us, — our  own  swift  motion 
Makes  UH  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rows  ; 
Swift  virtue  thinks  small  goodness  fastest  goes.^ 
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[Act  v.,  Sc.  a.] 


THE  CONSPIRACY.'  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1638]. 
BY  HENRY  KILLIGREW  [1613-17001.  AUTHOR'S 
AGE  17  [21] 

The  Ritfhtfxd  Heir  to  the  Grown  kept  from  his  inheritance :  an 
Angel  singe  to  him  slesping. 

Song. 

While  Morpheus  thus  does  gently  lay 
His  powerful  chai-ge  upon  eaeh  part, 

Making  thy  spirits  ev'n  obey 

The  silver'  charms  of  hia  dull  art ; 

I,  thy  Good  Angel,  from  thy  side, — 

As  smoke  doth  fVoni  the  altar  rise, 
Making  no  noise  as  it  doth  glide, — 

Will  leave  thee  in  this  soft  surprise ; 

And  from  the  clouds*  will  fetch  thee  down 

A  holy  *  vision,  to  express 
Thy  right  unto  an  earthly  crown  ; 

No  power  can  make  thin  kingdom  less. 

But  gently,  gently,  lest  I  bring 

A  start  in  sleep  by  sudden  flight. 
Playing  aloof,  and  hovering, 

Till  I  am  lost  unto  the  sight. 

This  is  a  motion  still  and  soft ; 

So  free  from  noi.sc  and  cry. 
Thai  Jove  himself,  who  heare  a  thought. 

Knows  not  when  we  pa8s  by.' 

[Act  u^  Sc.  1.] 

'  [Foi  other  exttacts  from  Davenport  see  note  to  p-  400.] 

'(Also  called  "  Paltantns  and  Eudora".     Sec  ed.  1653,  Kil.  p.  t6.] 

»f"  Stiller.')  •["Heavens."]  •[■'Livdy.'T 

*[See  alio  pages  Sbj,  572  and  574.] 
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TOTTENHAM  COURT. 

PRODUCED    1633]. 
ISHED  1638] 


A  COMEDY  [PUBMSHED  1638: 
BY   THOMAS  NABBS  [FLOUR^ 


Lovers  Pwrsued. 
WoRTHtiuoD,  Beuxahie,  OS  iravtUvng  together  before  daylight. 

Worth.  Come,  niv  Delight ;  let  not  such  painted  grie& 
Press  down  th^'  soul :   the  darknesti  but  presents 
Shadows  of  fear :  which  should  secure  us  best 
From  danger  of  pursuit. 

Bell.  Would  it  were  day ! 
My  apprehension  is  so  full  of  horror ; 
I  think  each  sound,  the  air's  light  motion 
Makes  in  the^  tliickcta,  is  my  Uncle's  voice, 
Threat'ning  our  ruins. 

Worth.  Let  his  mge  peraist 
To  enterprise  a  vengeance,  we'll  prevent  it. 
Wrapt  in  the  arms  of  Nieht,  ttutt  favours  Loven, 
We  hitherto  ha%'e  'scaped  his  eager  search  ; 
And  are  arrived  near  Londou.     Sure  I  hear 
The  Bridge's  cataracts,  and  .sut:h-like  murmurs 
As  night  and  sleep  yield  from  a  populous  numl»er. 

Bell.  But  when  will  it  be  day  ?  the  light  hath  comfort ; 
Our  first  of  useful  senses  being  lost. 
The  rest  are  less  dehghted. 

Worth.  Th'  early  Cock 
Hath  sung  his  summons  to  the  day*s  approach  : 
Twill  instantly  appear.     Why  startled.  Btjllamie  ? 

Bell.  Did  no  amazing  sounds  arrive  thy  ear  ? 
Prav,  listen. 

Worth.  Come,  come ;  'tis  thy  fear  suggests 
Illusive  fancies.     Under  Love's  protection 
We  may  presume  of  safety. 

(Within.)  Follow^ follow^ follow. 

Bell.  Aye  me,  'tis  sure  my  Uncle ;  dear  Love  Wortbgood  ? 

Worth.  Astonishment  hath  seiz'd  my  faculties. 
Mv  Love,  my  Bellamie,  ha  ! 

Bell.  Dost  thou  forsake  me,  Worthgood  ? 

{Exity  aa  losing  him.} 

WortfL  Where's  my  Love  ? 
Dart  from  thy  silver  crescent  one  fair  beam 
Through  this  black  air,  thou  Groverness  of  Night, 
To  shew  me  whither  she  is  led  by  fear. 
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Thuu  enviuut)  Dai'knesa,  to  assist  us  here, 
And  then  prove  fatal ! 

(Witkin.)  Follow f  follow f follow. 

Wortfi.  Silence  your  uoi»c,  yc  clamorous  ministers 
Of  this  injustice.     Uellauiie  is  lost ; 
She's  lost  to  me.     Not  her  fierce  Uncle's  rage. 
Who  whets  your  eager  aptness  to  pursue  me 
Witb  threaU  or  promises ;  nor  his  painted  toron 
or  laws'  severity  ;  could  ever  work 
Upon  the  temper  of  mv  resolute  soul 
To  soften  it  to  fear,  till  she  was  lost. 
Not  uU  the  illusive  horrors,  wliich  the  night 
Presents  unto  th'  imagination, 
T  affright  a  guilty  conscience,  could  poase-ss  me. 
While  I  possess 'd  my  Love.     The  dismal  shrieks 
Of  fatal  owls,  aud  groan-s  of  dying  mundmkes. 
Whilst  her  soR  palm  warra'd  mine,  were  music  to  me, — 
Their  light  appears. — No  safety  does  consist 
In  ptk^ion  or  complaints.     Night,  let  thine  arms 
Again  assist  inc  ;  and,  if  no  kind  minister 
Of  better  fate  guide  me  to  Bellamie, 
Be  thou  eternal. 

( Witkin.)  Follow,  follow^  follow.  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.^] 

Bellakiie,  alone,  in  Marybone  Park. 

Bell.  The  day  begins  to  break ;  and  trembUng  Light, 
As  if  affrighted  with  this  night's  disaster, 
Steals  thro*  the  farthest  air,  and  by  degree* 
Salutes  my  weary  longing^.^ — U,  my  Wortligood, 
Tliy  presence  would  have  cbeckt  these  passions; 
And  shot  delight  thro'  all  the  misLs  of  sadness. 
To  guide  my  fear  safe  thro'  the  paths  of  danger  :  * 
Now  [new]  fears  assault  me. — "lis  a  woman's  voice. 
She  sings;  and  in  her  music's  cheerfulness 
Seems  to  express  the  freedom  of  a  heart-, 
Not  chain'd  to  any  passions.* 

Song,  within. 

What  a  dainty  life  the  Milkmaid  leads ! 
When  over  the  Howery  meads 
She  dabbles  in  the  dew. 
And  sings  to  her  cow  ; 
And  feels  not  the  pain 


■  [Nabbe»'i  Worht.  ed.  Bullen,  1887,  voL  i.] 
>  [Two  lines.] 
VOL.  IV.— 29 


)  [Two  linu  omittad.] 
*[Two  lines,] 
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Of  Love  or  Disdain. 

She  sleeps  in  the  night,  tho*  she  toils  in  the  day, 
And  uicrrilv  passeth  her  time  away. 
Bell.  Oh,  might  I  change  my  miners 
For  8uch  a  shape  of  quiet !  ^ 

[Ac?t  i.,  Sc.  3.] 


THE  [LIFE  OF  THE]  DUCHESS  OF  SUFFOLK.  AN 
HISTORICAL  PLAY  [PUBLISHED  1631].  BY  T. 
HEYWOOD  [RE.VLLY  BY  TUUNLVti  DUEWE] 

A  Tragic  PivrsuU. 

The  DiichesSyWitk  her  little  child,  preparing  to  escape  by  night 
from  the  reUntleaa  persecution  of  the  Romaniata. 

Duch.  (to  the  Nurse)  Give  me  ray  child,  and  mantJe  j — now 
Heaven's  pleasure  : 
Farewell  ;-^umc  life  or  death,  I'll  hug  my  treasure. 
Nay,  chide  not,  pretty  babe  ;*  our  enemies  come  : 
Thy  crying  wiJl  pronotmce  thy  mother's  doom. 
Be  thou  but  still ; 
This  gate  may  shade  us  from  their  envious  Mrill.*  {Exit.) 

{A  noise  of  Jhirsitera.     She  re-enters.) 

Duch.  Oh  fear,  what  art  thou  ?  lend  me  wings  to  fly  ; 
Direct  uie  in  this  plunge  of  misery- 
Nature  has  taught  the  Child  obedience; 
Thou  hast  been  humble  to  thy  mothei-'s  wish. 
O  let  mc  kiss  these  duteous  lips  of  ttiine, 
Tlittt  would  not  kill  thy  mother  with  aery. 
Now  forward,  whither  heav'n  directs ;  for  I 
Can  guide  nu  better  than  thiue  infancy. 
Here  arc  two  Pilgrims  bound  for  Lyon  Quay/ 
And  neither  knows  one  footstep  of  the  wav. 

{Noise  again  heard.) 

Duch.  Return  you  ?  then  'tis  time  to  shift  me  hence.* 

(Ejsit,  and  prettently  re-ent»tv.) 

Duch.  Thus  far,  but  hcav*!!  knows  where,  we  have  escaped 
The  eager  pursuit  of  our  enemies. 
Having  for  guidance  my  attentive  feai'- 


•] 


'p'or  anoihei  ezuaci  botn  Nabbes,  see  p.  501. 

•[Two  and  a  half  lines  omitted,] 

*  Vtom  which  place  she  bop«H  to  embaik  for  Fixaitn. 


•[Aline.] 


in«  lines.] 
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Still  I  look  luck,  still  start  mj  tired  feet. 
Which  never  till  now  measured  London  street ; 
My  Honours  scom'd  that  custom  ;  they  would  ride ; 
Now  forcMl  to  walk,  more  woarv  {Jain  to  bide. 
Thou  slmlt  not  do  so,  child  ;  lil  carry  thee 
In  Sorrow's  arms  to  welcome  misery. 
Custom  must  steel  thy  youth  with  pinching  want. 
That  thy  great  birth  in  age  may  beai-  with  scant. 
Sleep  peaceably,  »weet  duck,  and  make  no  noi^e ; 
Mctniiik)}  each  step  is  death's  arresting  voice. 
Wc  shall  meet  nurse  anon;  a  dug  will  come. 
To  please  my  quiet  in&nt :  when,  nurse,  when  ? 


[Act  ii.'] 


The  Duchess,  pereecuied  from  place  to  place,  with  Beriy,  her 
Busbdnd,  takes  cfymfortfrovn  her  Baby's  smiUs. 

Ditch.  Yet  wc  have  scaped  the  danger  of  our  foes ; 
Antl  I,  that  whilom  was  exceed iTijf  weak 
llirough  my  hard  triivail  in  this  infant's  birth, 
Am  now  grown  strong  upon  necessity. 
How  forwurdji  art-  wc  towards  Windham  Castle? 

Beriy.  Just  half  um*  way  :  but  we  have  lust  our  friends, 
Thro*  the  hot  pumuit  of  our  enemies. 

Ditch.  We  are  not  utterly  devoid  of  friendfi ; 
Behold,  the  young  Lord  Willoughbv  smiles  on  us : 
And  'tis  great  help  to  have  a  Lord  our  frieod. 

[Act  iv.] 


THE  PARLIAMENT  OF  BEES» 

Oberon.    Floea,  a  Bee. 

Ober.  A  female  Bee  I  thy  character? 

Flo.  Flora,  Oberon's  Giu-dener, 
Huswife  both  of  her1>s  and  flowers, 
To  strew  thy  shrine,  and  trim  thy  bowers, 
Willi  violets,  roses,  cfjlantine, 
Dtitfaduwn,  and  blue  columbine. 
Hath  forth  the  hosoni  of  the  Spring 
IMuckt  this  nos^ay>  which  I  bring 


'[Ed.  of  1631.] 


'[Divided  Into  " Chanctcri  or  Colloquies".] 
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From  Eleusis  (mine  own  shrine) 
To  thee,  a  Monarch  all  divine ; 
And,  as  true  impost  of  my  grove, 
Present  it  to  great  Oberon's  love. 

Ober.  Honey  dews  refresh  tiiy  meads. 
Cowslips  spring  with  gulden  heads  ; 
July-riowers  and  carnations  wear 
Leaves  double-streakt,  with  maiden-hair ; 
May  thy  lilies  taller  grow. 
Thy  violets  fuller  sweetnois  owe  ; 
And  laRt  of  all,  may  l*ha?bus  love 
To  kiss  thee:  and  frcnjuent  thy  grove 
jVs  thou  in  liervice  true  shalt  be 
Unto  our  crown  and  royalty.  [Ch.  xi,*] 

Oberon  holds  a  Court,  in  which  he  aenUnces  the  Wasp, 
Drone,  and  the  Jitimhle-bee,  for  divers  offences  agaiviat  the 
Commonvjeaiih  of  Bees. 

OiiEitoN.     IVoKKx,  his  Viceroy^  and  other  Beea. 

Pro.  And  whither  must  these  flieii  be  sent? 

Oher.  To  Everlasting  Uani^hment. 
Underneath  two  hanging  rocks 
(Where  Imbbling  Echo  sits  and  mocks 
Poor  travuliers)  there  lies  a  grove. 
With  whom  the  riim'a  so  out  of  love, 
He  never  smiles  on't :  pale  Despair 
Calls  it  his  Monarchal  Chair. 
Kruit  hulf-ripe  hang  rivell'd  and  shrunk 
On  broken  arms,  torn  from  the  trunk : 
The  moorish  pools  stand  empty,  left 
By  water,  stoi'n  by  cunning  theft 
To  hollow  banks,  driven  out  by  snakes, 
Adders,  and  newts,  that  man  these  lakes : 
The  mossy  leaves,  half-swelter'd,  serv'd 
^Vs  beds  for  vermin  hunger-sterv'd  : 
The  woods  are  yew-trees,  Ijent  and  broke 
By  whirlwinds ;  here  and  there  an  oak, 
lialf-clcft  with  thunder.     To  this  grove 
We  banish  them. 

Culprits.  Some  mercy,  Jove ! 

Ober.  You  should  have  cried  so  in  your  youth. 
When  Chronos  and  his  daughter  Truth 
Sojourn'd  among  you  ;  when  yuu  ^^nt 
\VhoIe  years  in  riotous  merriment. 
'[D*/*  Worki,cd.  Bullen,  iSSt.] 
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Thrusting  poor  Bees  out  of  their  hives, 
Sei7.ing  hotn  honey,  wax,  and  lives. 
You  should  have  call'd  for  mercy  when 
You  impaled  common  blossoms  ;  when, 
Instead  of  giving  poor  Bees  food. 
You  ate  their  flesh,  and  drank  their  blood. 
Fairien,  thrust  *em  to  their  fate.* 

Oberon  then  conjlmis  Prortx  in  hi$  GovemmeTU  ;  and  break* 

up  Session. 

Ober.  now  adieu  ! 

Prorex  shall  again  renew 
Hii*  potent  reign  :  the  massy  world 
Whirh  in  glittering  orlw  is  hurl'd 
About  the  poles,  be  I^rd  of :  we 
Only  reserve  our  Royalty — 

Field  Jfusic."  Oberon  must  away  ; 
For  us  our  gentle  Fairies  stay  : 
In  the  mountains  and  the  rocks 
We'll  hunt  the  Grey,  and  little  Fox, 
Who  destroy  our  lambs  at  feed, 
And  spoil  the  nests  where  turtles  feed. 

[Ch.  Mi.«] 


DAVID    AND    BETHSABE.     A    SACRED    DRAMA.* 
GEORGE    PEELE,    1699 

Nathak.     David. 

Natk.  Thus  Nathan  saith  unto  his  Lord  the  King  : 
There  were  two  men  Iwth  dwellers  in  one  towu ; 
The  one  wa«  mightv,  and  excee<ling  rich 
In  oxen,  sheep,  antf  cattle  of  the  Held  ; 
The  other  poor,  having  nor  ox,  nor  calf, 
Nur  other  cattle,  save  one  little  lamb, 
Which  he  had  bought,  and  uomnsh'd  by  his  hand, 
And  it  grew  up,  and  fed  with  him  and  "his. 
And  ate  and  drank  as  he  and  his  were  wout. 
And  in  bis  bosom  slept,  and  was  to  live 


BY 


'[Sixteen  lines  omitted.] 
*[See  also  page  401.] 


"The  hum  of  Beei. 

*  [Hot  divided  into  acu.] 
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Aft  wu  Im  <Uu^ter  or  hit  dearest  dnU. — 

Tbere  cmme  «  stniu^  to  thii  woaHhT  niH* 

And  be  reAuedano  ipsred  to  takehu  own. 

Or  of  hk  store  to  dnm  or  nMke  hk  meat. 

But  took  the  poor  ana's  Aeep,  partlj  poor  man's  store ; 

And  drest  it  for  this  lAraager  in  bis  boose. 

Wbst,  tej)  toe,  shall  be  done  to  Um  for  tbis? 

Dav.  Sow,  as  tbe  Lord  doth  Hre,  this  wicked  man 
b  judgedf  and  iliall  beoonit!  the  (Aiild  of  death ; 
Fourfold  to  thf  poor  man  he  shall  restore^ 
'Iliiit  without  mercy  took  his  lamb  airaj. 

N(Uh.  Thoc  avt  tmf.  uan,  and  thoc  hast  jcdccs  THYSKU'.- 
David,  thoB  saith  the  Lord  thy  God  by  me  : 
I  thee  anointed  King  in  Israel, 
And  saved  thee  from  the  t^Tanny  of  Saal ; 
Iliy  master^s  huuse  I  gnvu  thee  to  puseBS, 
His  wives  unto  thy  bosom  I  did  give. 
And  Juda  and  Jerusalem  withal  ; 
And  might,  thou  knoir'st,  if  this  bad  been  too  small. 
Have  given  thee  more. 

Wherefore  then  haat  thou  gone  so  far  astray. 
And  hast  done  evil,  and  sinned  in  my  sight  ? 
Urias  thou  hast  killed  witli  the  sword, 
Yea  with  the  sword  of  the  un circumcised 
That  hast  him  slain ;  wherefore  from  this  day  forth 
Tbe  sword  shall  never  go  from  thee  and  thine : 
For  thou  hast  ta'en  this  Hithite's  wife  to  thee ; 
Wherefore  Ijehold  I  will,  saith  Jat-ob's  God, 
In  thine  own  hoiine  stir  evil  up  to  thee. 
Yea  I  before  thy  face  will  take  thy  wives, 
And  give  them  to  thy  neighbour  to  possess. 
Tliis  shall  be  done  to  David  in  the  day, 
Thnt  Israel  openlv  may  see  thy  shame 

Dav.  Nathan,  \  have  against  the  Lord,  I  have 
Sinned,  oh  sinned  grievously,  and  lo  ! 
Fnim  heaven's  throne  doth  David  throw  himself. 
And  groan  and  grovel  to  tbe  gates  of  hell. 

/fath.  David,  stand  up ;  thus  saith  the  Lord  by  me, 
David  the  King  shall  live,  for  he  hath  seen 
The  true  ref>entftnt  sorrow  of  thy  heart ; 
liut  for  Uiou  liaHt  in  this  ntisdeed  of  thine 
Stirr'd  up  the  enemies  of  Israel 
To  triumph  and  blaspheme  the  Ixtrd  of  Hosts, 
A'ld  say,  *'  Ue  (vet  a  wicked  man  to  reign 
Over  his  loved  people  and  bis  tribes ; " 
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Tlie  Child  shall  surely  die,  that  erst  was  bom. 
His  Mother's  sin,  his  Kindly  Father's  scoro. 

Dav.  How  jast  is  Jocod'b  God  in  all  his  works ! 
But  mast  it  die,  that  David  loveth  m  ? 
O  that  the  mighty  one  of  Israel 
Nil]  change  his  doom,  and  »iyfl  the  Dabe  must  die ! 
Mourn,  Israel,  and  ncep  in  Sion  gates  ; 
Wither,  ye  ocdar  trees  of  I^banon  ; 
Ye  sprouting  almonds  with  your  flowing  tops, 
Droop,  drown,  and  drench  in  Hebron's  fearful  streams  : 
The  Babe  must  die,  that  was  to  David  born, 
His  Mother's  sin,  his  Kingly  Father's  scorn.  [Sc.  3,*] 

AbsaU)N,  rebelling. 

Now  for  the  crown  and  throne  of  Israel, 

To  be  confimi'd  with  virtue  of  my  sword. 

And  writ  with  David's  blood  upon  the  blade. 

Now,  Jove,*  let  forth  the  golden  firmament, 

And  look  on  him  with  all  thy  fiery  eyes. 

Which  thou  hast  made  to  give  their  glories  light. 

To  shew  thou  lovest  the  virtue  of  thy  hand, 

Let  fall  a  wreath  of  stars  upon  my  head. 

Whose  influence  may  govern  Israel 

With  state  exceeding  nil  her  other  Kings. 

Fight,  Lords  and  Captains,  that  your  Sovereign 

May  shine  in  honour  brighter  than  the  sun 

And  Mth  the  virtue  of  my  beauteous  rays 

Make  this  fair  Land  as  fruitful  ss  the  fields, 

That  with  sweet  milk  and  liouey  overflowed. 

God  in  the  whissing  of  a  pleasant  wind 

Shall  march  upon  the  tops  of  mulberry  treea, 

To  cool  all  breasts  that  bum  with  any  grieft  ; 

As  whilom  he  was  good  to  Moyscs'  men. 

By  day  the  Lord  Khali  sit  withm  a  cloud. 

To  guide  your  footsteps  to  the  fields  of  joy  ; 

^Viid  in  the  night  a  pillar  bright  as  fire 

Shall  go  before  you  like  a  second  siui. 

Wherein  the  Essence  of  his  Godhead  is  ; 

That  day  and  night  you  may  be  brought  to  peace, 

And  never  swerve  from  that  delightsome  path 

That  leads  your  soul  to  perfect  happiness  : 

This  he  shall  do  for  joy  when  I  am  King. 

Then  fight,  brave  Captains,  that  these  joys  may  fly 

Into  your  bD»oms  with  sweet  victory. 

•••••••      [Scl2entii-e,] 

>[Fede*«  Works,  ed.  Bullen,  vol.  n.]  "Jove,  for  Jehovah. 
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Absalok,  triv/mphant. 

Ahs.  First  Absalon  was  by  the  trumpet's  sound 
Proclaini'd  tliru'  Hebron  King  of  Israel  ; 
And  now  is  set  in  fair  Jerusalem 
With  complete  state  and  glory  of  a  crown, 
Fiflv  fair  footmen  by  my  chariot  run  ; 
And  to  the  air,  whoso  rapture  rings  my  fame. 
Where'er  I  ride,  they  offfer  reverence. 
Why  should  not  Absalon,  that  in  his  face 
Carricii  the  final  purpose  of  his  God, 
(That  is  to  work  Inm  grace  in  Israel), 
Endeavour  to  achieve  with  all  his  strength 
The  state  that  most  may  satisly  his  joy — 
Keeping  his  statutes  and  his  covenants  sure  ? 
His  thunder  is  intanf^Ietl  in  my  hair» 
And  with  my  beauty  is  his  lightning  quench'd. 
I  am  the  man  he  made  to  glory  in» 
When  by  the  errors  of  niv  father's  sin 
He  lost  the  |)ath,  that  led  unto  the  Land 
WHierewith  our  chosen  ancestors  were  blest. 


[Sc.9.>i 


A  LOOKING  GLASS  FOR  ENGLAND  AND  LONDON.  A 
TRAGI-COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1594].^  BY  THORLAS 
LODGE  [15o8?-1685]  AND  llOBEUT  GREEN  [1560?- 
1592] 

Alvida,  Pa/ramowr  to  Rasni,  the  Oreat  King  of  Assyria,  courts 
a  petty  King  of  Cilicia. 

Alv.  Ladies,  go  ait  you  down  amidst  this  bower. 
And  let  the  Eunuchs  play  you  all  asleep : 
Put  garlands  nimie  of  roses  on  vour  heads, 
And  play  the  wantons,  whilst  I  talk  awhile. 

LfMies.  Thou  beautiful  of  all  the  world,  we  will.  (Exeunt) 

Alv.   King  of  Cilicia,  kind  and  courteous  ; 
Like  to  thyself,  because  a  lovely  King  ; 
Come  lay  thee  down  upon  thy  Mistre&s'  knee. 
And  I  will  sing  and  talk  of  Love  to  thee. 

CU.  Most  gracious  Paragon  of  excellence, 

*  [For  othei  cxtiacti  fiotn  Peele  ice  note  to  p.  13.I 

*[Not  divided  into  Actn.     See  Lodge's  Worki,  ed.  Tor  the  Hunterian  Clubi  if 
vol.  iv..  pp.  45-47.     For  another  extract  from  Uodgc  see  p.  569.1 
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It  fits  not  such  an  abject  wretch  m  I 

To  talk  with  Ha.sni*s  Paramour  and  Love. 

Alv.  To  talk,  8wcet  I'riend !  who  would  not  talk  with  thee? 
Oh  be  not  coy  ;  art  thou  not  only  fair? 

imc  twine  thine  arms  about  this  snow-white  neck, 

love-uesl  for  the  Great  Assyrian  King. 
Blushing  I  tell  ihce,  fair  Cilician  Prince, 
None  hut  thj-stU"  can  merit  Ruch  a  grace. 

Cil.  Madam,  I  hope  you  mean  not  for  to  mock  me. 

Alv.  No,  Kiuy,  fair  King,  ray  meaning  is  to  yoke  thee, 
Hear  nie  but  sing  of  Love :  then  by  my  Rlghx, 
My  tears,  uiy  glancuig  looks,  my  changed  cheer, 
Thou  shall  perceive  how  I  do  hold  thee  dear. 

CiL  Sing,  madam,  if  you  please  ;  but  love  in  jest. 

Alv.  Nay,  1  will  love,  and  sigh  at  every  jest. 

(She  einga.) 

Beauty t  alas  !  where  waH  thou  6orn, 
TJitts  to  hold  thyself  in  acorriy 
When  09  Beauty  hias'd  to  woo  tkw ;  ' 
Thou  by  Beauty  dost  undo  me. 
neigko^  deepiae  me  not. 

I  and  thou  in  sooth  are  one. 

Fairer  thov^  I  fairer  none : 

Wanton  thou ;  and,  •wilt  thou^  wanton^ 

Yield  a  cruel  fuart  to  plant  on  f 

Do  m«  rights  and  do  me.  reason ; 

Cruelty  ia  curaed  treason, 

Heigho,  J  love ;  heighoy  I  love  ; 

Seigho,  and  yet  he  eyes  me  n^t. 

Oil.  Madam,  your  Song  is  passing  pa.s8ionate. 

Alv.  And  wilt  thou  then  not  pity  my  estate? 

CU.  Ask  love  of  them  who  pity  may  impart.  I 

Alv.  I  ask  of  thee,  sweet ;  tnnu  hant  stoic  my  heart. 

CiL  Your  love  is  fixed  on  a  greater  King. 

Alv.  Tut,  women's  love — it  is  a  fickle  thing. 
I  love  my  Rasni  for  my  dignity  : 
I  love  f'ilician  King  for  his  sweet  eye. 
I  love  my  Itasni,  since  he  rules  tlie  world : 
Hut  more  I  love  this  Kingly  little  world. 
How  sweet  he  looks ! — O  were  I  Cynthia's  sphere. 
And  thou  Endymion,  I  Khould  bold  thee  dear: 
llius  should  mine  arms  be  spread  about  thy  neck, 
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Thus  would  I  ktHs  my  Love  at  every  beck. 
Thutu  would  I  ftigh  to  see  tht?e  sweetly  sleep; 
And  if  thou  wak'st  not  soon,  thus  would  1  weep ; 
Aud  thus,  and  tliu&,  and  thus :  thus  much  1  lore  thee. 


TETHYS'  FESTIVAL  [PLAYED  AN'D  PUBUSHED  1610].' 
BY  SAMUEL  DANIEL 

SoTig  at  a  CovjH  Mcisfjue. 

Are  they  shadows  that  we  see 

And  can  shadows  pleasure  give  ? — 

Pleasures  only  shadows  be» 

Cast  by  bodies  we  concf  ive  ; 

And  are  made  the  things  we  deem 

In  those  Hgur&>  which  they  seem. — 

But  these  pleasures  vanish  fast. 

Which  by  shadows  are  esurest : — 

Pleasures  are  not,  if  they  litft ; 

In  their  passinL;  is  their  best. 

Glory  is  m<»t  bright  and  gay 

In  a  Hash,  and  so  away. 

Feed  apace  then,  gret'dy  eves, 

On  the  wonder  you  behold  ; 

Take  it  sudden  as  it  flies, 

Tho'  you  take  it  not  to  hold  : 

When  vour  eyes  have  done  their  part, 

Oliougfit  must  lengthen  it  in  the  neart.^ 


THE  SILVER  AGE.     AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY  [PLAYED 
1612:  PUBLISHED  1613].     BY  THOMAS  HEYWOOD 

Proaerpine  seeking  Plowera. 

FroB.  O  may  these  meadows  ever  barren  be, 
That  yield  of  nowers  no  more  variety  ! 
Here  neither  is  the  White  nor  Sanguine  Kosc, 
The  Strawberry  Flower,  the  Paunce,  nor  Violet ; 

'[Not  divided  into  Act&.     See  Grouirl's  ed.  o(  Ilsniel.  voL  (u.,  p.  3J0.] 
*[For  other  extracts  trom  Daniel  bcc  page  zitt.J 
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Methinks  I  have  too  poor  a  meadow  cboM: 
Goiug  to  beg,  I  am  with  h  Beggar  met. 
That  wonts  as  much  as  I.      I  should  do  ill 
To  take  from  them  that  need. — - 


[Act  iii.'] 


Ceres,  aft«r  ike  Rape  of  her  Daughter. 

Cer.  Where  is  nay  fair  and  lovely  Proserpine  ? 
Speak,  Jove's  fair  Daughter,  whither  art  tliou  stray'd  f 
I  ve  sought  the  meadows,  glebes,  and  new-reap'd  fields 
Yet  caonot  find  my  Child.     Her  «catter'd  flowers, 
And  ^rlaiid  Imlf  made  up,  I  have  lit  upon ; 
But  her  I  cAniiot  ttpy.     Behold  the  trace 
Of  some  strange  wagon,'  that  hath  scortht  the  trees, 
And  singed  the  graas:  these  ruts  the  sun  ne'er  Hear*d. 
Where  art  thou.  Love,  where  art  thou,  Proserpine  ? — 


[Act  iii.] 


Cer. 


She  questions  Triton  for  her  Dodtghter. 
-thou  that  on  thy  shelly  trumpet 


Summons  the  sea-god,  answer  from  the  depth. 

Trit.  On  Neptune's  sea-horse  with  my  conciive  trump 
Thro'  all  the  abyss  I've  shrillM  thv  daughter's  loss. 
The  rhannelR  clothed  in  waters,  the  low  cities 
Tn  which  the  water-godB  and  sea-nympbs  dwell, 
I  have  perused  :  sought  thro'  whole  woods  and  forcrts 
Of  leafless  coral,  planted  in  the  deepn ; 
Toss'd  up  the  bens  of  pearl ;  rousea  up  huge  whales, 
And  stem  «ea-monsters,  from  their  rocky  dens ; 
Those  bottoms,  bottomless;  shallows  and  shelves. 
And  all  tiiose  currents  where  th'  earth's  springs  break  in 
Those  plains  where  Neptune  feeds  his  porpoises. 
Sea-morses,  seals,  and  all  his  cattle  else : 
Thro'  all  our  ebbs  and  tides  my  Irump  hath  bla:»d  her. 
Yet  can  uo  cavern  shew  me  Proserpine.' 

She  qti,estioTi8  the  Earth. 

Cer.  Fair  sister  Earth,  for  all  these  beauteous  fields, 
Spread  o'er  thy  breast ;  for  all  the*e  fertile  crops, 
VVith  which  mv  plenty  hath  enrich'd  thy  bosom ; 
For  all  those  nch  and  pleasant  wreaths  of  grain. 
With  which  so  oft  thy  temples  I  have  crowned  ; 


^  [PcaxiiOn'a  cd.,  vol.  iii.,  p.  135.] 

'  ["  ir  heaven  not  sea,  then  search  thy  bosom  earth."] 


'Thecarof  DiK. 
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For  all  Uie  yeariy  liveries,  and  fresh  robes, 
Upon  thy  summer  beauty  I  bestow— 
Shew  mc  niv  Child! 

Ea/rtk.  Kot  in  revenge,  fair  Ceres, 
TliAt  vour  retiionieless  ploughs  have  rak*t  my  breaxt, 
Nor  that  vour  iron-toolh'd  hamiws  print  my  face 
So  full  of  WTinkles  ;  that  you  di^  my  sides 
For  marie  and  soil,  uuii  make  me  bleed  my  springs 
Thro'  all  my  open'd  veins  to  weaken  me — 
Do  I  conceal  your  daughter.     1  have  spread 
My  armii  from  »ea  to  sea,  look'd  o'er  my  niountainis 
Examin'd  ull  my  pastures,  groves,  and  pluins. 
Marshes  and  wolds,  my  wootls  and  rhanipain  Heldfi, 
My  dens  and  caves — and  yet,  from  foot  to  head, 
1  have  no  place  ou  which  the  Moon '  doth  tread. 

Cer.  Then,  £^arth,  thou*f(t  lost  her ;  and  for  Proserpine, 
FII  strike  thee  with  a  lasting  banenness. 
No  more  shall  plenty  crowp  thy  fertile  brows; 
ni  break  thy  ploughs,  thy  oxen  murrain-strike: 
With  idle  agues  I'll  conitume  thy  swains ; 
Sow  tares  and  cockles  in  thy  lands  of  wheal. 
Whose  spikes  the  weed  and  cooch-gra^  shall  outgrow. 
And  choke  it  in  the  blade.     The  rotten  .showers 
Shall  drown  Ihy  seed,  which  the  hoi  sun  shall  parch. 
Or  mildews  rot;  and  what  remainit,  Hliall  be 
A  prey  to  ravenous  birds,— Oh  Proserpine ! — 
You  6ods  that  dwell  above,  and  vou  below. 
Both  of  the  woodii  and  gardens,  rivu^  brooks, 
Fountains  and  wells,  luime  one  among  you  all 
Shew  me  her  self  or  grave :  to  you  I  call. 

Arttkuaa  riseth. 

Are.  That  can  the  river  Arethusa  do. 
My  streams  yoii  know,  fair  GoddesA,  issue  forth 
From  Tartarj-  by  the  Tcnarian  isles : 
My  head's  in  Hell  where  Stvgion  l*luto  reigus, 
Tfiere  did  J  see  the  lovely  1  roser|»ine. 
Whom  INuto  hath  rapt  hence :  behold  her  girdle. 
Which  on  her  way  dropt  irom  her  lovely  waist, 
And  iicatter'd  in  uiy  streams. — ^Fair  Queen,  adieu  ! 
Crown  you  my  banks  with  flowers,  as  I  tell  true. 

[Act  iii.,  pp.  138-V 

1  Proaerpine ;  who  was  also  Luna  in  Heaven.  [Mana  on  Eaith. 
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I 


I 


THE    GOLDEN    AGE.      AN    HISTORICAL    PLAY    [PUB- 
LISHED 1611].     BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR 

SibiUa,ihe  Wife  of  Saiv,m,i%  by  kim  enjoined  to  slay  the  new- 
bom  Jupiter.     None  can  do  it  for  his  smiles. 

SiBiLLA.     Vesta.     Nurse. 

Sib.  Mother,  of  ail  that  ever  mothers  were 
Most  wretched !     Kiss  thy  sweet  babe  ere  he  die. 
That  hnth  life  only  lent  to  suffer  death. 
Sweet  Lad,  I  would  thy  father  saw  thee  smile. 
Thy  beauty,  oiid  thy  pretty  infuiicVt 
Would  uiollify  Ids  heart,  were't  hew'd  from  flint, 
Or  can*ed  with  iron  tools  from  Corsic  rock. 
Thou  lau>;h'ht  to  think  thou  must  be  kill'd  in  jest. 
Oh !  if  thou  ueedd  muttt  die,  I'll  be  thy  murthcrets. 
And  kill  thee  with  my  kisses,  pretty  knave. — 
And  canst  thou  laugh  to  see  tnv  mother  weep  ? 
Or  art  thou  in  thy  cheerful  smiles  so  free. 
In  scorn  of  thy  rude  father's  tvnuiny  ? ' 
V\\  kiss  tiiee  ere  I  kill  Uiee :   fur  my  life 
The  Lad  so  smiles,  I  cannot  hold  the  knife. 

Vest.  Then  give  him  me  ;  I  am  his  Grandmother, 
And  1  will  kill  nim  gently ;  this  sad  office 
Belongs  to  me,  as  to  the  next  of  kin. 

Sib.  For  fieaven'a  sake,  when  you  kill  him,  hurt  kim  not. 

Vent,  t'ome,  little  knave,  prepare  your  naked  throat 
I  have  not  heart  to  give  thee  many  wounds. 
My  kindness  is  to  t^Le  thy  life  at  ouco. 
Now — 

Alat^k,  my  pretty  Grandchild,  smilest  thou  still  ? 
I  have  luRt  to  kiss,  but  have  no  heart  to  kill. 

iVu-rse.  You  may  be  careless  of  the  King's  command. 
But  it  concerns  nie  ;  and  I  love  mv  life 
More  than  I  do  a  Stripling's.*     Give  him  me, 
I'll  make  him  sure ;  a  sharp  weapon  lend, 
I'll  quickly  bring  the  Youngster  to  his  end. — 
Alack,  mv  pretty  knave,  'twere  more  than  sin 
With  a  sharp  knife  to  touch  thy  tender  skin. 

0  Madam,  he's  so  full  of  angel  grace, 

1  cannot  strike,  he  smiles  m  in  my  face. 
Sib.  I'll  wink,  and  strike ;  come,  once  more  reach  him  hither ; 

For  Hie  he  must,  so  Saturn  hath  decreed  : 
'Los  for  a  world  I  would  not  see  him  bleed. 


[Forty-seven  lines  omitiEd.] 


»["SuctlingVT 
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SATIKO-MASTIX.'    A  COMEDY.    BY  THOMAS  DEC] 

1602" 

Horace.  What  could  I  do,  out  of  a  Just  revenge, 
But  bring  theui  to  the  Stage  i*  they  envy  me, 
Because  T  hold  more  worthy  company.  _^_ 

Demetriita.  Good  Horace,  no  ;  my  cheeks  do  blush  for  thine, 
j\b  ofXen  an  thou  sptuk'st  »o.     Wheix-  one  true 
And  nobly- virtuous  spirit  for  thy  best  part 
Loves  thee,  I  wish  one  ten  even  from  my  heart. 
I  make  account  I  put  up  as  deep  share 
III  any  good  man's  tove,  which  lliy  wurtli  owns. 
As  thou  thyself;  we  envy  not  to  see 
Thy  friends  with  bays  to  crown  thy  Poesy. 
No,  here  the  gall  lies  ;  we  that  know  what  stuff 
Thy  ver\'  heart  is  made  of,  know  the  stalk 
On  which  thy  learning  grows,  and  can  give  life 
To  thy  (once  dying)  baseness,  yet  must  we 
Dance  antics  on  thy  paper. 

Crispinus.  Tiiis  makes  us  angry,  but  not  envious. 
No  ;  were  thy  warpt  soul  put  in  a  new  mould, 
rd  wear  thee  as  a  jewel  set  in  gold. 


THE    ANTIPODES.       A    COMEDY     [PL'BLISHED     16^ 
PRODUCED    1638].      BY    RICHARD    BROME    [DIED 
165X?] 

IHrectiona  to  Players. 

Nobleman.  My  actors 

Are  all  in  readiness,  and  I  think  all  perfect 
But  one,  that  never  will  be  perfect  in  a  thing 
He  studies  ;  yet  he  makes  such  shifts  extempore, 
(Knowing  the  purpose  what  he  is  to  speak  to), 
That  he  moves  ntirth  in  me  'hove  all  the  rest. 
For  I  am  none  of  tliose  Pcxrtic  I''urie8, 
That  threats  the  actor's  life,  in  a  whole  Play 

^(Or  "The  UntrusHing  of  the  Hiimoious  Poet".) 

*ln  this  Comedy,  Ben  Jonwn,  undet  the  name  of  HorBce.  is  repiehendetl.  in 
retaliation  of  his  •'  Poelastoi  ; "  in  which  he  had  atucked  two  of  hii  Brother 
Dramatists,  probably  Marston  and  Decker,  under  the  name»  of  Ciispinus  and 
Demetrius. 

'[PearMm's  ed.,  vol.  i.,  p.  244.     Sec  p.  56  and  note  to  p.  59.] 
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[Act  ii^  Sc  l.>] 


That  addit  aHyllnlile,  or  takes  away. 

If  he  can  fribble  through,  and  move  delight 

In  others,  I  am  pleusea. — *     •     •     • 

Let  me  not  sec  vou  [act]  now, 

In  the  scholastic  way  Vou  brought  to  town  with  you, 

With  see-saw,  sack-a-(Iown,  like  a  sawyer; 

Nor  in  a  comic  scene  play  Hercules  Fmpens, 

Tearing  your  throat  to  split  the  audieuts'  ears; — 

And  yon.  Sir,  y""  had  got  a  trick  of  late 

Of  holdinj^  out  your  breech  in  a  set  speech ; 

Your  fingers  fibulatiiig  on  your  breast. 

As  if  your  biittmjs  or  your  bandstrings  were 

Helps  to  your  memory  ;  let  me  fiee  you  in't 

No  more,  I  charge  you.     No,  nor  you.  Sir, 

In  that  o*er-action  of  your  legs  I  told  you  of. 

Your  singles  and  v"ur  double-s— look  you — thu»^ 

Like  one  of  the  dancing-mastent  of  the  bear-garden  ; 

And  when  you've  spoke,  at  end  of  every  speech^ 

Not  minding  the  reply,  you  turn  you  round 

As  tumblers  do,  when  betwixt  every  feat 

lliey  gather  wind  by  firking  up  their  breeches. 

I'll  none  of  these  absui-dities  in  my  house  ; 

But  words  and  actions  married  so  together, 

That  shall  strike  harmony  in  the  cars  and  eyes 

Of  the  .severest,  if  judicious,  critics. 

Players.  My  Lord,  we  are  corrected. 

Nobleman.  Go,  be  ready. — 
But  you.  Sir,  are  Incorrigible,  and 
Take  licenc<!  to  yountelf  to  add  unto 
Your  parts  your  own  free  fancy  ;  and  sometimes 
To  alter  or  diminish  what  the  writer 
With  care  and  skill  composed  ;  and  when  you  are 
To  speak  to  your  Co-actors  in  the  scene. 
You  hold  interlocutions  with  the  audients. 

Player.  That  is  a  way,  my  Loni,  has  been  allowed 
On  elder  sUiges,  to  move  mirth  and  laughter. 

NobleTnan.  Yea,  in  the  days  of  Tarleton  and  Kemp, 
Before  the  Stage  was  purged  from  barluirism. 
And  brought  to  the  [lorfection  it  now  shines  with. 
Then  Fools  and  Jesters  s(>ent  their  wits,  because 
The  Poeta  were  wise  enough  to  save  their  own 
For  protitaliler  uses. — 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  «.] 


'  [Pearson's  ed.,  1873,  vol,  iiL,  p.  357.] 
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A  Doctor  humours  his  patient,  who  is  crazed  with  reading  lying 
books  of  travels,  by  preteTuHifig  that  he  himself  has  been  a 
great  traveller  in  his  time. 

Vi£&vx\KiyiY^  the  patient.     Dqctov..     Ladt. 

Peregrine,  All  the  world  over  have  you  been  ? 

Doctor,  Over  and  under  too. 

Per.  In  the  Antipodes  ? 

Doct.  Yes,  tlirough  and  thniugh. 
Nor  isle  nor  angle  in  the  other  world 
But  I  have  nmde  diseoven'  of.'     Do  you 
Think,  Sir,  to  the  Anti|HMies  such  a  journey  ? 

Per.  I  think  there's  none  beyond  it,  and  that  Mandevil  * 
Was  the  only  man  came  near  it 

Doct.  Mandevil  went  far. 

Per.  Beyond  alE  Knglish  legs  that  1  can  read  of. 

Doct.  What  think  you,  Sir,  of  Prake,  our  famous  couni 

Per.  Drake  wft.s  a  Didapper  to  Mandevil. 
Candish  and  Hawkins,  Frooishcr,  all  our  voyagers 
Went  short  of  Mandevil :  hut  hatl  he  rcoch'd 
To  thin  place — here — ^yes  here — this  wilderness ; 
And  seen  the  trees  of  the  sun  and  moon,  that  speak. 
And  told  King  Alcxandei*  of  his  dcatli ; 
He  then 

Had  left  a  passage  ope  for  travellers, 
That  now  is  kept  and  guarded  by  wild  beasts ; 
Dragons  and  seiiients,  elephants  while  and  blue  ; 
Unicorns  and  lions,  of  many  colours  ; 
And  monsters  more,  as  nuuil>erlcss  as  nameless. 

Doct.  Stay  there — 

Per.  Read  here  else  :  can  you  read  ? 
Is  it  not  true  ? 

Doct.  No  truer,  than  I  have  seen  it.* 
You  hear  me  not  deny  that  all  is  true. 
That  Mandevil  delivers  of  his  travels  ; 
Yet  I  myself  may  he  as  welt  believed. 

Per.  Since  you  speak  reverently  of  him,  sa^  on. 

Doct.  Of  P'urope  I'll  not  speak,  'tis  tno  near  home ; 
Who*s  not  familiar  with  the  Spanish  garb, 
Th'  Italian  ainge,  French  shrug,  and  German  hug? 
Nor  will  I  trotime  voii  with  my  observations 
Fetch'd  from  Arabia,  Paphlagonia, 
MesopotAmia,  Mauritania, 
Syria,  Thessalia,  Perbia,  India; 
All  still  is  too  near  home  :  tho'  I  have  louch'd 


'[Sixteen  line*  omitted.] 


■[One  line.] 


'[Eighteen  lines.] 
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The  clouds  upon  the  Pyrenean  moiintaina. 

And  boon  on  Pnphos  hill,  where  I  have  kiss'd 

Thf  image  of  bright  Venus  ;  all  is  still 

Too  near  home  to  l>e  boasted.'     They  sound 

In  ft  far  traveller's  ear, 

Like  the  reports  of  tha«ie,  that  bejjgingly 

Have  put  out  ou  retuniii  Iroui  E<iiiiburgh, 

Paris,  or  Venice;  or  [Hrhaps  Madrid, 

Whither  a  Millancr  may  with  hulf  a  nose 

Smell  out  his  way  :  and  is  not  near  so  difficult. 

As  for  Home  man  in  debt,  and  un])r*)tected, 

To  walk  from  Charing  Crofw  to  the  Old  Exchange. 

No,  1  will  pitch  no  neaivr  than  the  Antipodes ; 

That  which  is  furthest  distant ;  foot  to  foot 

Ajjainst  our  re^jion. 

Lady.  What,  with  their  heels  upwards? 
Bless  us,  how  'scape  they  breaking  of  their  necks  ? 

Doct.  They  walk  upon  firm  eartli,  as  we  do  here 
And  have  tlie  Hrnianient  over  their  heads. 
As  we  have  here. 

Lady.  And  yet  just  under  us ! 
Where  i-s  Hell  then  ?  if  they,  whose  feet  are  towards  us 

tAt  the  lower  iiart  of  the  world,  have  Heaven  too 
Beyond  their  heads,  where's  Hell  ? 
thct.  You  may  find  that 
Without  enquirj-.  [Act  i.,  So.  6.] 


I 


Scene,  at  the  Ant-^odea. 

"JV.S. — hi  the  Antipodee,  every  thing  goee  contrary  to  our 
manners ;  wives  rule  their  hu^tanda ;  servants  govern 
their  masterB  ;  old  men  go  to  school  again,  etc. 


Son. 


Servant.     GEvrLEMAK,  and  Lady,  natives. 
Enuush  Tkavklleh. 


Servant  {to  his  young  Master).  How  well  you  saw 
Your  father  to  school  to-day,  knowing  how  apt 
He  is  to  play  the  truant  I 

Son.  But  he  is  not 
Yet  gone  to  school  ? 

Sei~vant.  Stand  by,  and  vou  shall  see. 

Enter  three  Old  Men  v/ith  satchels. 
All  three  (singing).  Domine,  domine,  dustei*: 
Three  knaves  in  a  cluster. 
'  [Two  md  a  half  lines  omitted.] 
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Son.  0  this  is  ffallant  pa«tinie.     Nny,  come  on. 
Is  this  your  mrhuol  ?  was  that  vuiir  let^wii,  hu? 

Ist  Old  Man.  Prav  now,  goixl  suii,  indeed,  iudecd — 

Son.  Indeed 
You  shall  to  school.     Away  with  him  ;  and  take 
Their  wa^hii>!<  with  hiui,  Lhe  whole  cluHter  uf 'em. 

2nd  Old  Man.  You  ahan't  send  iia  now,  lu)  you  shan't— 

Srd  Old  Man.  We  be  none  of  your  father,  so  we  ben'l. 

Son.  Away  with  'cm,  I  say  ;  and  tell  their  school -miM tress 
What  ti'uaiitji  Ihev  are,  and  bid  her  pay  'em  Houndly. 

All  Oiree.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh! 

Lady.  Alas  !  will  nobody  be^  paidon  for 
Tlic  po(»i-  old  Ixiys  ?  ' 

Entjlinh  Traveller.  Do  men  of  such  fair  yeare  here  go  to  school  ? 

QentUtiuin.  Tliey  would  die  dimi-ps  else.* 
These  were  great  scholars  in  their  youth  ;  but  when 
Age  f^rows  upiin  men  here,  their  learning  wastes, 
And  so  decays,  tliat  if  they  live  until 
'I'hreescore,  their  sons  send  them  to  whool  a^in  ; 
They'd  die  as  .speechless  else  as  new-born  children. 

English.  Traveller.  'Tis  a  wi.se  nation  ;  and  the  piety 
Of  the  young  men  most  ran?  and  commendable. 
Yet  give  me,  as  a  stranger,  leave  to  beg 
Their  lilierty  tlii.f  day.' 

Son.  "Hs  granted. 
Hold  up  your  head:*,  and  thank  the  Gentleman, 
Like  Hcholai-s,  with  your  heela  now. 

All  three.  Graiuis,  gratiag,  yraiiaa.  (Exeunt  aingiTi^,) 

[Act  iL,  Scs.  8,  9.J 


THE  SPARAGUS  GARDKN.      A    COMEDY  [PUBLISHEl 
1640:  PnODUCED  1635].     BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR 

Private  Conference. 
FaVwr-in-Law.  You'll  not  a-wault  me  in  mv  own  house,  nor 


urge  me  bevond  my  patience  with  vour  borrowing  attempts.. 

'fCnifihi.  I 
borrowing ; 


Spendthrift  Knifjkt.  I    have   not   used    the   word  of  loan   or 


Only  some  private  conference  I  roqueated.  _ 

t^aih.  Private  conference!  a  new-troincd  word  for  borrowing  of 
money.     I   tell  you,  your  very  tace,  your  rounlenanee,  tho'  it 
■[Six  lines  omincd.J  '[Seven  linu.]  "[Two  and  a  luJriin».] 
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gloftsed  with  kni^hthcNx],  looks  no  borrowin(fly,  that  the  best  words 
you  give  nie  are  ns  dreadful  as  Stand  and  Deliver. — Your  riotaus- 
nesfi  abroad,  and  her  long  iiij^ht-wiilclnng>  at  home,  shortened  my 
daughter's  davs  and  ca-^t  her  into  her  grave ;  and  'twas  not  long 
before  all  her  estate  was  buried  too. 

(Spend.  I  wish  my  life  might  have  excused 
Hen  far  more  precious  ;  never  had  a  man 
A  Ulster  cause  to  mourn. 

Fath.  Nor  mourn'd  more  justly,  it  w  your  only  wearing;  you 
have  just  none  other;  nor  have  had  any  means  to  |:un'hase  better 
any  tjiiie  these  seven  years,  I  lake  it ;  hy  which  means  you  have 
got  the  name  of  the  Mourning  Knight. 

[Act  i..  Sc.  3.1] 

TuwoTRY  HovDEN,  the  Veomon'a  Son,  tUaires  lo  be  made  a 
Oentlfiman.     He  consults  with  hia  friends. 

Moneylark.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  take  the  speediest  course  with  you. 

Hoyd.  Hut  must  I  bleed? 

Mon.  Xfs,  you  must  blcetl  ;  your  fatlier's  blood  must  out. 
He  Wiis  but  a  Veonuin,  was  he  ? 

Hoyd.   As  rank  aCIowii  (nonodi6prAised)a5any  in  Somersetshire. 

Mon.  His  foul  rank  bloud  of  bacon  and  [Kami  porritch 
Must  out  of  you  to  thti  Inst  dram — '^ 

Springe.  Fear  nothing.  Sir. 
Your  bltMid  shall  h<'  tjiken  out  hv  degrees ;  and   vo*ir  veins  re- 
pleni^lied  with  pure  hlutxt  still,  as  vou  lose  the  puddle.' 

Hoxfd.  I  wa*  liewjtch'd,  I  thinii,  before  I  was  begot,  to  have  a 
Clown  lo  m_v  father.    Yet  my  mother  said  she  was  a  Gentlewoman. 

Upr.  Said  !  what  will  not  women  say  ?  * 

Mon.  Be  content.  Sir;  here's  lialt  a  lalxtur  saved:  you  shall 
bleed  but  of  one  side.     The  Mother  vein  shall  not  he  pricked. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  8.] 

Old  SraiKEit,  afler  a  qtutrrdling  lM>ui  with  old  Tout  hwood. 

Touchwood.  I  have  put  him  into  these  fits  this  forty  years,  and 
ho[>e  to  choke  him  at  last.  (Aside;  and  exit.) 

Striker.  Huh,  huh,  huh  !  so  he  is  gone,  the  villain's  gone  in 
hopes  that  he  has  kilU^  me,  when  my  comfort  is  he  has  recovered 
me.  I  was  he^u-t-sick  with  a  conceit,  which  lay  so  mingled  with 
my  flegm,  that  I  had  iMrished  if  I  had  not  broke  it,  and  made 
me  spit  it  out  ;  hem,  he  is  gone,  and  I'll  home  menilv.  I  would 
not  he  should  know  the  good  he  has  done  me  for  half  my  estate; 

*  [Brome'a  Woris,  1873,  vol.  iii.,  p.  1x4.  various  nhort  ommtons.] 

•[Thi«  lines  omitted.]  *  [Twenty-four  Un«.J  *[Twelvt  lines.) 
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nor  would  I  be  at  peace  with  bim  to  s&ve  it  aU.       I   would 

lose  his  hatred  for  all  the  good  neighbourhood  of  the  parish. 

His  malice  works  upon  me 

Fasl  all  the  drugs  and  all  the  Doctor's  counsels, 

That  e'er  1  coped  with  ;  he  has  been  my  vexation 

E'er  since  my  wife  died  ;  if  the  rascal  knew  it, 

He  would  be  friends,  and  1  were  instantly 

But  a  dead  uiau  ;  I  could  nut  get  auuther 

To  anger  me  so  haii(l»miely> 

[Act  ii.,  Sc,  6.] 


SIR  RICH.UID  FANSIIAW'S  [1608-1666]  TRANSLA- 
TION Ol'  "QLERliR  PUR  SOLO  yUEREH"— "'TO 
LOVE  [ONLY]  FOR  LOVE'S  SAKE."  A  ROMANTIC 
DRAMA,  WRirrEN  IN  Sl'ANISH  BY  MENDOZA 
[PRODUCED  162^,  TRANSLATED  1654,  PUBLISHED 
IN  ENGLISH  IfaTlJ 

Fdiibravo,  Prince  of  Persia,  from  a  PUtiire  eent  him  of  the 
Brave  Amazonian  Queen  of  Tartary,  Zelidav/ra,  becominff 
eTiamotiredt  seta  out  for  that  realm  ;  in  his  way  thither 
disenchants  a  Queen  of  Araby ;  but  first,  overcome  b^ 
fatigacy  falls  anleep  in  the  Enchanted  Qrove^  where  Zelv- 
dav/ra  herself  coming  by^  steals  the  Picture  frovi  him. 
The  passion  of  the  Romance  arises  fr<mi  his  remorse  at 
being  taken  so  negligent ;  and  her  disdain  thnl  he  should 
sleep^  having  the  company  of  her  Picture.  Sfte  here  plays 
upon  Aim,  rvho  does  not  yet  know  /w!r,  in  the  disgxLise  of  a 
Rustic. 

Fel.  What  a  i^paiikiug  Labradora  \ 
Zel.  You,  the  unkent  Knight,  God  ye  gad  mora ! ' 
Fel.  The  time  of  day  thou  dost  mistake. 
Zel.  —and  joy — 
Fel.  —of  what— 
Zel.  That  I  diiicover, 
By  a  sure  sign,  you  are  awake. 
Fel.  Awake  ?  the  sign — 
Zel.  Your  being  a  lover. 
Fel.  In  love  am  I  ? 
Zel.  ^-and  very  deep. 
Fel.  Deep  in  love  ?  how  is  that  seen  ! 
Zel.  Perfectly.     You  do  not  sleep. 


I 


'  [For  Brome  in  pArlner^hip  see  pp.  loi,  408.] 


*  She  affects  rusticity. 
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Fel.  Huslic  Excelience,  unscreeii. 
And  dittoover  that  sweet  face, 
Which  coven*  so  much  wit  and  grace. 

Zel.  Von  but  dream  so  :  sleep  again, 
And  forget  it. 

Fel.  VVhy,  now.  Saint  ? 

Zd.  Why,  the  Lady,  that  went  in,^ 
Looks  as  if  that  she  did  paint 

Fel.  What  ha^i  that  to  do  with  sleeping  ? 
She  is  indeed  angelical. 

Zel.  That  picture  now's  well  worth  your  keeping. 
For  why  ?  'tin  an  original. 

Fel.  'Is  this  Shepherdeas  a  Witch  ? 
Or  aaw  the  sleeping  treason,  which< 
I  committed  againsit  Love 
Ent,  in  tlic  Enchanted  Grove? 
Me  liiist  Uiou  ever  seen  Ixjfore  ? 

Zel.  Seen  ?  aye,  and  know  thee  for  a  man 
That  will  turn  him,  and  sleep  more 
Than  a  do7«n  dunces  can. 
Thou  ken'st  little  what  sighs  mean. 

Fel.  Unveil,  by  Jove,  tnat  face  serene. 

Zd.  What,  to  make  thee  sleep  again  ? 

Fd.  Still  in  riddles  ? 

Zel.  Now  he  sees : 
This  pinching  wakes  bim  by  degrees. 

Fel.  Art  tliou  a  Nymph  ? 

Zel.  Of  Pamass  Green. 

Fel.  Sleep  ]  indeed,  or  am  I  mad  ? 

Zd.  None  serve  thee  but  the  Enckanted  Queen? 
I  think  what  dull  conceits  ye  have  had 
Of  the  bird  Phtenix,  which  no  eye 
E'er  saw ;  an  odoriferous  Lye : 
How  of  her  beauty's  spells  she's  told  ; 
That  by  her  spirit  thou  art  haunted  ; 
And,  having  slept  away  the  old. 
With  this  new  Mistress  worse  enchanted. 

Fd.   I  affect  not,  Shepherdess, 
Myself  in  such  fine  terms  to  express ; 
Sufticeth  mc  an  humble  stiuin : 
Too  little  happy  to  be  vain. — 
Unveil ! 

Zd.  Sir  Gallant,  not  so  fast. 
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>  The  Enchanted  Queen  of  Araby,  of  whom  Zelidaura  ii  jealous. 
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Fd.  See  thee  I  will. 
Zd.  See  me  ynu  shall : 
But  touch  not  fruit  you  must  not  taste. 


{She  takes  off  her  veil.) 


What  sav-s  it,  now  the  leaf  doth  fall? 

Fel.   It  savs  'tis  worthy  to  comprise 
The  konicl  of  so  rare  a  wit : 
Nor,  that  it  grows  in  Pai-adise  ; 
But  Paradise  doth  grow  in  it. 
The  tall  and  slender  trunk  no  less  di\'ine, 
Tlio'  in  a  lowly  Shepherdess's  rine.* 

{He  begiiM  to  kno^v  her.) 
This  should  lie  that  so  famous  Queen 
For  unquell'd  valour  and  disdain. — 
In  these  Knchantcd  Woods  is  seen 
Nothing  htit  illusions  vain. 

Zel.  What  stares  the  man  at  ? 

Fel.  I  comjMire 
A  piftui-e — I  once  mine  did  call — 
With  Uie  divine  Orijrinal. 

Zfl,  FalPn  asleep  again  yon  are : 
We  poor  human  Shepherd  Laases 
Nor  are  pictured,  nor  U!*e  glasses. 
Who  skip  their  runk  thcinselveft  and  betters  wrong ; 
To  our  Uames,  God  bless  'em,  such  quaint  things  belong. 
Here  a  tiny  hmok  alone. 
Which  fi'inged  with  borrow''d  flowers  (he  han 
Gold  and  silver  enough  on  his  own) 
Is  heaven's  proper  looking-glass, 
Copies  us:  ;md  its  reflet'tioiis. 
Shewing  natural  [jerfections, 
Free  from  soothing,  free  from  error, 
Are  our  pencil,  are  our  mirror. 

Fel.  Art  thou  a  Shepherdess? 

Zel.  — and  bore 
On  a  mountain,  called  There. 

Fel.   Wear'al  thou  ever  heretofore 
Lady's  clothes  ? 

2^1.  1  Lady's  gear? — 
Yes — what  a  treacherous  poll  have  I ! — 
In  ft  Countr}'  Comedy 
I  once  enacted  a  main  part ; 
Still  I  have  it  half  by  heart : 
The  famous  History  it  was 
Of  an  Arabian — let  me  see— 

>  [Rind,  »kin.] 
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No,  of  a  Queen  of  Tartaiy, 

Who  all  her  sex  did  far  aurpan 

In  Iieaiity,  wit,  and  chivalry: 

Who  with  invincible  disdain 

Would  fool,  when  she  was  in  the  vein, 

IVinees  witli  all  their  wits  about  'era  ; 

But,  an  they  slept,  to  d(»th  xhp'd  flout  *em. 

And,  by  the  mass,  with  such  a  mien 

My  Majesty  did  play  the  Queen ; 

Our  Curate  had  nty  Picture  nuide 

In  the  same  robes  in  which  I  play'd.  [Act  ii.*] 

To  my  usie  thU  in  fine,  elegirn.  Queen-like  raillery:  a  Kcond  put  of  Love'i 
Labour's  Lo«i,  to  which  title  Uiis  t^xtraoidiDaiy  Play  has  still  better  pretensions 
than  even  Sbakspcarc's ;  for  after  leading  three  pair  of  Royal  Lovers  thro'  end- 
Ibm  maacs  of  doubli^,  difticultieft;  appositions  of  dead  fathen'  wills;  a  labyrinth  of 
loaings  wid  finding;  jealousies;  cncbantmcnls;  conflicUwith  giants,  and  iiingte- 
banded  a^inftt  armies;  to  the  exact  litate  in  which  all  the  lovers  might  with  the 
great«>t  propriety  indulge  their  retipiocal  wishc*-whcii,  the  deuce  is  in  it,  you 
think,  but  they  musi  all  be  married  now — suddenly  the  three  LatUcs  turn  upon 
their  Lovers  ;  and,  a»  ati  exemptilication  of  the  moral  of  the  Play,  "  Loving  for 
loving's  &ake,"  and  a  hyper-platonic,  truly  Spartinh  proof  of  their  allectionii — demand 
that  the  Lovers  shall  consent  to  their  mistre^svii'  taking  upon  them  the  vow  of  a 
single  life!  to  which  the  Uallant^,  with  becoming  refinement,  can  do  no  less  than 
consent. — The  fact  is  that  it  was  a  Court  Play,  in  which  the  Characters ;  males, 
giants,  and  all ;  were  played  by  lenities,  and  those  of  (he  highett  order  of  Grandce- 
•hip.  No  nobkman  might  be  permitted  amongst  ihcm ;  and  it  wu  against  the 
forms,  that  a  i^rcat  Court  Xady  of  Spain  should  consent  to  such  an  unie&ncd  motion, 
aa  that  of  wedlocV,  though  but  in  a  play. 

Appertded  to  the  Drama,  the  lerrgth  of  which  may  be  judj^ed  from  its  having 
taken  nine  days  in  the  representation,  and  me  three  hours  in  the  reading  of  it — 
hout<t  well  waited— is  a  poetical  account  of  a  titc,  which  broke  out  in  the  Thcatn; 
on  one  of  the  nights  of  ita  acting,  when  the  whole  of  the  Dramatis  Pei«onx  were 
nearly  burnt,  because  the  common  p«.-oplc  out  uf  "  basr  fear,"  and  the  Nobles  out  of 
"pure  respect,"  could  not  think  of  laying  bands  upon  such  "  Great  Donnas;"  till 
the  yoong  King,  breaking  the  etiquette,  by  snatching  up  hi»  Queen,  and  bearins 
hex  through  the  ilatnci  upon  his  back,  the  Grandees,  (dilatory  ^ncasc^),  followed 
hit  example,  and  each  saved  one  (Anchisea-bshion),  till  the  whole  Courtly  Company 
of  Comedians  were  got  olf  in  tolerable  safety. — Imagine  three  or  four  stout  London 
Firemen,  on  such  an  occasion,  standing  off  in  mere  respect. 

Address  to  Soliiude. 

Sweet  Solitude!  still  Mirth  I  that  fear'st  no  wrong. 
Because  thou  dost  none :   Morniug  all  day  long ! 
Truth's  saiictuai-y !  Innooency's  spring ! 
Invention's  liml>eck  !  "  Contemplation '»  wing  t 
Peace  of  my  muI,  which  I  too  late  puraued  ; 
That  know'st  not  the  world's  vain  mquietude ; 
Where  friendo,  the  thieves  of  time,  let  uk  alone 
Whole  dayn,  and  a  inan'n  hours  are  all  his  own. 

[Act  iii..  p.  143.] 
>  [Ed.  of  1671.  pp.  64-67.)  ■  [Still.] 


QUERER  POU  SOLO  QUERER  476 

AntI  lo !  a  sweet-tongued  Nightingale, 
Tender  adorer  of  the  Mom, 
In  him  I  found  that  One  and  AM. 
For  thiit  same  faithful  bird  and  true. 
Sweet  and  kind  and  constant  lover, 
Wond'rous  [>a.ssion  did  discover. 
From  the  terrace  of  an  eugh.* 
And  tho'  ungrateful  she  appeared 
Unmoved  with  all  i^he  saw  and  heard  ; 
Every  day,  before  'twas  day, 
More  and  kinder  things  he'd  say. 
Courteous,  and  never  to  be  lost, 
Retuni'd  not  vnth  complaints,  b»t  praise 
Loving,  and  all  at  his  own  cost ; 
SuflVriug,  and  without  hope  of  ease  : 
For  with  a  sad  and  trembling  throat 
He  breathes  into  her  breast  this  note  : 
"  I  love  thee  not,  to  make  thee  mine ; 
But  love  thee,  'cause  thy  form's  divine." 

[Act  ii.,  p.  48.] 
The  tvTte  Absence  in  Love. 

Zelidaura,  star  divine. 

Thou  do'st  in  high^t  orb  of  beauty  shine  ; 

Pardon'd  Murd'ress,  by  that  heart 

Itself,  which  thou  dost  kill,  and  coveted  smart; 

l^iuugh  uiy  walk  so  distant  Ues 

From  the  sunshine  of  thiuL  eyes  ; 

Into  sullen  shadows  hurlM, 

To  lie  here  buried  from  the  world 

Tis  the  least  reason  of  my  moan. 

That  so  much  eartli  is  'twixt  us  thrown. 

•Tis  altsence  of  another  kind, 

Gineves  me  ;  for  where  you  are  ^  present  too, 

Love's  Geometry  does^  find, 

1  have  ten  thousand  nnles  to  you. 

Tis  not  absence  to  be  far, 

But  to  abhor  ie  to  absent ; 

To  those  who  in  disfavour  are. 

Sight  itself  is  banishment.^ 

[Act  iii.,  p.  ISl.] 
To  a  Warri^reaa. 

Heav*n,  that  created  Ihce  thus  warlike,  stole 
Into  a  woman's  body  a  man's  soul. 

'  [Yew.J      »[*■  Y'are,"]      «["  Doth.")      * Claridoro.  riwd  to  FeUBbfavo.  speak*  this. 
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But  niiturc'ei  law  in  vaiu  dost  thou  gainsay  ; 

The  wouiiin's  vulour  lies  another  way. 

'n»!  (InoM,  the  ivRTy  tlie  hlutth,  the  witdun^  ^y^ 

Mim-  wiUhinp  tongue,  are  beauty's  armoury  : 

To  mlly  :  to  distoui-se  in  companies, 

\Vho'>4  line,  who  courtl}",  who  u  wit,  who  wise  ; 

And  with  tho  awing  sweetness  of  a  Dame, 

As  conncious  of  a  face  can  tigers  tame^ 

Uy  tiixk»  ttnd  circumstances  to  discover, 

Amongst  the  Iwst  of  Princes,  the  best  Lover ; 

('I'lu*  Cruit  of  all  those  flowers)  who  sen-ea  with  most 

Self  (liflidence,  who  with  the  greatest  boast ; 

Who  twiiitH  an  eye  of  Hoik*  in  hraliis  of  Fear ; 

Who  ttileiii  {niiule  for  nothing  but  to  hear 

Sweet  sconi  luid  injunes  of  love)  envies 

Unlo  his  tongue  the  treasure  of  his  eyes : 

Who,  without  VHUiiting  .shajie,  hath  only  wit ; 

Nor  knows  lo  hojM-  reward,  tho*  merit  it  : 

Then,  out  of  all,  to  make  a  choice  so  rare, 

Bo  lucky-witic,  as  It'  thou  wert  not  fair.' 

[Act  L,  p.  10.] 
All  Miechiefa  reparable  Imt  a  lost  Love. 


A  second  Argo,  freighted 

With  fear  and  avarice, 

Hetwecn  the  sea  and  skies 

Hnth  penetrated 

To  the  new  world,  unworn 

With  Uie  red  footsteps  of  the  snowy  mom. 

u. 
Hiirsty  of  nnnes : 

She  comes  rich  back  :  and  (the  curl'd  ranipire  past 
Of  wat'rv  mountains,  cast 
Up  by  tlie  wimis) 
Ungrateful  shelf  near  home 
Gives  her  ur»ur|)ed  gold  a  silver  home,' 

m. 
A  devout  Pilgrim,  who 
To  foreign  teinple  bare 
Good  paltcra,  fervent  prayer, 
Spurr'u  by  a  pious  vow  ; 
Measuring  so  large  a  space, 
Tliat  earth  lack'd  regions  for  his  plants'  to  trace ; 


'  Addressed  lo  Zelidaura. 


"["Tomb."] 


*Solaof  hisCtst. 
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IV. 

Joyful  returns,  tho*  poor : 

And,  just  by  his  abode. 

Falling  into  a  road 

Which  laws  did  ill  secure. 

Sees  plundered  by  a  thief 

(O  happier  man  than  I !)  for  'tis  his  life. 

V. 

Conspicuous  grows  a  Tree, 

Which  wanton  did  appear. 

First  fondling  of  the  year. 

With  smiling  bravery. 

And  in  his  blooming  pride 

The  Lower  House  of  Flowers  did  deride  : 

VI. 

When  his  silk  robes  and  fair 

(His  youth's  embroidery,^ 

The  crownet  of  a  spring. 

Narcissus  of  the  air) 

Rough  Boreas  doth  confound. 

And  with  his  trophies  strews  the  scorned  ground. 

VII. 

Trusted  to  tedious  hope 

So  many  months  the  Com  ; 

Which  now  begins  to  turn 

Into  a  golden  crop  : 

The  lusty  grapes,  (which  plump 

Are  the  last  farewell  of  the  summer's  pomp). 

VIII. 

How  spacious  spreads  the  vine  ! — 
Nursed  up  with  how  much  care, 
She  lives,  she  thrives,  grows  fair  ; 
'Bout  her  loved  Elm  doth  twine : — 
Comes  a  cold  cloud  ;  and  lays. 
In  one,  the  fabric  of  so  many  days. 

IX. 

A  silver  River  small 

In  sweet  accents 

His  music  vents, 

(The  warbling  virginal, 

To  which  the  merry  birds  do  sing — 

Timed  with  stops  of  gold*  the  silver*  string) : 

'["Embellishing."]      'Allusions  to  the  Ta^s,  and  golden  Bands.      '["Chrystal."} 
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He  steals  by  a  greenwood 

With  fugitive  reet ; 

Gay,  jolly,  sweet : 

Comes  me  a  troubled  flood  ; 

And  scarcely  one  sand  stays. 

To  be  a  witness  of  his  golden  days. — 

XI. 

The  ship's  upweigh'd ; 

The  Pilgrim  made  a  Saint ; 

Next  spring  re-crowns  the  Plant ; 

Winds  raise  the  Com  was  laid  ; 

The  Vine  is  pruned ; 

The  Rivulet  new  tuned  : — 

But  in  the  111  I  have 

I  am  left  alive  only  to  dig  my  grave. 

xn. 
Lost  Beauty,  I  will  die, 
But  I  will  mee  recover  ; 
And  that  I  die  not  instantly, 
Shews  me  more  perfect  Lover : 
For  (my  soul  gone  before) 
I  live  not  now  to  live,  but  to  deplore. 

[Act  ii.,  pp.  63-66.>] 


THE  DOWNFALL  OF  ROBERT,  EARL  OF  HUNT- 
INGDON. AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY  [PUBLISHED 
1601 :  PRODUCED  1598].  BY  T.  HEYWOOD,  1601. 
[REALLY  BY  ANTHONY  MUNDAY  (166S-1633X 
TOUCHED  UP  BY  HENRY  CHETTLE  (DIED  1607?)] 

Chords  ;  Skelton,  Uie  Poet. 

Skelton  (to  the  Audience).  The  Youth  that  leads  yon  virgin  by 
the  hand 
As  doth  the  Sun  the  Morning  richly  clad. 
Is  our  Eari  Robert — or  your  Robin  Hood — 
That  in  those  days  was  £ari  of  Huntingdon. 

[Acti.,Sc.  l.«] 

*  [For  further  extracts  from  this  play  see  Appendix,  p.  584.] 
■[Dodsley,  ed.  Hailitt,  vol.  viii.] 
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RoHn  recounts  to  Marian  the  pleaawres  of  a  forest  life. 

Robin.  Marian,  thou  aec'st,  Iho'  courtly  pleasures  want. 
Yet  country  sport  in  Sherwood  is  not  scant : 
For  the  soul-ravishing  delicious  sound 
Of  instrumental  music,  we  have  found 
The  winged  cjuiristein,  with  divers  notes 
Sent  froin  tlieir  quaint  recording  prettv  throats, 
On  every  branch  that  compasseth  our  fcower, 
Without  command  contenting  us  each  hour. 
For  amis  hanf;inj!;s  and  rich  tapestry. 
We  have  sweet  Nature's  best  embroidery. 
For  thy  steel  glass,  wherein  thou  wont'st  to  look, 
'Vhy  chrystal  eyes  gaze  in  a  chrysbU  brook. 
At  Court  a  flower  or  two  did  deck  thy  head  ; 
Now  with  whole  garlands  it  is  circled  : 
For  whitt  we  want  in  wealth,  we  have  in  flowers ; 
And  wliat  we  lasc  in  balls,  we  find  in  bowcrx. 

Marian.  Marian  hath  all,  sweet  Holwrt,  having  thee  ; 
And  guesses  thee  as  rich  in  hanng  me. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  8.] 

Sea/rlet  recouTUa  to  Scatklock  the  pleasures  of  an  OvXlaw's  life. 

Scarlet.  It's  full  seven  years  since  we  were  outlaws  first. 
And  wealthy  Sherwood  was  our  heritage. 
For  all  those  years  we  reigned  uncontroll'd, 
From  Baiiisdale  shrogs '  to  Nottingham's  red  cliS. 
At  Blithe  and  Tlckhill  were  we  welcome  guesta ; 
Good  George-a-green  at  Bradford  was  our  friend. 
And  wanton  Wakefield's  Pinner  loved  us  well. 
At  Banisley  dwells  n  Fetter  tough  and  strong. 
That  never  brook'il  we  brethren  should  have  wrong. 
The  Nuns  of  Famsfield,  pretty  Nuns  they  l>e. 
Gave  napkins  shirts,  ana  bands,  to  him  and  me. 
Bateman  of  Kendal  gave  us  Kendal  green, 
And  Shaiije  of  Leeds  sharp  arrows  for  us  made. 
At  Rotherhani  dwelt  our  Bowyer,  God  him  bliss  ; 
Jackson  he  hight,  his  bows  did  never  miss. 

[Aa  iii.,  Sc.  2.] 

FitxwateTf  hanisliedy  seeking   his  daughter  Matilda  (Robin's 
Marian)  in  the  forest  of  Sherwoody  Tnakes  his  complaint. 

Fitz.  Well  did  he  write,  and  mickle  did  he  know, 
That  said  "This  world's  felicity  was  woe. 
Which  greAtext  states  can  hardly  undergo." 

'[Shnibi-J 
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Whilom  Fitzwater  in  fair  England's  Court 

Posscst  felicity  and  bupnv  state, 

Aiid  in  hiii  hall  blithe  I'ortunt  kept  her  Bport ; 

Which  glee  one  hour  of  woe  did  ruinate. 

Fitzwater  once  had  castles,  towns,  and  towers  ; 

Fair  gardens,  orchards,  und  delightful  buwers  ; 

But  now  niir  garden,  orchard,  town,  nor  tower, 

Hath  poor  Fitzwattr  left  within  his  |)ower. 

Only  wide  walks  are  left  me  in  the  world. 

Which  theKC  KtiFT  liuibti  will  liHrdly  lei  me  tread : 

And  when  I  sleep,  heaven's  glorious  canopy 

Me  and  mj  mossy  couch  doth  overspread.^  [Act  iii.,  Sc.  2.j 

He  discovers  Robin  Hood  sUeping ;  hfariaii  strewing  fiowera 

over  him. 

Fits.  — in  good  time  see  where  my  comfort  stands, 
And  by  her  lies  dejected  Huntingdon. 
Look  how  my  Flower  holds  jluwers  in  hei-  hands. 
And  flings  those  sweebi  upon  my  sleeping  son.' 

Feiffns  himself  blind,  to  try  if  she  will  know  Atm, 

Mw.  What  aged  man  art  Lbou  ?  or  hy  what  chance 
Camest  thou  thus  far  into  the  wayless  wood  ? 

Fiiz.  Widow,  or  wife,  or  maiden,  if  thou  be  ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand  :  thou  seeVt  I  cannot  sec. 
Blessing  betide  thee  !  little  fctlVt  thou  want : 
With  me,  good  child,  food  is  both  hard  and  scant. 
These  smootb  even  veintt  HHsure  me,  He  is  kind, 
Whate'er  he  l>e,  my  girl,  that  thee  dotli  find. 
1  poor  and  old  am  reft  of  all  eartli's  good  : 
^Vnd  despemtely  am  crept  into  this  wood, 
To  seek  the  iioor  man's  patron,  Kohin  Hood. 

Marr.  Ann  thou  art  welcome,  welcome,  aged  man. 
Aye  ten  times  welcome  to  Maid  Marian.' 
Here's  wine  to  cheer  thy  heaii: ;  drink,  aged  man. 
There's  venison,  and  a  Knife  ;  here's  manchet  fine. — * 
My  Robin  stirs:  I  mant  sing  him  asleep, 

[Act  Hi.,  Sc.  2.] 
A  Judgment. 
A  Wicked  Prior.     Servingm^m. 

Prior.  What  news  with  you.  Sir  ? 

8erv.  Ev'n  heavy  news,  my  Lord  ;  for  the  light'  fire, 

'  {Six  lines  between  ihis  quotation  and  the  ncKi.]  "[Two  lines  omitted.] 

'[Four  lines.  ]     '[Line  omitted:  "Drink  good  old  man,  I  pray  you,  drink  more  wine."] 
"[•'  Lightning's."! 
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Falling  in  ninnner  of  a  Hre-drflke 
Upon  a  barn  of  yours,  hnth  burnt  six  bfims, 
And  not  a  strike  of  com  rcserv'd  from  dust, 
No  band  could  save  it ;  yet  ten  thousand  hands 
Labour'd  their  beitt,  though  none  for  love  of  you  : 
For  every  tongue  with  bitter  cui-sing  l)AUii'd 
Your  Lordship,  as  the  viper  uf  the  land. 

Prior.   What  meant  the  villains? 

Serv.  Thus  and  thus  thev  cried  : 
**  Upon  this  churl,  this  hoai-der  up  of  cum, 
This  spoiler  of  the  earl  of  Huntingdon, 
This  lust-defiledf  merciless,  false  Prior, 
Heav'n  raineth  judgment  down  in  Khape  of  fire.** 
Old  wives  that  scarce  could  with  their  crutches  creep, 
And  little  balies  that  newly  leani'd  to  speak. 
Men  masterless  that  thorough  want  did  weep, 
All  in  one  voice  with  a  conuised  cry 
In  execrations  bann'd  you  bitterly. 
"Plague  follow  plague,"  they  cried;  **he  hath  undone 
The  good  Lord  Robert,  Karl  of  Huntingdon." 

[Act  iv..  So.  1.] 


PHILI.IS  or  SCYROS.  A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAL 
[PURLISHED  16551  AUTHOR  rNKNOVVN  [liV  SIR 
KDWARD  SHERBITKNE  (1618-1702)] 

True  Love  •irremoveahle  by  Death. 

Seipilla.        Phillis. 

Ser.  Thyrsis  believes  thee  dead,  and  justly  may 
Within  his  youthful  breast  then  entertain 
New  flames  of  h»ve,  and  yet  therein  l>e  free 
From  the  least  «how  of  doing  injury 
To  thttt  rich  l»auty  which  he  thinks  extinct. 
And  happily  hath  nioum'd  for  long  ago: 
But  when  he  sliall  percei\*e  thee  here  alive. 
His  old  lost  Inve  will  then  with  thee  revive. 

Phil.  Tliat  love,  Serpilla,  which  can  Iw  removed 
With  the  light  breath  uf  an  imagined  death, 
Ih  but  a  faiid  weak  love;  nor  cjire  1  much 
Whether  it  live  within,  or  still  lie  dead, 
vol..  IV.— 31 
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To  what  his  own  pure  bosom  rarefies : 

And  the  Almighty  Wisdom  havine  givrai 

Each  man  within  himself  an  wter li^t 

To  guide  his  acts  than  any  light  without  him, 

(Creating  nothing,  not  in  all  things  equal,) 

It  seems  a  fault  in  any  that  depend 

On  others'  knowledge,  and  exile  their  own. 


[Acti.,  Scl.»] 


Virtue  vmder  Calumny. 

as  in  cloudy  days  we  see  the  Sun 

Glide  over  turrets,  temples,  richest  fields 
(All  those  left  dark  ana  slighted  in  his  way)  ; 
And  on  the  wretched  plight  of  some  poor  shed 
Pours  all  the  glories  of  his  golden  head  : 
So  heavenly  Virtue  on  this  envied  Lord 
Points  all  his  graces. 


[Act  iv^  Sc.  1.] 


Ci«SAR  AND  POMPEY.     A  TRAGEDY,  1681.     BY 
G.  CHAPMAN  [See  page  7%] 

Cato'e  Speech  at  Utica  to  a  (Senator,  who  had  exprest  fecMra  on 

his  accovmt. 

Away,  Statilius  ;  how  long  shall  thy  love 

Exceed  thy  knowledge  of  me,  and  the  Grods, 

Whose  ri^ts  thou  wrongest  for  my  right  ?  have  not  I 

Their  powers  to  guard  me  in  a  cause  of  thars. 

Their  justice  and  integrity  to  guard  me 

In  what  I  stand  for  ?  he  that  fears  the  Gods, 

For  guard  of  any  goodness,  all  things  fears  ; 

Ear1%,  seas,  and  air ;  heav*n  ;  darkness  ;  ImMul  day-light ; 

Rumour,  and  silence,  and  his  very  shade  : 

And  what  an  aspen  soul  has  such  a  creature ! 

How  dangerous  to  his  soul  is  such  a  fear  I 

In  whose  cold  fits,  is  all  Heav'n's  justice  shaken 

To  his  &int  thoughts ;  and  all  the  goodness  there. 

Due  to  all  good  men  by  the  Gods'  own  vows  ; 

Nay,  by  the  firmness  of  their  endless  being ; 

>  [Edited  Dyoe,  vol.  vi.] 
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All  which  shall  fail  bk  twon  as  any  one 
Good  to  a  ^ood  man  in  them  :  for  his  goodnwB 
ProceedH  troni  them,  and  i«  a  beam  of  theirs. 
O  never  more,  Statilius,  mav  this  fear 
Faint  tliy  bold  bosom,  for  tVvself  or  friend. 
More  than  the  Gods  are  fearful  to  defend. 


4ft5 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.1] 


His  thou(fhia  of  Death. 


Poor  Slaves,  how  terrible  this  Death  is  to  them  ! — 
If  men  would  sleep,  they  would  be  wratli  with  all 
Tliat  interrupt  them  ;  physic  take,  to  take 
The  golden  rest  it  brings ;  both  pay  and  pray 
For  good  and  soundest  nap* :  all  friends  connenting 
In  thtwe  invocations;  praying  all 

"Good  rest  the  Gods  vouchsafe  you."      But  when  Deatli, 
Sleep's  natural  brother,  comes  ;  that's  nothing  worse, 
But  belter  (being  more  rich — and  keeps  the  store- 
Sleep  ever  fickle,  wayward  still,  and  poor); 
()  how  men  grudge,  and  shake,  and  fear,  and  fly 
His  stem  apprtwiches!  all  their  comforts,  taken 
In  faith,  and  knowledge  of  the  bliss  and  beauties 
That  watch  their  wakiiigit  in  an  endlusi  life, 
Drown'd  in  the  pains  and  horrors  of  their  schk 
Sutttain*d  but  for  an  hour.  [Act  ▼.,  Sc.  1.] 

Bis  Diacowrse  with  Athenodorva  on  an  After  Life. 

Cato.  As  Nature  works  in  ull  things  to  an  end, 
Suf  in  the  appropriate  honour  of  that  end. 
All  things  precedent  have  their  natural  frame; 
And  therefore  is  there  a  proportion 
Betwixt  the  ends  of  those  things  and  their  primes : 
For  else  there  could  not  be  in  tlieir  creation 
Always,  or  for  the  most  jwirt,  that  finn  fonn 
In  their  still  like  existence,  that  we  sec 
III  each  full  creature.     What  piO|xirtion  then 
Hath  an  immort-al  with  a  mortal  substance? 
And  therefore  the  mortality,  to  which 
A  man  is  subject,  rather  is  a  sleep 
Than  bestial  death ;  since  slt^ep  and  death  are  called 
The  twins  of  nature.      For,  if  abscilute  death. 
And  bestial,  seize  the  body  of  a  man, 
_    Then  there  is  no  proportion  in  his  parbi. 
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(His  soul  being  free  from  deatii)  which  otherwifie 
Retain  divine  proportion.     For,  as  sleep 
No  disproportion  holds  with  human  souls, 
But  aptly  quickens  the  proportion 
Twixt  them  and  bodies,  making  bodies  fitt^ 
To  give  up  forms  to  souls,  whi<£  is  their  end : 
So  death,  twin-bom  of  steep,  resolving  all 
Man's  body's  heavy  parts,  in  lighter  nature 
Makes  a  re-union  with  the  sprightly  soul ; 
When  in  a  second  life  their  Beings  given 
Hold  their  proportions  firm  in  highest  heaven. 

AtheiwdoniB.  Hold  you,  our  bodies  shall  revive ;  resuming 
Our  souls  again  to  heaven  ? 

Cato.  Past  doubt ;  though  others 
Think  heav'n  a  world  too  high  for  our  low  reaches 
Not  knowing  the  sacred  sense  of  Him  that  sings. 
"  Jove  can  let  down  a  golden  chain  from  heaven, 
Which,  tied  to  earth,  shall  fetch  up  earth  and  seas  " — 
And  what^s  that  golden  chain  but  our  pure  souls 
That,  govem'd  with  his  grace  and  drawn  by  him. 
Can  hoist  the  earthy  body  up  to  him  ? — 
Tlie  sea,  the  air,  and  ail  the  elements, 
Comprest  in  it ;  not  while  'tis  thus  concrete, 
But  fined  by  death,  and  then  giv*n  heav'nly  heat.  •  • 

[Act  iv.,  Sc  1.] 
We  shall,^  past  death, 

Retain  those  forms  of  knowledge,  leam'd  in  life : 
Since  if  what  here  we  leam  we  there  shall  lose, 
Our  immortality  were  not  life,  but  time : 
And  that  our  souls  in  reason  are  immortal, 
llieir  natural  and  proper  objects  prove ; 
Which  Immortality  and  Knowledge  are : 
For  to  that  object  ever  is  referred 
The  nature  of  the  soul,  in  which  the  acts 
Of  her  high  &culties  are  still  emplojr'd ; 
And  that  true  object  must  her  powers  obtain, 
To  whidi  they  are  in  nature's  aim  directed ; 
Since  'twere  absurd  to  have  her  set  an  object 
Which  possibly  she  never  can  aspire.* 

Hia  last  tuarda, 

now  I  am  safe ; 

Come,  Cssar,  quickly  now,  or  lose  your  vassal. 
Now  wing  thee,  dear  Soul,  and  receive  her  heaven. 
The  eart£,  the  air,  and  seas  I  know,  and  all 
*  ["  Know  each  other ;  and  "]  ■  [Six  aiid  a  half  lines  omitted.] 
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*S\ie  )oys  and  horrorB  of  their  peace  and  wars  ; 
And  now  will  see  the  Gods'  state  and  the  stare. 

G-reainesa  in  Adveraity. 

Vulcan  from  heav'n  fell,  yet  on'»  feet  did  lig^t, 
And  .stood  no  lexs  a  God  than  at  his  height. 


48/ 


[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.] 


[Act  v.,  p.  184.J 


BUSSY  D'.VMBOIS. 


A  TRAGEDY. 

[See  page  74] 


BY  G.  CHAPMAN 


Invocation  for  Secrecy  at  a  Love-vneeting. 

Tamyra.  Now  all  the  peaceful  ilcgents  of  the  Night, 
Silently-gliding  KxhaUtions, 

Languishinw  Windrs,  and  murmuring  Falls  of  Watent, 
Sadness  of  Heart,  and  Ominous  Secureness, 
Enchantment's  dead  Sleeps ;  oil  the  Friends  of  Heat, 
Thiit  ever  wrought  U])od  the  life  of  man ; 
Extend  your  utinut^t  strengths,  and  this  charm'd  hour 
Fix  like  the  centre ;  make  the  violent  wheels 
Of  Time  and  Fortune  stand  ;  and  great  Existence, 
The  Maker's  Treasury",  now  not  seem  to  be 
To  all  but  mv  approaching  friend '  and  me. 

[Act  il..  Sc.  1.] 

At  tfie  Meetint/. 

Here's  nought  but  whispering  with  us :  like  a  calm 
Before  a  tc-uipest,  when  the  sdent  air 
Lays  her  soft  ear  close  to  the  earth,  to  hearken 
For  that,  she  fears  is  coming  to  atHlct  her. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc,  1.] 

Invocation  for  a  Spirit  of  Intelligence. 

D'Amboie.  1  long  to  know 
How  my  dear  Mistress  fares,  and  be  tnform'd 
What  hand  she  now  holds  on  the  troubled  blood 
Of  her  incensed  Loi-d.     Methought  the  Spirit 
When  be  had  uttered  his  perplext  presage, 

'  O'Amboit :  with  whom  she  has  an  appoinunent. 
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Threw  his  chang'H  countenance  headlong  into  clouds  ; 
His  forehead  bent,  as  he  would  hide  his  face : 
He  knock'd  his  chin  aguinst  his  darkcnM  bi-east, 
And  struck  a  churlish  sitciice  thni'  liLs  nowei-s.— 
Terror  of  Darknoix  :  ()  thou  Kinj;  of  Klantcs, 
That  with  thy  muMic-footed  hoi-se  dost  strike 
The  clear  light  out,  of  chrvsttd,  on  dark  earth ; 
And  buH'st  mstructive  fire  about  the  worl<l  : 
Wake,  wake  the  drowsy  and  enchanted  night, 
That  sleeps  with  dead  eyes  in  this  heavy  riddle.' 
Or  thou.  Great  Pi-ince  of  Shtulcs,  where  never  mum 
Sticks  his  far-daHed  lieams  ;  whose  eyes  are  made 
To  see  in  darkne^A,  and  .see  ever  best 
\>Tiere  sense  is  blindcht ;  open  now  the  heart 
Of  thy  alMshcd  oracle,  tliat,  for  fear 
Of  some  ill  it  includes,  would  fain  lie  hid  ; 
And  rise  Thou  with  it  in  thv  greater  light," 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  1.} 

The  Fria/r  dissuades  the  Husband  of  Tamyra  from  revenge. 

Your  wife's  oftence  serves  not,  were  it  the  worst 
You  can  imagine,  without  greater  proofs. 
To  sever  your  eternal  Ixinds  and  heart* ; 
Much  less  to  touch  her  with  a  blootly  hand  : 
Nor  is  it  manly,  much  less  husbandly, 
To  expiate  any  frailty  in  your  wife 
With  churlisli  strokes  or  bcustly  odds  of  strength — 
Tlie  stony  birth  of  clouds'  will  touch  no  laurel. 
Nor  any  «lee|>er.     Your  wife  is  your  laurel. 
And  sweetest  sleeper ;  do  not  touch  her  then  : 
fie  not  more  rude  than  the  wild  seed  of  vapour 
To  her  that  is  more  gentle  than  it  rude. 

[Adv.,  Sc.l.*] 

'  He  wants  to  know  ihc  fate  of  Tamyra.  whoae  intrigDC  with  him  has  been  dts- 
covered  by  her  (lusband. 

'This  calling  upon  Light  and  Oukneu  for  infortnalion,  but.  above  all,  the  de* 
scriplion  of  the  Spirit— "Thr«w  his  chang'd  counlenajice  headlong  into  doudt" — 
is  trcmcndoui,  to  the  curdling  ot  the  bIo<3.     I  ktww  nothing  in  Poetry  like  it. 

•The  thtindcrbolt. 

*[Thia  (juolalion  i»  from  the  commencement  of  the  scene,  several  pages  before 
tbc  preceding  pauagc.     For  other  extracts  from  Chapman  see  note  on  page  83.] 
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EDW.VHD    THI-:    THIUD.       AN     HISTOIUCAL     PLAY.' 
AUTHOR    UNKNOWN.     [PTIBLISHED    1696] 

The  King^  haviny  relieved  Oie  CastU  of  ike  heroic  CounUsa  of 
Salisbury,  beaieged  by  the  Scots^  and  bein^/  entertained  by 
her,  loves  her. 

Edward  {soUiS).  She  is  grown  more  fairer  far  since  I   came 
hither : 
Her  voice  more  silver  every  wm*d  than  other. 
Her  wit  more  flufiit.     What  a  strange  discourse 
Unt'oldetl  she  of  DiiviJ.  and  his  Scots  ! 
Even  thuii,  (|[ioth  she,  he  spake,  anci  then  spake  broad 
With  epithets  and  accents  of  the  Scot ; 
Hut  soine«hut  better  than  the  Scot  could  speak  : 
Aiid  thus,  quoth  slie,  atid  answcr'd  then  herself; 
For  who  euulcl  s|>euk  hke  her  f  but  she  herself 
Hreathes  from  the  wall  an  aiigpl['.sj  note  from  heaven 
Of  sweet  defiance  to  her  barbarous  foes. — 
When  she  would  talk  of  peace,  inethtnkM  her  tongue 
Coiumanded  war  to  prison  :  when  of  war, 
It  wakcn'd  Uapsar  fiom  his  Roman  grave, 
To  hear  war  bcautJiied  by  her  discourse. 
Wisdom  is  foali»hnes.s,  but  in  her  tongue; 
Beauty  a  slander,  but  in  her  fair  face  ; 
There  is  no  summer,  but  In  her  clieerful  looks  : 
Nor  froHtv  winter,  but  in  her  disdain. 
I  cannot  blame  the  Scobi  that  did  besiege  her. 
For  .she  is  all  the  treasure  of  our  land  : 
But  call  them  cowanls,  that  they  ran  away: 
Having  so  rich  and  fair  a  cause  to  stay. 

Ths  Countess  repele  the  Kintfs  unlawful  «ti(. 

Countesv.  Soitv  I  am  to  see  my  Hege  so  sad  : 
What  may  thy  suLject  do  to  drive  from  thee 
llus  gloomy  consort^  suttomc  Melancholy  ? 

King.  Ah  Ijidy  !  I  am  blunt,  and  cannot  strew 
Tlie  flowers  of  soliurc  in  a  ground  of  siiame, 
Since  I  caute  hitlier  Counto^t,  I  au)  wrong'd. 

Coun.  Now  God  forbid  that  any  in  my  house 
Should  think  my  sovereign  wrong  !  thrice-gentle  king 
Acquaint  me  with  your  cause  of  discontent. 

King.  How  near  then  shall  1  be  to  remedy  ? 


'(Not  divided  inio  Acta  oi  having  paginmtton. 


See  ed.  printed   for  Cuthbcit 
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Coitn.  As  near,  my  liege,  am  a.l[  my  woman's  power, 
Can  pawn  itself  to  buy  thy  remedy. 

K%ng.  If  thou  speak'st  true,  then  have  I  my  redress. 
Engage  thy  power  to  redeem  my  jo^-s, 
Aud  1  am  joyful,  Cuuiitew  ;  else  i  die. 

Conn.  I  will,  my  liege. 

Kintf.  Swear,  Couiittss,  that  thou  wjlt. 

Coun.  Hy  heaven  1  will. 

KiiKj.  Tnen  take  thyself  a  little  way  aside, 
A-iid  tell  thvself,  u  king  doth  dote  un  thee. 
Say  that  wiUiin  thy  powt-r  it  doth  lie 
To  make  him  happy,  luid  that  thou  hiLst  sworn 
To  give  him  all  the  joy  within  thy  i>ower. 
Do  this ;  and  tell  him,  when  I  shalf  l)e  happy. 

Conn.  All  this  is  done,  my  thriee-dreatl  sovereign. 
That  power  of  love,  that  I  have  power  to  >;ive, 
Thou  hiiht,  Mith  all  devout  ohedienee. 
Kmploy  me  how  thou  wilt  in  proof  thereof. 

Kint}.  Thou  ht-ar'^it  me  say  that  I  do  dote  on  thee. 

Conn.  If  on  my  heauty,  take  it  if  thou  atnst ; 
Though  little,  I  do  prize  it  ten  times  less  : 
If  on  my  virtue,  take  it  if  thou  canst ; 
For  virtue's  store  by  giving  doth  uugmeiit. 
Be  it  on  what  it  will,  that  I  cau  give. 
And  thon  cAURt  take  away,  inlient  it. 

King.  It  is  thy  beauty  that  I  would  enjoy. 

Cwm.  O  woi*e  it  paiutett,  1  would  wipe  it  o% 
And  dispossess  myself  to  give  it  thee ; 
But,  sovereign,  it  is  soJder'd  to  my  life; 
Take  one,  and  both  ;  for,  like  an  humble  shadow, 
It  haunts  the  sunsliine  of  my  summer's  hfe. 

King,  llut  thou  niay'st  lend  it  me  to  sport  withal. 

Conn.  As  easy  may  my  intellectual  soul 
lie  lent  away,  and  yet  my  body  live. 
As  lend  my  body  (palace  to  my  soul) 
Away  fi-om  her,  and  yet  retain  my  soul. 
My  body  is  her  bower,  her  txiurt,  her  abbey, 
And  she  an  angel  pure,  divine,  unspotted ; 
If  I  should  lend  her  house,  my  lord,  to  thee, 
I  kill  my  poor  soul,  and  my  poor  soul  me. 

King.  Didst  thou  not  swear  to  give  me  what  I  would  ? 

Coun.  I  did,  my  liege,  so  what  you  would,  I  could. 

King.  I  wish  no  more  of  thee,  than  thou  may'st  give; 
Nor  beg  I  do  not,  but  I  rather  buy ; 
That  is  thy  love ;  and  for  that  love  of  thine 
In  rich  exchange,  I  tcuder  to  thee  mine. 


EDWARD  THE  THIKD 


Coun.  But  that  your  lips  were  sacred,  mv  Lord, 
You  would  profane  the  holy  imine  o(  love. 
That  love,  you  oHlt  me,  you  cannot  tiive; 
For  <-'arsar  owes  that  tribute  to  hi«  yueen. 
That  love,  you  beg  of  me,  I  cannot  give; 
For  Sara  owes  that  duty  to  her  Lord. 
He,  that  doth  clip  or  counterfeit  your  stauip. 
Shall  die,  my  I-^inl :  and  shall  vour  sarred  self 
Commit  high  treason  'gainst  tKc  King  of  Heaven, 
To  ittainp  his  ima^  in  forbidden  metal, 
Forgetting  your  allegiance  and  your  oath  ? 
In  violating  niairiage'  sacred  law, 
Vou  break  a  greater  Honour  than  vourself. 
To  be  u  Kiim^  is  of  a  vounger  house 
Than  To  be  ■niarrittd  :  your  progenitor, 
Sole-reigning  Adam  on  the  universe. 
By  God  was  honour'd  for  a  marrietl  .Man 
But  nut  by  him  anointed  for  a  King. 
It  is  a  })enalty  to  break  your  statutes, 
Tho*  not  enacted  with  your  HighneW  hand ; 
EIuw  much  more  to  infringe  the  holy  act, 
Ma<le  by  the  mouth  of  (lod,  seul'd  with  his  hand 
I  know  niv  Sovereign,  in  my  Husband's  love, 
Doth  but  to  try  the  Wife  of  Salisbury, 
Whether  she  will  hear  a  wanton's  tale  or  no : 
Lest  being  guilty  therein  by  my  stay. 
From  that,  not  from  my  liege,  1  turn  away.^ 

Kiny.   Whether  is  her  beauty  by  her  words  divine? 
Or  are  her  words  sweet  chaplains  to  her  beauty? 
Like  as  the  i^ind  doth  beoutify  a  sail. 
And  As  a  sail  iMxromes  the  uiL^een  wind, 
So  do  her  words  her  beautteft,  beauty  words.' 

Coun,  He  hath  Hwom  me  by  the  name  of  God 
To  break  a  vow  made  in  the  name  of  God. 
What  if  i  swear  by  Uiis  right  hand  of  mine 
To  cut  this  right  hand  off?  the  better  way 
Were  to  profane  the  idol,  than  confound  it. 

Flattery. 
-()  thou  World,  great  nurse  of  flattery. 


Why  dost  thou  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden  words, 

'[Exit  the  CounicsB,  and  the  King  continues.^ 

■[Twenty  lines  omitted,  the  King  stiU  speaking.      Then  **0  tbou  world,' 
below.] 


etc. 
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And  [wise  their  cleeds  with  weight  of  heavy  lead, 
That  fair  perfornidnce  cannot  follow  promise? 
()  that  H  man  mi^ht  hold  the  heart's  close  book 
And  choke  the  lft\-ish  tongue,  when  it  doth  utter 
'Hie  breath  of  faltiehood,  not  character*d  there  I 

Sin,  worst  in  High  Place. 

An  hunuurable  grave  is  more  esteemed, 

Tlian  the  [mlluted  closet  of  a  king; 

The  gitftter  man,  the  greater  is  the  thing, 

lk>  it  gtKnl  or  bad,  that  he  tihall  undertake. 

An  unreputed  mote,  flying  in  the  sun, 

J*resents  a  greater  substance  than  it  is ; 

'I'he  freshest  suninier*s  day  doth  soonest  taint 

Tlie  loathed  carrion,  that  it  ttcems  to  kiss; 

Deep  are  the  blows  made  with  a  mighty  axe ; 

That  sin  does  ten  tinaes  aggravato  itself. 

That  is  committed  in  u  lioly  place; 

An  evil  deed  done  by  authority 

In  sin,  and  KulKirnntton  ;  deck  an  ape 

In  tissue,  and  the  beauty  of  the  robe 

Adds  but  the  greater  scorn  unto  the  beast ; 

The  poison  sliew.s  wuntt  in  a  gulden  cup ; 

I>ark  night  seems  darker  by  the  lightning  flaah ; 

Lilies  that  fester,  smell  far  worse  than  weedii. 

And  every  Glory,  that  incHnes  to  Sin, 

The  shame  is  treble  by  the  opposite. 


[THE  WISDOM  OF]  DOCTOR  DODYPOL.     A  COMEDY 
AUTHOR  UNKNOWN,  1600» 

Earl  Lofsenburgh^  ae  a  Painter^  painting  kia  Mistress 
al  groteaco. 

Lass.  Welcome  bright  Mom,  that  with  tliy  golden  rays 
Reveal'st  the  radiant  colours  of  the  Morid  ; 
Look  here,  and  see  if  thou  canst  find  dispers'd 
The  glorious  parts  of  fair  I.ucilia  I 
Take  them,  and  join  them  in  the  heavenly  spheres ; 
And  fix  them  there  tus  an  eternal  light, 
For  luveru  to  adore  and  wonder  at.^ 

'  [Thii  rare  play  is  given  by  Bullen  in  his  Old  Engtitk  Plays,  vaL  iiL] 
'[Three  lines  omUted.) 
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Lao.  You  paint  your  flattering  words,  Lord  Laaeenburgh, 
Making  a  curiuus  pencil  of  vour  tongue : 
And  that  fuir  artificial  hand  ni  yonn* 
Were  Htler  to  have  painted  Heaven's  fine^  Htory, 
Than  here  to  work  on  antics,  and  on  me: 
'llius  for  uiy  sake  vou  of  a  nolite  Karl 
Are  glad  to  l>c  a  mercenary  Painter. 

Lass.  A  Painter,  fair  LucilJa :  why,  the  world 
With  all  her  beauty  wa«  by  p.iixtint.  made. 
LfHik  on  the  heavens,  colnur'd  with  golden  stars. 
The  Hmiamental  part  of  it  all  blue. 
Look  on  the  air,  where  with  on  hundred  changes 
The  waterv  ratnlxjw  duth  endirace  Uic  eaiiJi. 
Look  on  t)ie  sunnner  fields,  adom'd  with  flowera. 
How  much  is  Nature's  }winting  honoirr'd  there. 
Look  in  the  cnines,  aad  on  the  t'a.stem  Hhore, 
Where  all  our  metals  and  deai-  geuLs  are  drawn  ; 
Though  fair  themselves,  made  better  by  their  foils. 
Look  on  that  little  world,  the  Two-fnl(i  Man, 
Whose  fairer  parcel  is  the  wc»iker  still ; 
And  Hee  wliat  azure  veins  in  stream-like  form 
Divide  the  rosy  beauty  of  the  skill. 
I  speak  not  of  the  sundry  sha|>es  of  beasts ; 
The  several  colours  of  the  element«. 
Whose  mixture  shapes  the  world's  variety. 
In  making  all  things  by  their  colours  known. 
And,  to  c{mclude — Nature  hei-self  divine 
In  all  things  she  has  made  is  a  mere  Painter. 

Luc.  Now  by  thitt  kiss,  the  admirer  of  thy  skill, 
liou  art  well  worthy  tb'  honour  thou  bant  ^ven 
With  thy  so  sweet  worda  to  thy  eye-ravishing  Art ; 
Of  whicli  my  beauties  can  deserve  no  part.. 

La-88.  I'Vom  these  base  antjo*,  where  my  hand  hath  'spented 
Thy  several  part^  if  I,  uniting  all. 
Had  figured  there  the  true  Lucilia, 
Then  might  thou  justly  wonder  at  my  art; 
And  devout  people  would  from  far  repair. 
Like  pilgrims,  with  their  duteous  sacrifice, 
Adorning  thee  as  Ilecent  of  their  loves. 
Here  in  the  center  of  tliis  Marigold 
Like  a  bright  diamond  I  enchaM.-d  thine  eye. 
'Here  underneath  this  little  rosy  bush 
Thy  crimson  cheeks  peer  forth,  more  fair  than  it. 
Here  Cupid  hanging  down  his  wings  doth  Mt, 
CorajMiriag  clK-rries  to  thy  nisy  lips, 

'[Should  be  "(air*".] 
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Here  is  thy  brow,  thy  hair,  thy  neck,  thy  hand, 
Of  purpose  in  all  ttcvoml  shrouds  (Ii»per«ed  ! 
Lest  raviiih'd  I  should  dote  on  mine  own  work. 
Or  envy-burning  eyes  should  malice  it. 

A  Cameo  ttescHbfid. 
-Bee  thiH  Agate,  that  contains 


[Act  i..  Sc  I.] 


The  image  of  the  Goddew  and  her  Son^ 
Whuui  ancients  held  the  Sovi-reigiis  of  Love. 
See  natitraUy  wmiipht  out  of  the  stone. 
Besides  the  pertV-ct  shape  of  every  limb, 
IJeaides  the  wundi-ous  life  of  her  bright  hair, 
A  wavinj;  nmnlle  of  celestial  hhie, 
Embroidering  itself  with  flaming  Rtain ; 
Most  exceUeut !  and  see  besides, — 
How  Cupid's  wings  do  spring  out  of  the  stone, 
As  if  tliey  needed  not  the  help  of  Art. 


[Ad  it,  Sc.  i; 


Earl  Laas^nhwrgk,  for  soTM  distaatey  Jlees  Luciliay  who 
follows  him. 

1,083.  Wilt  thou  not  cease  then  to  pursue  me  still  ? 
Should  I  entreat  thee  to  attend  me  thus. 
Tlien  thou  would'st  pant  and  rtst ;  then  yfur  sfft  feet 
Would  be  I'epinin^  at  these  niggard  stones; 
Now  I  forbid  ihce,  thou  pursnest  like  wind ; 
No  tedious  sjiace  of  time,  nor  storm  ran  tire  thee. 
But  I  will  seek  out  some  high  slippery  close. 
Where  every  step  shall  reach  the  gate  of  death. 
That  fear  may  nmkc  thee  cpnse  to  fidlow  me. 

iitc.  There  will  I  bodilr.<w  be,  when  you  are  there; 
For  love  dcspiwth  death,  and  scorneth  fear. 

Lasa.  I'll  wander  where  some  deapcrate^  river  parts 
The  Rolid  continent,  and  awim  from  thee. 

Luc,  And  there  I'll  follow,  though  I  drown  for  thee. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  S.«] 

La68.  O  weary  of  the  way,  and  of  my  life. 
Where  shall  I  rest  my  somiw'd,  tired  limbs? 

Lice.  Rest  in  my  twsom,  rest  you  here,  my  Lord ; 
A  place  securer  you  can  no  way  Knd — 

Ltiss.  Nor  more  unfit  for  mv  unpleased  mind. 
A  heavy  jtlumber  calls  me  to  the  earth  ; 
Here  will  I  sleep,  if  sleep  will  harlwur  here. 

'  [Should  be  "  boystcrous  ".) 

'[The  sc«ne  continues:  the  following  portion  of  this  extract  occum  iftcr  the  next 
given  by  Lamb.] 
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Lac.  Unhealthful  is  the  melaticbolv  earth  ; 

0  let  m_v  Lord  rest  on  Lucilia'ti  lap. 

I'll  help  to  shield  vou  from  tht*  seaiirhinji  nir. 
And  keep  the  cold  dnnips  from  your  gentle  blood, 

L<i«a.  Pi*av  thee  awuv  ;  for,  whilst  thou  art  s*>  ntiar. 
No  sleep  wilf  neizc  on  my  suspicious  eyes. 

Iaic.  Sleep  then  ;  una  I  am  pleased  far  off  to  sMy 
Like  to  a  poor  and  forlorn  centinel, 
Wati'liiiig  the  unthanklul  sleep,  that  severa  me 
From  mv  due  part  of  t-est,  dear  Love,  with  thee. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.] 

An  Enchants,  wfio  ia  enuTnoured  of  Lueilia,  charms  the  Earl 
to  a  dead  aleep^  and  Lueilia  to  a  forgetfulTiess  of  fur  pttst 
love. 

EnchanUr  {to  Lassenburgk).  Lie  there;  and  lose  the  memory 
of  hcT, 
Who  likewise  hath  forgot  the  love  of  thee 
By  ray  enchantments : — come,  sit  down,  fair  Nymph, 
Ajid  taste  the  sweetness  of  these  heav'niy  catea. 
Whilst  from  the  hollow  crannies  of  tbi^  rock 
Muflic  shall  Mumd  to  i-ecreate  my  Love. 
Bnt  tel  I  me,  had  yon  ever  I^ver  vet  ? 

Lxtcilia.   I  ha<f  a  Lover,  I  think  ;  hut  who  it  wa», 
Or  where,  or  how  lon^  fiint'e,  aye.  me  !  t  know  not : 
Yet  beat  my  timorous  thoughts  on  such  a  thhig. 

1  feel  a  pafisioimte  beat,  y*-'t  liud  no  Rame  : 
Think  what  I  know  not,  nor  know  what  I  think. 

Ench.  Hast  thoir  fon^ot  nie  then  ?  I  am  thy  Love, — 
Whom  sweetly  thou  wert  wont  to  entertain 
With  looks,  with  vows  of  love,  with  amorous  kisses. 
Look'.it  thou  BO  strange  ?  doHt  thou  not  know  me  yet  ? 

Luc.  Sure  I  should  know  you. 

Ench.  Why,  Love,  doubt  you  that? 
Twas  I  that  fed  yon  '  thnV  the  painted  meads. 
Where  the  light  fairies  danced  uimn  the  flowern. 
Hanging  on  every  leaf  an  orient  jieai'l, 
Whif^,  sti-uck  together  with  the  silken  wind 
Of  their  lo(»se  niaiitle}i,  miule  a  silver  chime. 
Twius  I  that,  winding  my  shrill  bugle  horn. 
Made  a  gilt  palace  break  out  of  the  hill, 
Fiird  suddenly  with  troops  of  knights  and  dames, 
Who  danced  and  revel'd  :  whilst  wc  sweetly  slept 
Upon  a  hod  of  rosea,  wrapt  all  in  gold. 
Dost  thou  not  know  me  now? 

'  tn  chaitned  visions. 
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Luc.  Yes,  now  [  know  thee, 

Bnek.  Come  then,  continii  this  knotrlodge  with  a  kisa. 

Luc.  Nav,  stay ;  you  iire  not  He  :  how  strann;  U  thi«  ! 

Enck,  Tliou  art  grown  pfutsin?  stmnge,  mv  Love, 
To  him  thnt  made  thee  so  long  fsnice  his  nri^c. 

Lac.  O  wiw  it  yon  ?  come  tlieu.     O  stay  awhile. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am : 
Nor  you,  nor  thene  I  know,  nor  any  thing. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  5.] 


THE  GENTLEMAN  01*  VENICE.  A  TRAGI-COMEDY 
[iniBLISHEU  1655;  LICENSED  1639].  BY  JAMES 
SHIRLEY 

] 
Giovanni,  of  nchU  extraction,  but  brought  up  a  Gardener,  and 
ignorant  of  any  greater  birth,  lovea  Bdlaura,  a  J^nnceas ; 
and  is  beloved  agmn. 

BEIJ.AUBA.       GiaV.\NNL 

Bfll.  How  now,  Giovanni ; 
VVluil,  with  a  sword  !     You  were  not  used  to  appear 
Thus  artn'd.     Your  weajKin  t«  a  npade,  I  take  it. 

Oio.  It  did  become  my  lite  profession,  Madam 
But  I  am  cliaugi-d — 

HfM.  Not  to  a  ttoldier  ? 

Oio.  It  IK  a  title,  M;ulam,  will  much  gnice  me  ; 
And  with  the  host  collection  of  my  thoughts 
I  have  ambition  to  the  wars. 

Bell.  You  have  ? 

6io.  O  'tis  a  brave  profewsion  and  rewards 
jVll  loss  we  meet,  with  double  weight  in  glory  ; 
A  calling,  Princes  still  are  proud  to  own  ; 
And  wmie  do  willinj^lv  forj^et  their  crownR, 
To  be  commanded.     Tia  the  spring  of  all 
We  here  entitle  fame  to;   Em}icrors, 
And  all  degrees  of  honours,  owing  all 
Their  names  to  thin  employment  ;  in  her  vast 
And  circulai- embraces  holding  Kings, 
And  making  them  ;  and  yet  su  kind  as  not 
To  exclude  such  private-  things  as  I,  who  may 
Learn  and  commence  in  her  great  arts. — My  life 
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Hath  been  too  ukIcss  to  myself  and  couDtry ; 

Tis  time  1  should  employ  it,  to  deserve 

A  name  within  their  registry,  that  bring 

The  wealth,  the  han-est,  home  of  well-bought  honour.' 

Beil.  Yet  1  can  sec 
Through  all  tkxis  revulution,  Giovanni, 
Tin  something  else  h&n  wrought  this  violent  change. 
Pray  let  me  be  of  counsel  with  your  thoughts, 
And  know  the  scriouti  motive  ;  come,  be  clear. 
I  am  no  enemy,  and  can  assist 
Where  1  allow  the  caube. 

Gio.  You  may  be  augry. 
Madam,  and  chide  it  as  a  saucy  pride 
In  me  to  name  or  look  at  honour  ;  nor 
Can  I  but  know  what  small  addition 
is  my  unskilful  arm  to  aid  a  country. 

Beit.  I  may  therefore  justly  sa^pect  there  is 
Something  ol  other  force,  that  moves  you  to 
The  wars.     Enlarge  my  knowledge  with  the  secret. 

Gio.  At  this  command  I  open  my  heart.     Madam, 
I  must  confess  there  is  another  cau^e. 
Which  I  dare  not  in  my  obedience 
Obscure,  since  you  will  call  it  forth ;  and  yet 
I  know  vou  will  laugh  at  roe — 

Beil.'lt  would  ill 
Become  my  breeding,  Giovanni— 

Qio.  Then, 
Know,  Madam,  I  am  in  love. 

Bell,  in  love  with  whom? 

Gio.  With  one  1  dare  not  name,  she  is  so  much 
Above  my  birth  and  fortunes. 

BelL  I  commend 
Your  flight.     But  does  she  know  it  ? 

Gio.  I  durst  never 
[Ap|}eHr  with  so  much  boldness  to  discover 
My  heart's  so  great  ambition  ;  it  ia  here  still 
A  strange  and  busy  guest. 

BelL  And  you  think  absence 
May  cure  this  wound — 

Gio.  Or  death— 

Bell.  1  may  presume 
■Y*ou  think  she's  lair — 

Gio.  I  dare  as  soon  question  your  beauty,  Madam, 
The  only  ornament  and  star  of  Venice, 

'[Twenty-one  lincB  OBkiUfld.] 
VOL.  IV. — 32 
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Pardon  the  bold  oompAiiMn ;  yet  there  is 

Something  in  you,  resembles  my  great  MistresB. 

She  h\uiihcs—{a9uie). 

Such  very  beams  disperseth  her  bright  eye. 

Powerful  to  restore  aecrepit  nature  ; 

But  when  she  frowns,  and  changes  ^m  her  aweet 

Awpect,  (as  in  niv  fean  1  sec  you  now, 

Oneiided  at  mv  noldneas,)  she  dciea  blast 

Poor  Giovanni  thus,  and  thus  I  wither 

At  heart,  and  wish  myseJC  a  tiling  lost  in 

My  own  fori^otten  duat  [Act  iuL,  Sc.  i.'] 


THE   DEVIL'S    LAW    CASE.      A    TRAGI-OOMEDY 
JOHN    WEBSTER  [See  page   16»J 

Clergy'comfort 

I  must  talk  to  you,  like  a  Divine,  of  patience. — * 
I  have  heard  some  talk  of  it  very  much,  and  many 
Times  to  their  auditors'  impatience  ;  but  1  pray, 
What  practice  do  they  make  on't  in  their  lives? 
They  are  too  full  of  choler  with  living  honest. 
And  some  of  them  not  only  impatient 
Of  tJieir  own  slightest  injuries,  out  stark  mad 


BY 


At  one  another^s  preferment. 


[Act  U,  Sc.  3."] 


SeptUtv>re. 


Two  Bell-men^  a  Capuchin  ;  Romeuo,  and  otAerM. 

Cap.  For  pity'a  sake,  you  that  have  tears  to  shed, 
Sigh  a  soft  requiem,  and  let  fall  a  bead, 
For  two  unfortunate  NobIe»,*  whose  sad  fate 
Leaves  them  both  dead  and  exoommunicate. 
No  churchman's  pray'r  to  comfort  their  last  groans. 
No  Mured  seed  of  earth  to  hide  their  bones ; 
But  as  then-  fury  wrought  them  out  of  breath. 
The  C^on  speaks  them  guilty  of  their  own  death. ^ 

/torn.  Denied  Christian  burial !  I  pray,  what  does  that  ? 
Or  the  dead  lazy  march  in  the  funeral? 

'  [Works,  t333,  vol.  v.    For  othei  exuacu  ttom  Stiiiley  mc  note  to  page  393.] 
'*L"Of  patience"  should  be  in  brackeu.     It  is  ihc  Kubjcct  of  the  wegotog  coo- 
veiBation.J 

*[Dyce.  1837.]  « Skin  in  a  dud.  *(Five  lines  omitted.] 
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Or  the  flattery  in  the  epitaph  ? — which  shows 
More  sluttish  far  than  all  tne  spiders'  vebe. 
Shall  ever  grow  upon  it :  what  do  these 
Add  to  our  well-being  after  death  ? 

Cap.  Not  a  scruple. 

Horn.  Very  well  then — 
I  have  a  certain  meditation, 
(If  I  can  think  of,)  somewhat  to  this  pur|X)se  ; — 
I'll  say  it  to  jou,  while  iu_v  mothtu-  there 
Numliera  her  beads. — 

"  You  that  dwell  near  these  graves  and  vaults. 
Which  oft  do  hide  physicians'  faults. 
Note  what  a  small  room  does  suffice 
To  express  men's  goods  :  their  vanities 
Would  fill  more  volume  in  small  hand. 
Than  till  the  evidence  of  Church  Laud. 
Kunemls  hide  men  in  civil  wi^ring. 
And  are  to  the  Drapers  a  good  hearing ; 
Make  th'  Heralds  laugh  in  their  black  rayment ; 
And  lUl  die  Worthies,  die  with  payment 
To  Ih'  Altar  offerings  :   tho'  their  fame. 
And  all  the  charity  of  their  name, 
*Tween  heav'n  atid  this,  yield  no  wore  light 
Than  rotten  trees,  which  shine  in  th*  night. 

0  look  the  last  Act  be  best  in  Lb'  IMuy, 
And  then  rest  gentle  bones  I  yet  pray. 
That  when  by  the  Precise  you're  vievtl, 
A  supersedeas  be  not  sued  ; 

To  remove  you  to  a  place  more  airy, 

Tliat  in  yuur  stead  tiiey  may  keep  chary 

Stockfish,  or  .seacoal ;  fur  tlie  abuses 

Of  sacrilege  have  tuni'd  graves  to  vilder  uses. 

How  then  can  any  monument  say. 

Here  rest  these  bones  to  the  Last  Day  ; 

When  Time,  swift  both  of  foot  and  fcathej*. 

May  bear  them  the  Sexton  knows  not  whither?-^ 

What  caiX!  I  then,  tho'  my  labt  sleep 

Be  in  tlie  desart,  or  in  the  deep ; 

No  lamp,  nor  taper,  day  and  night. 

To  give  my  chamel  chargeable  light? 

1  have  there  like  quantity  of  giound ; 


And  at  the  last  dav  I  shall  be  found. 


[Act  ii.,  Sc.  8.] 


*Web«tcr  w»  paiJth  clerk  at  St.  Andrew's,  Holborn.  The  anxious  recunencfi  to 
chuTch-maners :  ucrilege ;  tomb^monea ;  with  the  frequent  inlroducUon  of  dirgn  in 
this,  and  his  othet  tragedies.,  may  be  uaced  to  his  piofe&tiofial  sympathise. 
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7mmatur0  Deatk. 
Contarino's  dead. 

0  that  he  should  die  so  soon ! 

Why,  I  praV}  tell  me : 

Is  not  the  shortest  fever  best  ?  and  are  not 

Bad  plays  the  worse  for  their  length  ?  [Act  iii.,  Sc  S.] 

QuUty  Preferment. 

1  have  a  plot,  shall  breed, 

Out  of  the  death  of  these  two  noblemen  ; 
Th'  advancement  of  our  house — 

Oh  take  heed 
A  grave  is  a  rotten  foundation.  lUnd."] 

Mischiefs. 
-are  like  the  visits  of  Frandsean  friars, 


They  never  come  to  prey  upon  ua  single.  [i&wl.] 

LatA  Love  strongest. 


we  love  our  youngest  children  best. 
So  the  last  fruit  of  our  afiection, 
Wherever  we  bestow  it,  is  most  strong. 
Most  violent,  most  irresistible ; 
Since  'tis  indeed  our  latest  harvest  home. 
Last  merryment  'fore  winter;  and  we  Widows, 
As  men  peport  of  our  best  picture-makers. 
We  love  the  Piece  we  are  in  hand  with  better, 
Hum  all  the  excellent  work  we  have  done  before.  [T&uf.] 

Mother's  Anger. 

Leonora.  Ha,  my  Son ! 
ril  be  a  furv  to  him ;  like  an  Amazon  lady, 
rd  cut  oiTtlus  right  pap  that  gave  him  suck. 
To  shoot  him  dead.     I^  no  more  tender  him. 
Than  had  a  wolf  stol'n  to  my  teat  in  th'  night. 
And  robb'd  me  of  my  milk.  [Itnd.'\ 

Distraction  from  Ov/Ut 

Leonora  {sola).  Ha,  ha  I  What  say  you  ? 
I  do  talk  to  somewhat  methinks ;  it  may  be, 
My  Evil  Genius. — Do  not  the  bells  ring? 
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I  h&ve  a  strange  noise  in  my  head.    Oh,  fly  in  [pieces]. 

Come,  age,  ana  wither  me  into  the  malice 

Of  those  that  have  been  happy ;  let  me  have 

One  property  for  more  than  the  devil  of  hell ; 

Let  me  envy  the  pleasure  of  youth  heartily ; 

Let  me  in  this  life  fear  no  kind  of  ill. 

That  have  no  good  to  hope  for.^     Let  me  sink, 

Where  neither  man  nor  memory  may  find  me.  (Falls  to  the  ground.*) 

Confessor  (entering).  You  are  well  employ'd,  I  hope ;  the  best 
pillow  in  th'  world 
For  tnis  your  contemplation  is  the  earth, 
And  theoest  object.  Heaven. 

LeoTMra.  I  am  whispering 

To  a  dead  friend 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  S.] 

Obttaeles. 

Let  those,  that  would  oppose  this  union. 
Grow  ne'er  so  subtle,  and  entangle  themsdves 
In  their  own  work,  like  spiden ;  while  we  two 
Haste  to  our  noble  wishes ;  and  presume, 
The  hindrance  of  it  will  breed  more  delight, — 
As  black  copartaments*  shew  gold  more  bright. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  «.] 

FcUling  out. 

To  draw  the  Picture  of  Unkindness  truly 
Is,  to  express  two  that  have  dearly  loved 
And  fallen  at  variance.  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 


THE    BRIDE.      A    COMEDY    [PUBLISHED    1640],      BY 
THOMAS   NABBS 

Antiqwitiea. 
HoETEN,  a  CoUeetor.    His  friend. 

Friend.  You  are  [likewise]  learned  in  Antiquities  ? 

Sort.  A  little,  Sir. 
I  should  afiect  them  more,  were  not  tradition 
One  of  the  best  assurances  to  show 
They  are  the  things  we  think  them.     What  more  proo&, 

1  [Four  lines  and  a  half  omitted.]  ■  [Four  line*.] 

'  [Obffolete  fonn  of  '*  compartment ".] 
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Except  perhaps  a  little  circumstance, 

Have  we  tor  this  or  that  to  be  a  piece 

Of  Delpbos'  ruiiis  ?  or  the  marble  statues, 

Made  Atheus  glorious  wheu  i>bc  was  supposed 

To  have  more  images  of  men  than  men  ? 

A  weather-beaten  stone,  with  un  inscription 

That  i»  unt  legible  but  thru'  au  optic, 

TflJs  us  its  age  ;  tliat  in  some  Sibyl's  cave 

Three  thousand  yean*  ago  it  was  an  altar, 

"i^  satitjfaction  to  our  curiosity, 

But  oujj^ht  not  tu  neceKiitate  Iwlief. — ^ 

For  Antiquity, 

I  do  not  store  up  any  under  Grecian  ; 

Your  Koniaii  antiques  arc  but  modem  toys 

Compared  to  tliem.     Besides  they  are  so  counterfeit 

With  mouldings,  'tis  scarce  possiole  to  find 

Any  but  copies. 

Friend.  Ytt  you  are  confident 
Of  yours,  that  are  of  more  doubt. 

aort.  Others  from  their  easiness 
May  credit  what  they  please.     My  trial's  such. 
Of  any  thing  I  doubt,  all  the  impostors, 
That  ever  made  Antiquity  ridiculous, 
Cannot  deceive  me.     If  I  light  ufton 
Aught  that's  above  my  skill,  I  have  recourse 
To  those,  whose  judgment  at  the  second  view 
(If  not  the  first)  will  tell  nie  what  Philosopher's 
That  eye-Iesft,  nose-less,  mouth-lesa  Statue  is. 
And  wno  the  workman  was  ;  tho*  since  his  death 
Thousands  of  years  have  been  revolved. 

[Act  iv. 

Accidents  to  frtistrate  Purpose. 

How  various  are  the  events  that  may  depend 

Upon  one  action,  yet  the  end  prop<Med 

Nut  foUuw  the  iiitenlion!  accidents 

Will  interpose  themRelves  ;  like  those  rash  men. 

That  thrust  into  a  throng,  occasioned 

Hv  sonic  tumultuous  difference,  where  perhaps 

'rtieir  busy  curiosity  begf  Ls 

New  quarrels  with  new  issues." 


Sc.  l.»J 


[Act  V,  Sc.  S.] 


'[Twelve  and  »  half  lines  omititd.] 

*[For  anothei  extract  horn  N&bbes  we  page  448.] 


>[Ed.  Bullen.  vol.  tLJ 


THE  6£NTL£MAN  USHEB 


THE  GENTLEMAN  CSHEH.     A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED 
1606].     BY    a.   CHAPMAN 

Vincentio,  a  Prin^,  (to  gain  Kim  over  to  hie  irUerest  in  a  love- 
affair)  ffwlls  BassiolOy  a  formal  Gentleman  Usher  to  a  Great 
Lord,  u/iOi  commendations  of  his  mae  house-ordering  at  a 
great  Snteriainment, 

Vine.  — beside^  good  Sir,  your  Show  did  «bew  so  well — 

Bass.  Did  it  indeed,  my  Lord  ? 

Vine.  O  Sir,  lielie^-c  it, 
"Twas  the  best  fashion'd  and  well-orHer'd  thing, 
That  ever  eye  beheld  ;  and  therewithal, 
The  fit  attendance  by  the  servants  used, 
Tlie  eentle  guise  in  nerving  every  guest. 
In  otner  cntertninmcnbi ;  evert*  thing 
About  your  house  so  sortfully  disposed. 
That  cv'u  an  in  a  turn-spit  (cati'd  a  Jack) 
One  vice'  asssta  another  ;  the  great  wheels, 
Turniog  but  softly,  make  the  Jess  to  whirr 
About  their  business ;  every  different  part 
Concurring  to  one  cumnicndablc  end  : 
So,  and  in  such  eunfumiunce,  with  rare  grace 
Were  all  thinys  (M-dered  in  your  good  Lord's  house. 

Hass.  The  most  fit  Simile  that  ever  was. 

Vine.  But  shall  1  tell  you  plainly  my  conceit. 
Touching  the  man  that  (I  tbnik)  caused  tliis  order? 

Bass.  Aye,  good  my  Lord. 

Vine.  \  ou  note  my  Simile  ? 

Bass.  Drawn  from  the  turn-spit 

Vine.  1  see,  you  have  me. 
Even  as  in  that  quaint  engine  you  have  seen 
A  little  man  in  Rnredx  stand  at  the  winder. 
And  seems  to  put  in  act  all  things  about  him. 
Lifting  and  pulling  with  a  mighty  stir,- — 
Yet  adds  no  fon-e  to  it,  nor  nothing  does  : 
So,  though  your  Lord  be  a  brave  gentleman, 
And  seems  to  do  tJiis  business,  he  doe^  nothing. 
Some  man  atraut  him  was  the  festival  robe 
That  made  him  shew  so  glorious  and  divine, 

Bass.  I  cannot  tell,  my  Lord  ;  but  I  should  know, 
If  any  such  there  were. 

Vtnc.  Should  know,  quoth  you  ? 

'Turn. 
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I  warrant,  yuu  know  well.     Well,  wnie  there  be» 
Shall  hnvp  the  fortune  to  have  such  rare  men 
(Like  hruve  lieaHtt  to  their  aruis)  supiwrt  their  state  ; 
Whi-ii  nthupt  of  Oh  high  a  wurlh  luiti  oreed, 
Ari'  miule  the  wasteful  food  of  them  they  feed. — 
,  Wlmt  ilitle  liuth  your  Lord  made  you  for  your  serrioe  ? 

[Act  iii,  Sc.  V] 

The  same  BcuHolo  deaoribedp 

!,ord*»  DauffkUr.  — his  place  is  great ;  for  be  is  not  only 
My  fatlicr'H  llHlier,  hut  the  wurld'H  heside, 
Iwuiuie  he  goes  Itefore  it  all  in  folly.' 

[Act  it.,  Sc  1,  p.  305.] 


THE  BASTARD.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  iGoStl 
AITTHOH  UNKNOWN  [ATTRIBLTTED  TO  COSMO 
MANUCHE] 

Lover'a  Frovrn. 

ItoderigTbet,  Thy  uncle.  Love,  holds  itill  a  jealous  eye 
On  ftlt  my  Aotionrt ;  and  I  am  advised,' 
That  hii  suspicious  can 

Are  Htill  iKhind  the  lumgings  ;  that  the  servants 
H&vp  from  him  in  eontmano  to  watch  who  %'isits.* 
T1»  Mifeft,  in  my  judgment,  in  his  presence 
Tlint  thou  fiirlwar  to  cast  a  smile  upon  me ; 
And  that,  like  old  Decemher,  I  should  IcMik 
With  At]  uiip9i-a.Hiint  and  contracted  brow, 

Varina.    Whut,  canst   thou  change   thy  heart,  my  dear,  that 
Of  f]e^l)  thou  gav'ftt  me,  into  adamant,  [heart 

Or  rigid  marble  ?  CHnst  thou  frown  on  me  ? 

Rod.  You  do  mistake  me,  sweet,  I  mean  not  so 
To  cftangc  my  heart  ;  I'll  change  my  countenance, 
But  keep  my  heart  as  loyal  us  before. 

Var.  In  truth  1  cannot  credit  it,  that  thou 
Canst  cast  a  frown  on  me ;  I  prithee,  try. 

Rod.  Then  thus : 

{He  tries,  and  cannot ;  they  amiU  on  each  other,) 

'[Ed.  1873,  vol.  i.]  '[For  other  extracts  from  Chapman  sec  note  to  pan  83.I 

*["  By  ny  fnend  C«sai."]  *["  Your&clfor  Mariana,  'twill  be  best."j 
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Var.  I  prithee,  sweet,  betake  thyself  to  school; 
Ttiis  lesson  tliou  must  learn :  in  faith  thou  art  out 

Rx>d.   Well,  ]  must  learn,  and  practiae  it,  or  we 
Shall  blast  our  budding  ho{)es. 

For.  Come,  try  again. 

Rod.  But  if  1  try*  and  prove  a  good  proficient ; 
If  I  do  act  my  part  discretely,  you 
Must  take  it  as  a  play,  not  a»  a  truth  ; 
Think  it  a  formal,  not  a  real  frown. 

Var.  I  shall—— 

Rod,  Then  thus:  iYaith,  minion,  I'll  look  to  thee.    {She  awoona.) 
Why,  how  now,  sweet! — I  did  mistrust  thy  weakness: 
Now  I  have  Icarn'd  my  part,  you  arc*  to  seek. 

Var.  'Faith,  'twas  my  weakness;  when  I  did  perceive 
A  cloud  of  rage  condensed  on  thy  brow. 

My  heart  began  to  melt. 

[Act  iii^  Sc.  1.'] 
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A   COMEDY   [PITBUSHED    1631]. 
JAMES   SHIULEY 

Paesionate  Cowrtehip. 


BY 


Infortunio.  I  must  have  other  answer,  for  I  love  you. 

Selina.  Must !  but  I  don't  see  any  necessity  that 
I  must  love  you.     I  do  confess  you  are 
A  proper  man. 

Jnf.  O  du  not  mock,  Selina ;  let  not  excellence. 
Which  you  are  full  of,  nmkc  you  proud  and  scornful. 
I  am  a  Gentleman  ;  though  my  outward  part 
Cannot  attract  affection,  yet  some  have  told  me» 
Nature  hath  mode  me  what  she  netd  not  shame. 
Yet  look  into  my  heart ;  there  you  shall  see 
What  you  cannot  despise,  for  there  you  are 
With  all  your  graces  waiting  on  you;  there 
I^oTc  hath  made  you  a  throne  to  sit,  and  nile 
O'er  Infortunio ;  all  uiy  thoughts  obeying, 
And  honouring  you  as  queen.     Pass  by  my  outside. 
My  breast  I  dare  compare  with  any  man. 

Set.  But  who  ran  see  this  breast  you  boast  of  so  ? 

Inf.  O  'tis  an  easy  work  ;  for  though  it  be 
Not  to  be  pierced  bv  the  dull  eye,  whose  beam 
Is  spent  on  outwanf  shafics,  there  is  h  way 

*  [Ed.  of  1652.     For  other  extracts  tc«  Appendix,  p.  583.] 
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To  make  «  acarch  into  iU  hidden'st  passage. 

I  ktiow  you  would  n(it  love,  to  pleane  your  •ease. 

A  trw,  tliftt  bean  a  ragged  unleav'd  top 

Id  ili'pth  uf  wintLT,  idhv  wlu-n  Humnicr  coma 

Sprnk  by  his  fruit  he  is  not  dead  but  youthful, 

iTiotigh  om-i>  he  shew'd  no  nap :  mv  heart's  a  plant 

Kept  down  by  cnldtr  thoughbn  and  doubtful  fean. 

Ynur  frownn  Itki-  winter  Htumit  make  it  seem  dead. 

But  y^t  it  \»  not  mi ;  make  it  but  yours, 

And  you  nUnW  not*  it  ipiin^,  and  snoot  forth  leaves 

Wortiiy  your  eye,  and  the  opprestted  uap 

Aioena  tji  cverv  part  to  make  it  green. 

And  pay  your  love  with  fruit  when  harvest  come».^ 

Hd.  'Vuva  you  confess  your  love  is  cold  d»  yet. 
And  winter's  in  your  heart. 

/n/.  Mistiike  me  not,  Selina,  for  I  wy 
My  hi-art  i*  cold,  not  love. 

Set.  And  yet  your  love  is  from  your  heart,  HI  warrant. 

Inf.  O  you  are  nimble  to  tnitftaka 
My  heart  ih  cold  in  your  displeasureR  only, 
And  yet  my  love  is  fervent ;  for  your  eye, 
Ctuting  out  bennw,  maintains  the  Hame  it  bumii  in. 
Again,  iweet  Love^ 

My  henrt  Ih  nut  mine  own,  'tis  yount,  you  have  it; 
And  while  it  naked  lieit,  not  deign'd  vour  bosom 
To  keep  it  warm,  liow  can  it  he  but  cold, 
In  danger  to  be  frown  ?  blnme  not  it. 
You  only  are  in  fault  it  hath  no  heat. 

Sel.  Wl'II,  Sir;  I  know  you  liavp  rhetoric,  but  I 
Can  without  art  give  you  a  final  answer. 

Inf.  O  stay,  and  think  awhile;  I  caiuiot  relish 
You  should  flay  final:  sweet,  deliberate; 
It  dnth  concern  all  the  estate  I  have  ; 
I  moan  not  chmj!;hill  treasure,  but  mv  life 
Doth  >tand  or  fall  to  it ;  if  your  answer  be 
That  you  can  love  me,  be  as  swift  as  lightening ; 
But  i^vou  mean  to  kill  me-,  and  reject 
My  so  long  love-devotions,  which  I've  paid 
Afl  to  an  altar,  stay  a  little  longer. 
And  let  roe  count  the  riches  I  shall  lose 
By  one  poor  airy  word  :  first  give  me  back 
Thitt  part  of  Infortunio  that  ia  lost 
Within  your  love ;  play  not  the  tyT 


I  [Pour  lines  omittad.] 
K^orki,  j8j3.  vol.  i.] 


t\Tnnt  with  me.' 

[Act  i.,  So.  l.«J 

*[For  other  extracts  from  Shirley  see  note  to  page  393 
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A    WOMANS    A    WEATHERCOCK.      A  COMEDY    [PUB- 
LISHED  161S].     BY   NATHANIEL  FIELD  [1587-1683] 

False  Mistress. 

ScroMoaE  alone ;  having  a  Utter  in  his  hand  from  Bellafront 
asstirinif  him  of  /ler  faith. 

Scud.  If  what  I  feel  I  could  express  in  words, 
Mcthinks  I  could  sneak  joy  enough  toj|raen 
To  banish  sadness  from  all  love  for  ever. 

0  thuu  that  I'eeoncilcst  the  faults  of  all 
Thy  frothy  sex,  and  in  thy  single  self 
Confines  !  nay,  has  engross'd,  virtue  enough 
To  frame  a  spacious  world  of  virtuous  women  ! 
Had'st  thou  buen  tJie  beginning  of  thy  sex, 

1  tliink  the  devil  in  the  serpent'*  skin 

Had  wanted  cunning  to  o'er-«ome  thy  goodneis ; 
And  all  had  lived  and  died  in  innoccncy, 
The  whole  creation — * 
Who's  there  ? — come  in — 

Nevill  (entering).  What  up  already,  Scudmore?* 

Scud.  Good  morrow,  my  dear  Nevill  ? 

Nev.  What* s  this  ?  a  letter !  sure  it  is  not  no — * 

Scud.  By  heav'n,  you  must  excuse  me.     Come,  I  know 
Yuu  will  not  wn>ng  my  friendship,  and  your  uiauuers. 
To  tempt  me  so. 

Nev.  Not  for  the  world,  my  friend. 
Good  morrow — 

Sctid.  Nay,  Sir,  neither  muRt  you 
Depart  in  anger  from  this  friendly  hand. 
I  twear  I  love  you  better  than  all  men, 
Equally  with  all  virtue  in  the  world  : 
Yet  thi.ti  would  be  a  key  to  lead  you  to 
A  prize  of  that  importance — 

Nev.  Worthy  friend, 
I  leave  you  not  in  anger, — what  d'ye  mean  ? — 
Nor  am  1  of  that  inquisitive  nature  framed. 
To  thirst  to  know  your  private  businesses. 
Why,  they  concern  nut  me :  if  thoy  be  ill. 
And  dangerous,  'twould  grieve  me  much  to  know  them  ; 
If  good,  be  they  so;  though  I  know  them  not: 
Nor  would  I  do  youi-  iovc  so  gross  a  wrong, 
To  covet  to  participate  affairs 

'["The  white  ofiginol  creation  "  omitwd.]  *  [.Line  omitted,]  ^[I>itto.] 


iMlTMAdlMe 


f 

I  •»  MV  Ubmr  wM 

AmI  iWiifc*  ItU  inrW  tzMPtre,  to  mciJ  H* 
W»«  bunt  y«w  brM<^t>i -o  defidooi, 
kmi  w  modi  giwUr  thsn  the  cankiiMsit. 

/^/,  O  ywt  hftire  pwra^  m_T  «t»ih  with  tout  worth, 
^mi  I  miwl  rtow  rxplain  dl  to  jooreyw.    (&mm  Aim  tJU  £«CC«r.) 

nrifl  Ih'  Ii«i»i»y  in  mr  hmmem. 
Jfati.  Vf't  Mitfih  «i.'t ;  krep  thy  wcret  and  thj  friend 
ir<*  Hiiil  willn*      O  t^vf  not  me  the  ineuiB 

Tm  Ii Mtiw  fall*  brrrnfliT  ;  or  thyielf 

A  |Mitlmlil»'  r"'ft«»ti  to  <li»tni*t  thy  friend^ 
Lllitm^h  ln'  Im-  im'ii  Ml  ncftr.     I  will  not  see  it. 
MoiW,  I  illo,  by  tivnv'n,  If  you  deny  n^n. 

*|l.tiiiinmUiwl>ll*<ln|lhiMnH:  "  Will  catiM  il  vKtiUb:  and  yet  to  conceal  it**.] 
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I  starve  for  counsel ;  take  it,  look  upon  it. 

If  you  do  not,  it  is  an  equal  pta^'^c 

As  if  it  had  been  known  and  puuliithed. 

For  God's  sake,  road ;  but  with  this  caution, — 

By  this  right  hand,  bv  this  yet  unstain'd  sword. 

Were  vou  my  father  flowing  in  these  waves, 

Or  a  dear  son  exhausted  out  of  tbeui, 

Should  you  betray  the  soul  of  all  my  hopes, 

Like  tiie  two  Brethren  (though  love  made  them  Stars) 

We  must  be  never  mure  both  seen  again. 

Nav.  I  read  it,  fearless  of  the  forfeiture  : — 
Yet  warn  you,  be  as  cautelous '  not  to  wound 
My  integrity  with  doubt,  on  likelihoods 
Frora  misreport,  but  first  exquire  the  truth.'  {reads.} 

Sctid.  She  is  the  food,  the  sleep,  the  air  I  live  by — 

Nev.  (having  read  tfis  Letter).   0  heav'n,  we  speak  like  Gods, 
and  do  like  Dogs  ! — 

Sctid.   What  means  uiv — 

Nev.  This  day  this  Bellafront,  this  rich  heir 
U  married  unto  Count  Frederick  ; 
And  that's  the  Wedding  1  was  going  to. 

Scud.  I  pritliee  do  not  mock  »ie ; — married  ! — 

Nev.   It  is  no  matter  to  be  plaid  withal  I 
But  yet  an  true,  as  women  all  are  fal^e. 

Sctid.  O  that  this  stroke  were  thunder  to  my  breast, 
For,  NcNill,  thou  hast  spoke  my  heart  in  twain  ; 
And  with  the  sudden  wuirlwiud  of  thy  breath 
Hast  raviah'd  me  out  of  a  temperate  soil, 
And  set  me  under  the  red  burning  zone. 

Nev.  For  shame,  return  thy  blood  into  thy  face. 
Know'st  not  how  slight  a  thing  a  Woman  is  ? 

Scud.  Yes  ;  and  now  serious  too. — '  [Act  i.,  Sc.  1.*] 

Scud-more,  afterwardsy  forsaken. 

ScJid.  Oh  God ! 
What  an  eternal  joy  my  heart  has  felt. 
Sitting  at  one  of  these  same  idle  plays, 
When  I  have  seen  a  Maid's  IneuiLstancy 
Presented  to  the  life  :  how  glad  my  eyes 
Have  stole  atwut  me,  fearing  lest  my  looks 
Should  tell  the  company  contented*  there, 
[  had  a  Mistress  free  of  all  such  thoughts. 


)  [Cautious.]       ■[Thiity  lines  omitted.] 
*  lUfrmaiJ  Strut,  ed.  Verity.] 


[Act  iii.,  Sc.  «.] 

'[TweKc  and  a  half  lines  to  end  Scene.] 
•("Convonted."] 
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Hb  replies  to  kia  friend,  who  adjwrw  Aim  to  Hve. 

Scud.  The  sun  is  stale  to  me ;  to-morrow  mom. 
As  this,  'twill  rise,  I  see  no  difference  ; 
The  night  doth  visit  me  but  in  one  robe  ; 
She  brings  as  many  thoughts,  aa  she  wears  stars 
When  she  is  pleasant,  but  no  rest  at  all : 
For  what  new  strange  thing  should  I  covet  life  then : 
Is  she  not  £edse  whom  only  I  thouj^t  true  ? 
Shall  Time  (to  show  hu  streiuth)  make  Scudmore  live. 
Till  (perish  the  vicious  thought)  I  love  not  thee ; 
Or  thou,  dear  friend,  remove  thy  heart  from  me ! — ^ 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  1.] 


THE  TRIUMPHANT  WIDOW.  A  COMEDY  [PUB- 
LISHED 1677].  BY  [WILLIAM  CAVENDISH,]  DUKE 
OF   NEWCASTLE   [1698-1676] 

Sv/mov/ra  of  a  Thief  going  to  Exeoviwn. 

OMcera.  Room  for  the  prisoner  there^  room  for  the  prisoner. 

Footpad.  Make  room  there  ;  'tis  a  strange  thing  a  man  cannot 
go  to  be  hanged  without  crowding  for  it. 

Is*  Fellow.  Pray,  Sir,  were  not  you  a  kin  to  one  Hinde  1 ' 

Footpad.  No ;  I  had  run  &ster  away  then. 

9,nd  Fellow.  Pray,  prisoner,  before  your  death  clear  your  c«i- 
science,  and  tell  me  truly,  &c.' 

(All  oak  him  queatUma  ahotU  robberiea,) 

Ma/rgery.  I  am  sure  you  had  my  Lady's  gilt  caudle  cup. 

Footpad.  Yes,  and  would  have  kept  it ;  but  she  has  it  again, 
has  she  not? 

Jam^a.  And  the  plate  out  of  my  buttery — 

Fool^ad  Well,  and  had  she  not  it  again  ?  what  a  plague  would 
ou  have  ?  you  examine  me,  as  if  you  would  hang  me,  after  I  am 
jed.     I^y,  officers,  rid  me  of  these  impertinent  people,  and  let 
me  die  in  quiet. 

Xai  Woman,  O  lord  !  how  angry  he  is  1  that  shews  he  itf  a  right 
reprobate,  I  warrant  yoa 

Footpad.  I  believe,  if  all  of  vou  were  to  be  hanged,  which  I  hope 
may  be  in  good  time,  you  would  not  be  very  merry. 

'[For  other  extractt  from  Field  B«e  p.  359,  and  "  Pacetia,"  p.  561.] 
*  A  noted  highwayman  in  thOM  days. 
'[Eight  and  a  batt  lines  omitted.] 
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Snti  Womun.  Lord,  what  a  down  look  he  has ! 

let  Woman.  Aye,  and  what  a  cloud  in  bis  forehead,  fi^oody 
Twattle,  mark  that — 

2nd  Woman.  Aye,  and  such  frowning  wrinkles,  I  wHrmnt  you, 
not  so  Diuch  OS  u  smile  irom  bim. 

Footpad.  Smile,  quotb  abc  1  Tbo'  'tis  sport  for  you,  'tis  none 
for  me,  I  assure  you. 

\st  Woman.  Aye,  but  'tis  so  long  before  you  are  banged. 

Footpad.  I  witin  it  longer,  good  woman. 

Ist  Fellow.  Prithee,  Mr.  Thief,  iet  this  be  a  warning  to  you  for 
ever  doing  tbe  like  again. 

Footpad.  1  promise  you  it  »haiL 

2-nd  Woman.  Thai's  well :  Uiank  you  with  all  my  heart,  la ! 
thfit  wa»  spoken  like  a  precious  godly  man  now. 

let  Woiiian.  By  my  truly,  niethinks  now  he  is  a  very  proper 
man,  as  one  shall  see  in  a  sunnner's  day. 

Footpad.  Aye,  mo  are  all  that  are  banged ;  tbe  gallows  adds  a 
great  deal  of  grace  to  one's  person. 

^Tid  Wovian.  I  vow  be  is  a  lovely  man ;  'tis  pity  he  should  be 
taken  away,  as  they  sav,  in  the  flower  of  his  age.' 

Ist  Oj^cer.  Come,  ciispatcb,  dispatch;  what  a  plague  shall  we 
stay  all  day,  and  neglect  our  business,  to  hang  one  thief? 

9,nd  O^cer.  Pruy,  be  bunged  quickly,  Sir ;  for  1  am  to  go  to  a 
Kair  hard  by. 

\8i  Ujleer.  And  I  am  to  meet  some  friends  to  drink  out  a  stand 
of  ale  by  and  by.' 

Isi  WoTTian.  Nay,  pray  let  him  speak,  and  die  like  a  Christian. 

Und  Woman.  O,  1  have  heard  brave  speeches  at  this  place 
before.' 

Footpad.  Well,  good  people — if  I  may  be  bold  to  call  you  so — 
this  Pulpit  was  not  of  my  chusing.  I  ithall  shortly  preach  mortality 
to  you  without  speaking,  therefore  pray  take  example  by  me,  and 
then  I  know  wlwt  will  become  of  yc.  1  will  be,  I  say,  your 
Jtumento  Tnori,  hoping  you  will  all  follow  me. 

1^  Fellow.  O  he  speaks  rarely. 

Snd  Fellow.  Aye,  does  I^atin  it. 

Footpad.  I  Imve  been  too  covetous,  and  at  last  taken  for  it,  and 
am  very  sorry  for  it  I  have  been  a  great  sinner,  and  condemned 
for  it,  which  grieves  me  not  a  little,  that  I  made  not  my  escape, 
and  so  1  heurtdy  rc{)cnt  it,  and  so  1  die  nith  this  true  confession. 

Ist  Wonuin  (weeping).  Mercy  on  him,  for  a  better  man  was 
never  hanged- 

^nd  Wo'man.  So  true  and  hearty  repentance,  and  so  pious. 

'  [£l«vtn  lines  on^itted.] 

*i"  I  must  have  you  hang'd  quickly,  my  friend*  will  vuy  on  me."] 

)  [Two  Une»  omiued.] 
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^nd  Fr.llow.  Help  bim  up  higher  om  tbe  *■****—     No*  me 

abov*  UN  kII. 

Pootpad.  Truly  I  deHire  you  irere  all  e(|oaJ  witb  Me ;  1  ^m  « 

prliK*  in  tliiit  world. 

In!  Fellow.  Will  vou  not  stng,  Sir,  belbre  voa  ^k  |^m^7 
Foutpad.  N(s  1  tfimik  you  ;  I  am  not  ao  laenil^  dv 
tfanifimin.  Conu*,  tirv  vou  ready? 

Fiiolvad.  Vi-H,  I  Imvc  Geuu  preparing  for  too  tW^  ) 
l«f  Woman.  Mi-rry  on  hini  and  uve  his  better  p«rL 
inti  Wttvian.  You  dec  what  we  mmt  aJl  come  to.' 

OMottr.  A  rrprievct  how  came  that? 

i'oiit.  My  Ijuly  llnuKhty  procured  it. 

FitiitjMuL  1  will  alwayM  say,  while  1  live,  that  ber  I^vlri 
vtvil  ut'muu. 

]«/  Fellow,  rinli,  whitt  niUftt  he  not  be  hanged  now? 

§itil  Fdhui.  What  did  we  come  all  this  wav  for  this? 

In/  Woman.  Take  all  tliin  [miiis  to  see  nothing  ? 

Footpad.  Vvry  piouM  good  people,  I  shall  shew  voa  no 
day.' 

[Act  T."] 


MAMAMDUCHI.  A  COMEDY  fPUBUSHED  1675  PHO- 
1M!(  ICl)  1«71  ].  »Y  EinVAHD  RAVENSCROPT. 
[HiOUKISHEU   167M697] 

Foolish  Lender. 

DAtOr.  Ab  to  my  affair*,  you  know  I  stand  indebted  to  you. 

Oftditor.  A  fitw  driblilinf^  kuida,  8ir. 

Debt.  You  k-nt  'i-m  mi;  very  frankly,  and  with  a  great  deal  of     i 
gciicruiiity,  and  nuich  like  n  gt-iilleman.  ^H 

Cred.  Yuu  uri?  jiIl'iuhhI  to  sjiv  ho.  ^H 

DfM.  But  I  know  how  to  ret-eive  kindnesses,  and  to  make  n»hirni 
according  to  the  merits  of  the  |)ei*»on  that  obliges  me. 

Cred.  No  man  bcUer. 

Debt.  Therefore  pray  let's  scu  how  our  act'ouiits  stand. 

Cred,  They  are  down  here  in  my  table  book. 

Debt.  I  am  a  man  that  lovu  to  acquit  myself  of  all  obligations 
soon — 

Cred.  See  the  memorandum. 

Debt.  You  have  set  it  all  down  ? 

Cred.  All. 

'  [Slight  omissiont  and  alteration!  throughout  this  kcdcJ 

■[See  alio  "  FacetiK,"  page  562.]  '[Ed.  of  1677,  pp.  gz-94.] 
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Debt.  Pray  read — 

Gred.  Lent^  the  second  time  I  saw  you,  one  hundred  guineas. 

Debt.  Right. 

Cred.  Another  time  fifty. 

Debt  Yes. 

Cred.  Lent  for  a  certain  occasion,  iHiich  I  did  not  tell  you,  one 
hundred  and  fifty. 

Debt.  Did  I  not  ?  that  I  »)hould  conceal  any  thing  from  my  friend  I 

Cred.  No  matter. 

Dehi.  It  looks  like  mistruKt,  which  is  a  wrong  to  friendship— 

Cred.  O  Lord ! 

Debt  I  am  so  aithanied ! — for  I  dare  trust  my  soul  with  you.  I 
borrowed  it»  to  lend  a  person  of  quality,  whom  I  employed  to  intro- 
duce me  to  the  King,  and  recommend  to  his  particular  favour,  that 
I  might  be  able  to  do  you  service  in  your  affairs. 

Cred,  O  did  you  so  P  then  that  debt  is  as  it  were  paid ;  I'll  cross 
it  out. 

Debt.  By  no  means ;  you  shall  have  it,  or  I  vow — 

Cred.  Well,  Sir,  as  vou  please. 

Debt.  I  vow  I  would  ne'er  have  borrowed  of  you  again,  as  long 
as  you  '  lived— but  i>roceed — 

Cred.  Another  tnne  one  hundred — 

Debt.  O,  that  Mas  to  send  into  France  to  my  wife  to  bring  her 
over,  but  the  Queen  would  not  part  with  her  then  ;  and  since,  she 
is  fallen  .tick. 

Cred.  Alas! 

Debt,  but  pretty  well  recovered — 

Cred.  These  four  sums  make  up  four  hundred  guineaii—- 

Debt.  Just  as  can  be;  a  very  good  wvount.  Put  down  two 
hundred  more,  which  I  will  borrow  of  you  now  ;  and  then  it  will  be 
just  six  hundred;  that  is,  if  it  will  be  no  uicouvenience  to  you — 

Cred.  Euh,  not  in  the  least^ — 

Debt.  It  is  to  make  up  a  sum  of  two  thousand  pounds  which  I 
am  about  to  lay  up '  in  houses  I  have  bought ;  but  if  it  incommode 
you,  I  can  have  it  elsewhere — 

Cred.  O,  by  no  means — 

Debt.  You  need  but  tell  me,  if  it  will  be  any  trouble — 

Cred.  Lord,  Sir,  that  you  will  think  so — 

Debt.  I  know  some  will  be  glad  of  the  occasion  to  serve  me  ;  but 
these  are  favours  only  to  be  asked  of  special  friends.  I  thought 
you,  being  my  most  esteemed  friend,  would  take  it  ill,  if  you  should 
come  to  hear  of  it,  that  I  did  not  ask  you  first — 

Cred.  It  is  a  great  honour.  [Act  ii.,  Sc  1.*] 

■rSbouldb«"I  had".]  '[Should  be  "lay  out*'.] 

'Ed.  of  1675.    V<:T)>al  omissions,  the  n«in«  of  the  two  ipeaken  omined.j 
VOIi.  IV.— 38 
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LOVE'S   METAMORPHOSIS.     A  COMEDY   [PUBLISHED 
1601].    BY  JOHN   LILY,  MA  [1664?-ie06] 

Love  half'denied  is  Love  half'confest. 

NisA.         NioBE,  her  maid. 

Nisa.  I  fear  Niobe  is  in  love. 

Niohe.  Not  I,  madam ;  yet  must  I  confess,  that  oftentimes  I  have 
had  sweet  thou^ts,  sometimes  hard  conceits ;  betwixt  both,  a  kind 
of  yielding ;  I  know  not  what ;  but  certainly  I  think  it  is  not  love : 
sign  I  can,  and  find  ease  in  melancholy :  smile  I  do,  and  take  plea- 
sure in  imagination :  I  feel  in  myself  a  pleasing  pain,  a  chitl  heat,  a 
delicate  Intteniess ;  how  to  term  it  I  know  not ;  without  doubt  it 
may  be  Love ;  sure  I  am  it  is  not  Hctte. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  l.*J 


SAPHO  AND  PHAO.    A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1684]. 
BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR 

PAoo,  a  poor  Ferryman^  praiaee  his  condition. — 3e  ferries  over 
Venue ;  who  inJUmtes  8a/pho  and  him  with  a  muttbol  possum.* 

Phao.  Than  art  a  ferryman,  Phao,  yet  a  freeman ;  poBseasii^ 
for  riches  content,  and  for  honours  quiet.  Thy  thoughts  are  no 
higher  than  thy  fortunes,  nor  thy  desires  greater  than  tiby  calling. 
Vnio  climbeth,  standeth  on  glass,  and  falletn  on  thorn.  Thy  faearrs 
thirst  is  satisfied  with  thy  hand's  thrift,  and  thy  gentle  labours  in 
the  day  turn  to  sweet  slumbers  in  the  ni^t.  As  -much  doth  it 
delight  thee  to  rule  thy  oar  in  a  calm  stream,  as  it  doth  Sapho  to 
sway  the  sceptre  in  her  brave  court.  Envy  never  casteth  her  c^ 
low,  ambition  pointeth  always  upward,  and  revenge  barketh  only 
at  stars.  Thou  farest  delicately,  if  thou  have  a  ure  to  buy  any 
thing.  Thine  angle  is  ready,  when  thy  oar  u  idle ;  and  as  sweet  is 
the  bsh  which  thou  gettest  in  the  riv^,  as  the  fowl  whkh  othcn 
buy  in  the  market.  Thou  needest  not  fear  poison  in  thy  glass, 
nor  treason  in  thy  guard.  The  wind  is  thy  greatest  enemy,  whose 
might  is  withstood  oy  policy.  O  sweet  life  I  seldom  found  osder  a 
golden  covert,  often  under  a  thatcht  cottage.  But  here  eometh 
one ;  I  will  withdraw  myself  aside ;  it  may  be  a  pass^iger.* 

Venus,  Phao  :  She,  ae  a  mortal. 

Yen.  Pretty  youtJi,  do  you  keep  the  fetry,  that  condueteth  to 

Syiaeusa? 

'[Lamb  has  changed  the  words.]         '[Works,  ed.  Warwick  Bond,  qyoa,  voL  lii.] 
*[Th«  openii^  of  Uie  pUy.]  *[Thiee  quarters  of  a  page  oiwttad.] 
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^hao.  The  ferry,  fair  liidy,  that  conducteth  to  Svracusa. 

Yen.  I  fear,  if  the  water  should  begin  to  swell,  thou  wilt  want 
:unning  to  guide. 

Pkao.  These  waters  are  commonly  as  the  passengers  arc ;  and 
ffore,  carrying  one  so  fair  in  show,  there  is  no  cause  to  feai-  a 
ivugh  Bea- 

r«?7i.  To  pass  the  time  in  thy  boat,  canst  thou  devise  any  pa-itime? 

Pkao.  If  the  wind  be  with  ine,  I  can  angle,  or  tcfl  tales:  if 
against  uie,  it  will  be  pleasure  for  you  to  see  ine  take  pains. 

Ven.  I  like  not  fishing ;  yet  wa«  I  bom  of  the  sea. 

Phao.  But  he  may  bless  fishing,  that  caught  such  an  one  in  the 
sea. 

Ven.  It  wan  not  with  an  angle,  ray  boy,  but  with  a  net. 

Phao.  So,  was  it  said,  that  Vulcan  caught  Man  with  Venus, 

Ven.  Did'st  thou  hear  so?  it  wa«  some  tale. 

Phao.  Yea,  Madam ;  and  that  in  the  boat  did  I  ntean  to  make 
my  tale. 

Yen.  It  is  not  for  a  ferrvman  to  talk  of  the  Gods'  Loves :  but  to 
tell  how  thy  father  could  dig,  and  thy  mother  spin.  But  come,  let 
us  away. 

Pkao.  I  am  ready  to  wait — 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.'] 

SaphOy  tsleepUss  for  love  of  PhaOy  who  loves  her  as  muck,  con- 
9uXU  wiih  him  about  some  medicinal  herb  :  Sfie,  a  great 
Lady;  He,  the  poor  Ferryman,  biU  now  promoted  to  be 
her  Gardener. 

Sapho.  What  herbs  have  you  brought,  Phao  ? 

Phao.  Such  as  will  make  you  sleep.  Madam ;  though  they  can- 
not make  me  alumber. 

Sapho.  Why,  how  can  you  cure  me,  when  you  cannot  remedy 
yourself? 

Pkao.  Yes,  madam  ;  the  causes  are  contrary.  For  it  is  only  a 
dryneiut  in  your  brains,  that  keepeth  you  from  rest.     But — 

Sapho.  But  what  P 

Phao.  Nothing  :  but  mine  is  not  so — 

Sapho.  Nay  then,  1  despair  of  help,  if  our  disease  be  not  all  one. 

Pkao.  I  would  our  diseAsea  were  all  one! 

Sapho.  It  goes  hard  with  the  patient,  when  the  physician  is 
desperate. 

Pkao.  Yet  Medea  made  the  ever-waking  dragon  to  snort,  when 
she  (poor  soul)  could  not  wink. 

Sapho.  Medea  was  in  love,  and  nothing  could  cause  ber  rest  but 
Jason. 

■  (Lyly'»  Workt,  ed.  Wntwick  Bond.  IQU,  vol.  it.] 
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Phcto.  Indeed  I  know  no  herb  to  make  lovers  sleep  but  Heart's 
Ease  :  which,  because  it  groweth  so  high  I  cannot  reach,  for — 

Sa/pho.  For  whom  7 

Phobo.  For  such  as  love — 

Sapho.  It  stoopeth  very  low,  and  I  can  never  stoop  to  it,  that — 

Phao.  Tliat  what  ? 

Sapho.  That  I  may  gather  it.     But  why  do  you  sigh  so,  Phao  ? 

Phao.  It  is  mine  use,  Madam. 

8apho.  It  will  do  you  harm,  and  me  too :  for  I  never  hear  cxie 
sigh,  but  I  must  sigh  also. 

PAoo.  It  were  best  then  that  your  Ladyship  give  me  leave  to  be 
gone  :  for  I  can  but  sigh — 

Sapho.  Nay,  stay ;  for  now  I  b^in  to  sigh,  I  shall  not  leave^ 
though  you  he  gone.  But  what  do  you  think  best  tm  your  sij^- 
ing,  to  take  it  away  7 

Phcto.  Yew,  Madam. 

Sapho.  Me! 

PfMO.  No,  Madam  ;  Yew  of  the  tree. 

Sapho.  liien  will  I  love  Yew  the  better.  And  indeed  I  think  it 
would  make  me  sleep  too ;  therefore,  all  otlier  simples  set  aside,  I 
will  simply  use  only  Yew. 

Phao.  Do,  Madam  ;  for  I  think  nothing  in  the  world  so  good  as 
Yew. 

Sapho.  Farewell,  for  this  time. 

[Act  iii.,  So.  4.] 

Sapho  questions  hsr  low-placed  Affection. 

Sapho.  Into  the  nest  of  an  Alcyon  no  bird  can  enter  but  the 
Alcyon :  and  into  the  heart  of  so  great  a  Lady  can  any  creep  but 
a  great  Lord  ? 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  8.] 

Cttpid.    Sapho  ev/red  of  her  love  by  the  pity  of  Venue. 

Cupid.  But  what  will  you  do  for  Phao  ? 

Sapho.  I  will  wish  him  fortunate.  This  will  I  do  for  Phao,  be- 
cause I  once  loved  I%ao:  for  never  shall  it  be  said,  that  Sapho  loved 
to  hate  :  or  that  out  of  love  she  could  not  be  as  courteous,  cu  she 
was  in  love  passionate, 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  «.] 

Phao's  final  resolution. 

Phao.  0  Sapho,  thou  hast  Cupid  in  thy  arms,  I  in  my  heart ; 
thou  kissest  hmi  for  sport,  I  must  curse  him  for  spite  ;  yet  will 
I  not  curse  him,  Sapho,  whom  thou  kissest.     This  shall  be  my 
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resolution,  wherever  I  waiider,  lo  Iw  as  I  were  ever  kneeling  before 
8apho:  my  loyalty  unspotted,  though  unrewarded.  With  as  little 
Dialiice  will  I  go  to  my  grave,  fts  1  did  lie  withal  in  my  cradle.  My 
life  shall  be  spent  in  signing  and  wishing  ;  the  one  for  my  bud  for- 
tune, the  other  for  Sfmho's  good. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  8.»] 


THE  TRUE  TKOJANS  ;  OH  FUIMITS  TROES.  AN  HIS- 
TORICAL PLAY  [PUBLISHED  1633].  AUTHOR 
UNKNOWN,  [BY  JASPER  FISHER  (FLOURISHED 
1639)] 

Invocation  of  the  Druida  to  tfic  Ooda  of  Britain^  on  the 
invasion  of  Ccesa/r. 

DraM'  near,  ye  Heav'niy  Powers, 
Who  dwell  in  starry  bowers  ; 
And  ye,  who  in  the  deep 
On  niosHy  pillows  sleep  ; 
And  ye  who  keep  the  centre, 
Where  light  did  never  enter ; 
And  ye  whose  habitations 
Are  still  among  the  nations. 
To  see  and  hear  our  doings. 
Our  birth?!,  our  wars,  our  wooings  ; 
Behold  our  present  giief : 
Belief  doth  beg  relief 

By  the  vervain  and  lunary. 
By  fern  seed  planetary. 
By  the  dreadful  mistetoc 
Which  doth  on  holy  oak  grow. 
Draw  near,  draw  near,  draw  near. 

Help  us  beset  with  danger. 
And  turn  away  your  anger  ; 
Help  us  begirt  with  trouble. 
And  now  your  mercv  double  ; 
Help  us  opprest  with  sorrow 
Ana  tight  for  us  to-morrow. 
Let  fire  consume  the  foenmn, 
l..et  air  infest  the  Roman, 

'  [See  also  Appendix,  p.  594.] 
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Let  WAS  tntomb  their  ftirv. 
l^t  gaping  earth  them  bury. 
Let  lire,  and  lur,  atid  water. 
And  earth  conspire  their  slaughter. 

By  the  vervain,  &c. 

We'll  praise  then  your  great  power, 
Each  month,  each  day,  each  hour. 
And  blaze  in  lasting  xton' 
Your  honour  and  your  glory. 
High  altars  lost  in  vapour, 
Young  heifent  free  from  labour. 
White  lanibn  for  suck  still  crying. 
Shall  make  your  music  dying. 
The  buvH  and  girls  ax*ouud, 
With  honeysuckles  crown'd ; 
The  bards  with  harp  and  rhiming, 
Green  bays  their  brows  entwining. 
Sweet  tune  and  sweeter  ditty. 
Shall  chaunt  your  gracious  pity. 

By  the  vervain,  &c' 

Another^  to  the  Moon. 

Thou  V^^c"  <>f  Hcav'n,  Commandrcss  of  the  deep, 

I^y  of  lakes.  Regent  of  wuodf^  and  deer  ; 

A  Lamp,  dis}}elling  irkxome  night;  the  Source 

Of  gcnerable  moisture  ;  at  whose  feet* 

Wait  twenty  tliousand  Naiades ! — thy  crescent 

Brute  elephants  adore,  and  man  doth  feel 

Thy  force  nm  through  the  zodiac  of  his  limbs, 

O  thou  first  Guide  of  Brutus  to  this  isle, 

Drive  back  these  proud  usurpers  from  this  isle. 

Whether  the  name  of  Cynthia's  silver  globe. 

Or  chaste  Diana  with  a  gitde<i  quiver, 

Or  dread  Proserpina,  stem  Dis^s  spouse, 

Or  soft  Lucinu,  call'd  in  child-betf  throes. 

Doth  thee  delight :  rise  with  a  glorious  face. 

Green  drops  ofNereus  trickling  down  tliy  cheeks, 

And  with  bright  horns  united  in  full  orb 

Toss  high  the  seas,  with  billows  beat  the  banks. 

Conjure  up  Neptune,  and  th'  yEoIian  slaves, 

Protract '  Doth  night  and  winter  in  a  storm. 

That  Uomaiis  lose  their  way,  tL»d  MKiner  land 

At  sad  Avemus'  than  at  Albion's  strand. 

'  [Tbree  lines  omitted.]        '["  With  garments  blue  and  rushy  gailands  dreMcd."] 
■[Sboald  be  "  contract  ".J 
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So  ma^M  thou  shun  the  Dragon's  head  and  tail ! 
So  may  Kudymion  snort  on  Liituiian  bt-d ! 
So  mny  Uil-  lair  gunie  tall  before  thy  how ! 
Shed  light  on  us,  but  light'ning  on  our  foe. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  6.^] 


THE  TWINS. 


A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1655]. 
RIDER,  A.M. 

Irresolution^ 


BY  W. 


I  am  a  heavy  stone. 

Rolled  up  a  hill  by  a  weak  child :  I  move 

A  Httle  up,  and  tumble  back  again. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.*] 

Resolution  for  Innocence. 

My  noble  niind  has  not  yet  lost  all  shame. 

1  will  desist.     My  love,  that  will  not  serve  me 

As  a  true  subject,  I'll  conquer  as  an  enemy.* 

O  Fame,  I  will  not  add  another  spot 

To  thy  pure  robe.     I'll  keep  my  ermine  honour 

Pure  and  alive  In  death  ;  and  with  my  end 

1*11  end  my  sin  and  »hanie  :  like  Chartcles, 

Who  lining  to  a  hundred  years  of  age 

Free  h'om  the  least  disease,  fearing  a  sickness. 

To  kill  it  killed  himself,  and  made  his  death 

The  period  of  his  health. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 


SIR  GILES  GOOSECAP.     A  COMEDY.     AUTHOR 

UNKNOWN,  IG06 

Friendship  in  a  Lord ;  modesty  in  a  Oentleman. 

Clarence  (to  some  imisidans).  Thanks,  gentle  friends; 
Is  your  good  lord,  and  mine,  gone  up  to  bed  yet? 

'MomJ07'd.  I  do  assure  you  not,  Sir,  not  yet,  nor  yet,  my  deep 
and  studious  friend,  not  yet,  musical  Clarence. 

CLar.  My  Lord — 

■  Mom.  Nor  yet,  thou  sole  divider  of  my  lordship. 

■  >  [Dodsley.  ed.  Hailitt,  vol.  xii.]  "[Ed.  of  1655,]  )  [A  lin«  omitted.) 
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Clar.  That  were  a  tnoRt  uuKl  divigion. 


And  far  ahovp  the  pitch  of  mv  low  phimps. 
(1  constant  gi 
Mom.  V&Ty  far  from  bold,  for  thou  hast  known  me  long. 


I  am  your  bold  and  constant  guest,  my  Lord. 


Almost  tht;se  twenty  ytars,  an<l  IiaU  those  yoara 
Haxt  l>een  mj  bedfpllnw,  long  time  before 
This  unseen  thing,  this  thing  of  nought  indeed, 
Or  atom,  cftli'd  my  Lordship^  shined  in  me ; 
And  yet  thou  niak'st  thyself  as  little  bold 
To  take  such  kindness,  as  becomes  the  age 
And  truth  of  our  indiiisoluble  love. 
As  our  acquaintance  sprung  but  yesterday  ; 
Such  is  thy  gentle  anil  too  tender  spirit 

Cla^r.  My  Lord,  my  want  of  courtship  makes  me  fear 
I  should  be  rude ;  and  this  my  mean  estate 
Meets  with  such  envy  and  detraction, 
Such  misconstructions  and  re»(o]v'd  misdooms 
Of  ray  poor  worth,  that  should  I  be  advanced 
Beyond  my  unseen  lowness  but  one  hair, 
I  kIiouUI  be  torn  in  pieces  by  the  spirits 
That  fly  in  ill-lung'd  tempests  thro'  the  world, 
Tearing  the  head  of  virtue  from  her  shoulders. 
If  she  but  look  out  of  the  ground  of  glory  j 
Twixt  whom,  and  nie,  una  every  worldly  fortune, 
Theix'  fights  such  sour  and  curst  luitipaihy, 
So  waspish  and  so  petulant  a  star. 
That  all  things  tending  to  my  grace  and  good 
Are  ravish'd  from  their  object,  as  I  were 
A  thing  created  fur  a  wilderness. 
And  must  not  think  of  any  place  with  men. 


[Act  i.,  Sc.  4,»] 


THE  ENGLISH  MONSIEUR.  A  COMEDY  [ACTED  1666: 
HUBLLSHED  1674J.  BY  THE  HON.  JAMES  HOVVAHD 
[FLOURISHED  1674] 

The  Aumour  of  a  coTieeiUd  TrawlUr,  who  is  taken  with  every 
thing  thai  ia  French. 

Sngl-Uh   Monsieur.  Gentlemen,    if  you    please,    let'  us  dine 
together. 

Vaine.  I  know  a  cook's  shop,  has  the  best  boiled  and  roast  beef 
in  town. 

■[Bulkn,  OU  English  Playt,  vol  li!.] 
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Eng.  Mona.  Sir,  mice  you  arc  ii  stranger  ho  me,  1  only  ask  you 
what  you  mean :  but,  were  you  accjuainted  with  me,  1  should  take 
your  ffreasy  proposition  as  an  aflront  to  my  palate. 

TttiTK.  Sir,  1  only  meant,  by  the  consent  of  this  company,  to 
dine  well  together. 

Enff.  MoTW.  Do  you  call  dining  well,  to  eat  out  of  a  French 
house?* 

Vaine.  Sir,  1  understand  you  us  Uttle  as  you  do  bee£ 

Eng.  Mo7i8.  Why  then,  to  interpret  my  meaning  plainly,  if 
ever  you  make  me  such  offer  again,  expect  to  hear  from  me  next 
morning — 

Vaine.  What,  that  you  would  not  dine  with  me-^ 

Eng.  Mcms.  No,  Sir  ;  that  I  will  tight  with  you."  In  short,  Sir, 
I  can  only  tell  you,  that  1  had  once  a  dispute  with  a  certain  person 
in  thi^  kind,  who  defended  the  English  way  of  eating;  whereupon 
I  sent  him  a  challenge,  as  any  man  that  has  been  in  France  would 
have  done.  We  tbught;  I  Killed  him:  and  whereabouts  do  you 
think  I  hit  him? 

Vaine.  I  warrant  you,  in  the  small  guts — 

Eny.  Moris.  I  run  him  through  his  mistaken  palate ;  whicli 
made  me  think  the  hand  of  justice  guided  my  sword. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.'] 

Eng.  Mons.  Madam,  leading  your  L^yship,  puts  me  in  mind 
of  France. 

Lady,  Why,  Sir  ? 

Eng.  Atone,  liecause  you  lead  so  like  French  ladies.* 

Lady.  Sir,  why  look  you  so  eaniestly  on  the  ground  ? 

Eng.  Mona.  I II  lay  a  hundred  pounds,  here  has  l>een  three 
English  ladies  walking  up  before  us. 

Crafty.  How  can  you  tell.  Sir? 

Eng.  Mone.  By  being  in  France. 

Crafty.   What  a  de^-il  can  he  mean  ? 

Eng.  Mona.  I  have  often  in  France  observed  in  gardens,  when 
the  company  used  to  walk  after  a  small  shower  of  rain,  the 
impression  of  the  French  ladies'  feet.  I  have  seen  such  bon  inien 
in  their  tbolste|>fi,|  that  the  King  of  France's  Afaitre  de  Daunce 
could  not  have  found  fault  with  any  one  tread  amongst  them  alL 
In  this  walk  1  lind  the  toes  of  the  English  ladies  reaidy  to  tread 
one  upon  another. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 

Vaine.  Monsieur  Frenchlove,  well  met — 

Eng.  Mona.  1  cannot  say  the  like  to  you.  Sir,  since  I'm  told 
youVe  done  a  damn'd  ^  English  trick. 


1  [Sentence  omitted.] 
*[Six  lines  omitted.] 


*[Nine  lines  omitted.) 
*[Word  omitted.] 


>[Ed.ofi674.j 
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Vaine.  In  what  ? 

Kng.  Mona.  lu  finding  fault  with  a  pair  of  tops  I  wore  yeilcr 
day ;  aiul,  upon  my  parole  I  never  had  a  jKiir  sat  better  in  015 
life.*     My  leg  look'd  in  'em  not  at  all  Hke  an  English  leg. 

Vaine.  Sir,  all  that  I  said  of  your  tops  was,  that  they  tnade 
such  a  rushing  noise  as  you  walk'd,  that  my  mistress  could  not 
bear  one  word  of  the  love  1  made  to  her. 

Eng.  Afona.  Sir,  i  cannot  help  tliat ;  for  I  shall  justify  my  topa 
in  the  noise  they  were  guilty  of,  since  'twas  Alamod^  of  Irance. 
Can  you  my  'twan  on  English  noise  ? 

Vaine.  1  can  say,  though  your  tops  were  made  in  France,  iiiey 
made  a  noise  in  England. 

£ng.  MoTiH.  Hut  atill.  Sir,  'twas  a  French  noise — 

Vaine.  But  cannot  a  French  noise  hinder  a  iiuin  from  hearing? 

£njr.  Mona.  .No,  certainly,  that's  a  demun«trmtion ;  for,  look 
you,  Sir,  a  French  noise  is  agreeable  to  the  air,  and  therefore  not 
unagrccahle,  and  therefore  not  prejudicial,  to  the  hearing  ;  that 
is  to  say,  to  a  person  thut  has  seen  the  world. 

[Act  ir„  Sc.  3.«] 

The  Monsiear  comforts  himself,  when  his  mismss  tejecta  him,  that  "  *nm  1 
denial  with  a  French  tone  of  voice,  so  itiat  'iwa»  asrt;eaUle : "  and.  at  hct  bul 
departuie,  "  Do  you  Bee,  Sii,  how  she  leaves  us  ?  she  walks  away  with  a  Fi 
step." 


THE    HEC1X)US    [OK    THE    FALSE    CHALLENGE].      A 
COMEUY  [FUBLISHED  1656].     BY  EDMLND  FKEST-^ 
WICK,  1641  ■ 

A  Waiting  Maid  wheedles  an  old  Juaiice  into  a  belief,  thai  kef      ' 
Lady  ia  in  love  with  him. 

Maid.  1  think  there  never  was  Woman  of  so  strange  a  humoi 
aa  she  is  for  the  ^  world ;  for  from  her  infancy  she  ever  doted  on  old 
men.  I  have  htanl  her  say,  that  in  these  her  late  law  troubles,  it 
has  been  no  small  comfort  to  her^  that  she  has  been  convei:wnt 
with  grave  couiu>elloi-s  and  Serjeants ;  and  what  a  happiness  she  had 
sometimes  to  look  an  hour  together  upon  the  judges.  She  will  go 
and  walk  a  whole  afternoon  in  Charter-House  Garden,  on  purpose  to 
view  the  ancient  Gentlemen  theix'.*  Not  long  ago  there  was  a  young 
Gentleman  here  about  ilie  town  who,  hearing  of  her  riches,  and 
knowing  this  her  humour,  had  almost  got  her,  by  cuuntcrfeitii 
himself  to  be  au  old  man.^ 

Justice.  And  how  came  he  to  miss  her  ? 


'[Two  lines  omitted.]  '[See  alw  page  381.] 

'[Thirteen  lines  omitted.]      *  [Seven  lines  omitted.] 


» [Should  be  "iolhi*".] 
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Maid.  The  strangeliest  that  ever  vou  heard  ;  for  all  things  were 
agreed,  the  very  wTitings  dra«ii,  and  when  he  cauie  to  seal  them, 
because  he  set  his  name  without  using  a  pair  of  spectacles,  she 
would  never  me  him  more. 

Justice.  Nay,  if  she  could  love  an  old  man  so  well — 

[Act  Ui.,  Sc.  8.»] 

The  WaitiTW  Maid  pUices  the  Juaiicty  where  he  can  overhear  a 
eha/m  dtscouree  of  the  Lady  unth  a  pretended  Brother. 

Brother.  What  is  the  matter,  Sister?^  you  do  not  use  to  be  so 
strange  to  me. 

Lady.  I  do  not  indeetl ;  I)ul  now  niethinkti  I  cannot  conceal  any 
thing;  yet  I  could  wish  you  could  now  gueft*  mv  thoughts,  and 
look  into  my  mind :  and  see  what  striuigc  passions  have  ruled  there 
of  late,  witliuut  forcing  me  tu  titrain  my  modesty. 

Broth.  What,  are  you  in  love  with  anylioay?  Come,  let  me 
know  the  party  ;  a  brother's  advice  may  do  you  no  harm.' 

SUt.  Did  you  not  see  an  tmcicui  gentleman  witli  mc,  when  you 
came  in? 

Broth.  What,  is  it  any  gon  or  kinsman  of  hia? 

Si9t.  No,  no.         (She  weeps.) 

Broth.  Who  then? 

Siet.  I  have  told  you — 

Broth.  What,  tliat  feeble  and  decrepit  piece  of  age^ 

Sist.  Nay,  brother — 

Broth.  That  sad  eftect  of  some  threescore  years  and  ten — that 
antic  reliquc  of  the  last  century — * 

&i3t,  Alas,  dear  brother,  it  is  but  too  true. 

Broth.  It  is  impoHiible. 

Sist.  One  would  think  so  indeed. 

Broth.  I  grant,  you  may  bear  a  reverence  and  r^ard,  as  to  your 
father's  ashes,  or  your  grandsire's  tomb.'' 

Sist.  Alas,  brother,  you  know  I  never  did  affect  those  vain 
though  pleasing  braveries  of  youth,  but  still  have  set  my  mind  on 
the  moiv  noble  part  of  man,  which  age  doth  more  refine  and 
elaborate,  than  it  doth  depress  and  sink  this  same  contemptible 
clod." 

Justice,  I  see,  she  loves  mc.' 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  4,] 


that 


'[Edition  or  1656.)  ■["  Come  let  me  be  paruicBi  of  whatever  troubles  yotk"] 
'  [Three  lines  omitted.  "  Harm  "  should  be  *'  burt ".]  *tThree  lines  omitted.] 
'[Seven  lines  omitted.) 

.        --    ^p]jj,j,,  ..  Ij  ji  possible 

lenw,"  page  57*.] 


'[The  Scene  is  continued,  the  Justice  (a  listener)  really  enclaii 
at  she  should  to  lo\'e  me,"  etc.]  ^{Sae  '*  Scrioui  Fragmei 
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HEY  FX)H  H()NF:STY.     A  COMKDY  [PrBLLSHED   1651]. 
BY  THOMAS  RANDOLPH  [1605-1635] 

To  Pl%Uus. 

Did  not  Will  Summeni  brtdk  his  wind  for  thee? 
Anil  Shakespt'ure  therefore  writ  his  couiedv  ? 
All  tilings  ftcknowlwlgc  thy  vast  power  divine. 
Great  (jixl  of  Money,  whose  most  powerful  shine 
Gives  motion,  lift; ;  day  rises  froui  thy  sight, 
Thy  setting  though  at  noon  makes  pitchy  night. 
Sou?  catholic  c&u^  of  what  we  feel  and  see, 
All  in  thi:t  all  arc  but  the  eflecta  of  thee. 

[Acli.,  Sc.  l.'J 

Rickes  above  Poverty  ;  a  syllogism, 

— My  major^^  That  which  is  most  noble,  is  moRt  honorable.' 
But  Poverty  is  more  nubte.  My  viinot  1  pi'ove  thus.  Whose 
huuiwM  are  most  ancient,  tluMc*  are  mo«t  noble.  But  Porerty's 
huuiteH  are  moxt  ancient ;  for  some  of  them  are  so  old,  like  Vicarage 
houses,  they  are  ever)'  hour  in  danger  of  fulling. 

[Act  ii,  Sc.  6.] 

Siationer'a  Preface  before  Uie  Play. 

Reader,  this  is  a  pleasant  Comedy,  though  some  may  jutlge  it 
aatiriral,  'tin  the  more  tike  Aristophanes,  the  father;  besides,  ifit 
be  biting,  'tis  a  biting  age  we  live  in ;  then  biting  for  biting. 
Again,  Tom  Randal,  the  adopted  son  of  Ben  Jonson,  being  the 
Tiunslator  hei-eof,  followed  his  father's  steps.  'l*hcy  both  of  them 
loved  S;ick,  and  harmless  mirth,  wid  here  they  shew  it ;  and  I,  that 
know  myself,  am  not  averse  from  it  neither.  This  I  thought  good 
to  acquaint  thee  with.    Farewell,    lliine,  F.  J.* 


THE  EXAMPLE.     A  THAGl-COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1637: 
LICENSED  1634].     BY  J.  SHIRLEY 

The  kuvxour  of  a  wary  Knight^  who  sleeps  all  day,  and  tvaka 
all  nighty  for  $eeurity. — He  calls  up  his  Household  at  mid- 
night. 

Plot.  Dormant,  why  Dormant,  thon  eternal  sleeper! 
Who  would  Ix'  troubled  with  these  lethargies 
About  bini  '.'*  are  you  come,  dreamer? 

*  {Works,  ed.  Huliu.  1875,  voL  tl,  p.  397.]  *[This  U  ui  iaterpobtMB.] 

■ISbould  be  -pteferablc''.) 

*[For  fuitbu  extracts  from  Randolph  icc  pp.  58a.  583.J  *[**Donnant."] 
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Dormant  (enterimi).  Would  I  were  so  hupp}'.  There's  less 
noise  in  a  ttteeple  upon  a  Coronation -day-  O  aleeu,  tileep,  tho'  it 
wore  a  dead  one,  would  be  comfortable.  Your  Worship  might 
be  pleased  to  let  my  fellow  Old-mt  watch  as  well  as  I. 

Plot.  Old-rat !   that  fellow  in  a  drone. 

Dorm.  He  hfu*  slept  this  half  hour  on  the  iron  chest.  Would 
I  were  in  my  grave  to  take  a  nap ;  death  would  do  me  a  cotirte«y ; 
I  should  be  at  rest,  and  hear  no  noise  of  "  Uornuuit.'' 

Plot.  Ha!  what's  the  matter ? 

Dorm.  Nothing  but  a  yawii.  Sir,  I  do  all  I  can  to  keep  myself 
waking. 

Plot.  'Tia  done  considerately.     This  heavy  dullness — 
Is  the  disease  of  souls.     Sleep  in  the  nig;ht  ? 

Dorm.  Shu.ll  1  wake  my  fellow  Old-rat  ?  he  is  refireshed. 

Plot.  Do  ;  but  return  you  with  him  ;  I  have  business  for  both. 

Dorm.  To  hear  us  join  in  opinion  of  what's  a  clock  ! 
They  talk  of  Endvmion  ;  now  could  I  sleep  three  lives.  (Kxit.) 

Pto(.  When  otiier  men  measure  the  hours  with  sleep» 
Careless  of  where  they  are  and  whom  they  trust, 
Exposing  their  condition  to  danger 
Of  plots,  I  wake  and  wisely  think  prevention. 
Night  was  not  made  to  snore  in ;  but  so  calm. 
For  our  imaginatious  to  be  stirring 
About  the  world ;  this  subtle  world,  this  world 
Of  plots  and  close  conspiracy.     There  is 
No  faith  in  man  nor  woman.     Wliere's  this  Donnant  ? 

Dorvi.  (re-intering  xvith  Old-rat).  Here  is  the  sleepy  vermin.* 

Old.  It  has  Ixjcn  day  this  two  hours. 

Plot.  Then  'tis  time  for  nie  to  go  to  bed. 

Dorm.  Would  ray  hour  were  once  come ! 

Plot.  Keep  out  daylight,  and  set  up  a  fresh  tajier. 

Durm.  By  that  time  we  have  dined,  he  will  have  slept  out  bis 
first  sleep. 

Old.  And  after  supper  call  for  his  breakfast. 

Plot.  You  are  sure  'tis  moruing  ? 

Dorm,  As  sure  as  I  am  sleepy. 

.       [Act  i..  Sc.  U] 


*  [Eleven  linn  omitted.] 

'[Shirley's  Wof *i,  vol.  lii. 


For  other  cxtracu  from  Shiiley  see  aote  to  pa^  393.] 
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LOVE'S  DOMINrON.  A  DRAMATIC  PASTORAL  [PITB- 
LISHED  1C54].  BY  RICHARD  FLECKNOE  [DIED 
1678?]' 

Invocation  to  Silence. 

Still-bom  Silence,  thou  that  srt 
Floodgate  of  the  deeper  heart ; 
Olfspring  of  ii  heavenly  kind  ; 
Frost  o'  th'  mouth  and  thaw  o'  th*  mind  ; 
Secrecy^*  Confident,  and  he 
That  makes  religion  Mystery ; 
Admiration's  speaking'st  tongue,^ — 
I>oavn  ihv  dpwirt  shades,  amonp 
ReverenJ  Hermits'  hallowed  cells, 
Where  rctir'd'st  Devotion  dwells: 
With  thy  Enthusiasms  come  ; 
Seize  this  Maid,  and  strike  her  dumb. 

[Act  ii,,  Sc.  6.*] 

Fable. 

Love  and  Death  o'  th'  way  once  meeting, 
Having  pout  a  friendly  greeting. 
Sleep  their  weary  eve-Uds  doHirig, 
Lav  them  down,  themselves  repobing ; 
when  this  fortune  did  befall  *em, 
WTiJch  after  did  so  much  appal  *em ; 
Love,  whom  divers  cares  molested. 
Could  not  sleep ;  but,  whilst  Death  rested. 
All  Hway  in  haste  he  posts  him : 
But  his  haste  full  dearly  coats  him  ; 
For  it  chanced,  that,  going  to  Rlecping, 
Roth  had  giv'n  their  darts  in  keepmg 
Unto  Night ;  who  (Error's  Mother) 
Blindly  knowing  not  th'  one  from  th'  otfaer* 
Gave  Liove  Death's,  and  ne'er  perceiv'd  it» 
Whilst  as  blindly  I^ve  receiv'd  it : 
Since  which  time,  the  darti  confounding, 
Love  now  kills,  instead  of  wounding ; 
Death,  our  heartji  with  sweetness  filling. 
Gently  wounds,  instead  of  killing. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  4.] 

'  [Also  entitled  -■  Love'a  Kingdom,  A  Pa&toral  Tragi-comedy,"  KC  ed,  of  1674.] 
■[Edition  of  i6$4,] 
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ANDROMCUS.     A  TRAGEDY   [PUBLISHED   1661]      BY 
PHILONAX  LOVEKIN  [AUTHOR  UNKNOWN] 

Eff'ect  of  Religions  Stmctwea  on  different  minda. 

Cr<!^.  I  grieve  the  chapel  was  defaced  :  'twas  stateJj. 

Cleobulus.  I  love  no  such  triumphant  Churdies — 
They  scatter  mv  devotion  ;  whilst  my  sight 
l8  courted  to  observe  their  sumptuous  cost, 
I  find  my  heart  lost  in  my  eyes  ; 
Whilst  that  a  holy  horror  seems  to  dwell 
Within  ft  dftrk  obscure  and  humble  ceil. 

Crato.  But  I  love  Churxhes,  mount  up  to  the  skies, 
For  my  devotion  riiies  with  their  roof: 
Therein  my  soul  doth  hea\''n  anticipate. 

[Act  T^  Sc.  6.«] 

Song  f<yr  Sleep. 

Come,  Somnus,  with  thy  potent  charms, 
And  seize  this  Captive  tn  thy  anna  ; 
And  sweetly  drop  on  every  sense 
'ITiy  stiul- refreshing  in6ucnce. 
Hit)  .sight,  liuiel],  bearing,  touch,  and  taste. 
Unto  tlie  peace  do  thou  bind  fast. 
On  working  brains,  at  school  all  day. 
At  night  thou  dost  liestow  a  play, 
And  troubled  minds  thou  dost  set  free ; 
TIiou  mak'et  both  friends  and  foes  agree : 
All  are  alike,  who  live  bv  breath, 
In  thee,  and  in  thy  brotfier  Death. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  7.] 


[THE  COMICAL  HISTORY  OF]  DON  QUIXOTE.  A 
COMEDY,  IN  THREE  PARTS  [PUBLISHED  1694-6]. 
BY  THOMAS  D'URHiY  [1663-1723] 

JHrge^  at  the  hearse  of  Ckrysoeiom. 

Sleep,  poor  Youth,  sleep  in  peace, 
Relieved  from  love  and  mortal  care ; 

Whilst  wc,  that  pine  in  life's  disease. 
Uncertain -bless'd,  less  happy  are. 

'['■  J  pic^C  more  Uiat  ihe  chapel  waa  deliBiced."]  >[Ediiion  of  i66i.] 
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Couch'd  in  the  dork  and  silent  (jrave. 

No  ills  of  fate  thuu  now  canst  fear ; 
In  vain  would  tyriint  Power  euHlave, 

Or  scornful  Beauty  be  »e\*ere. 

Wars,  that  do  fatal  stormft  disperse. 

Far  fnjiti  thy  hftppv  nmnsioii  keep: 
Earthqiiakcs,  that  shake  the  universe. 

Can't  rock  thee  into  sounder  8)eep. 

With  all  the  charms  of  peace  possest, 
Secure  from  life's  torment  or  pain. 
Sleep,  and  indulge  thyself  mth  rest  ; 
~  Nor  dream  thou  e*er  shalt  rise  again.' 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  «.«] 


RAM  ALLEY, 


A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1611]. 
LODOWICK  BAUHY  = 


BY 


In  the  Prologue  the  Poet  protfsta  the  innoeence  of  hia  Play,  and 
givea  a  promise  of  better  things. 

Home  bred  unrth  our  Mum  doth  sing ; 
The  Satyr's  tooth,  and  waspish  sting, 
Which  most  do  hurt  when  least  suspected, 
By  this  Play  are  not  affected. 
But  if  conceit,  with  quick-tum'd  scenes, 
Obseni-ing  all  those  ancient  streams 
Which  from  the  Horse-foot  fount  do  flow — 
A*  time,  place,  person — and  to  show 
Things  never  done,  with  that  true  life. 
That  thoughts  and  wits  shall  stand  at  strife. 
Whether  the  things  now  shewn  be  true: 
Or  whether  we  ourselves  now  do 
The  things  we  but  present :  if  these. 
Free  fix>m  the  loathsome  Stage-diseaiW, 
So  over-worn,  so  tired  and  state; 
Not  satyrising,  but  to  rail  ; — 
May  win  your  favors,  and  inherit 

*  i.t.  "  ina)'  thy  sleep  be  &o  profound,  as  not  even  by  drcAmti  of  a  rMimeclion  to  be 
disturbed  : "  the  language  of  paBaton.  not  of  sincefe  pro^neneu. 

l[Ed.  of  1737,  p.  25.  For  furth(:r  extracts  firom  O'Urfey  mc  pp.  564,  561,  56a  and 
Appendix,  579.]  *[See  Ocdaley,  vol.  x 
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But  c&lm  acceptance  of  his  merit 

He  vowR  by  paper>  i>en,  and  ink. 

And  by  the  Learned  Siaters'  drink, 

To  Hpeiid  ilia  time,  his  lumps,  hiii  oU, 

And  never  cease  his  brain  to  toil, 

Till  from  the  »ilent  hours  of  night 

He  doth  produce,  for  your  delight^ 

Conceits  so  new,  so  harmless  free. 

That  Puritans  themselves  may  see 

A  Play  ;  yet  not  in  public  preach. 

That  i*lavers  such  lewd  doctrine  teocfa, 

That  their  pure  joints  do  quake  and  tremble, 

When  they  do  see  a  man  resemble 

The  picture  of  a  villain. — This, 

As  he  a  friend  to  Muses  iti. 

To  you  by  me  he  gives  hla  word, 

Is  all  his  Play  does  now  afford. 

[Prologue.] 


THE  ROYAL  KING  AND  THE  LOYAL  SUB-TECT.    A 
TRAGICOMEDY.     BY  T.  HEY  WOOD  [See  page  88]' 

/n  the  Prologue  to  this  Play,  Heywood  descants  upon  the 
variety  of  topice,  which  had  been  introduced  v^imn  the 
Erifjlish  stage  in  that  age, — the  rich  Shakepearian  epocA. 

To  give  content  to  this  most  curious  age, 

The  Gods  themselves  we've  brought  down  to  the  stage. 

And  figured  them  in  Planets  ;  made  ev'n  Hell 

Deliver  up  the  Furies,  by  no  spell 

Saving  the  Muses'  raptures :  further  we 

Have  trafiickt  by  their  help ;  uo  History 

We've  left  uurifled  ;  our  |H:na  have  lieen  dipt 

As  well  in  opening  each  hid  muiuiscript, 

As  tracts  more  vulgar,  whethta-  read  or  sung, 

In  our  domestic  or  more  foreign  tongue. 

Of  Fairy  elves,  Nymphs  of  the  Sea  and  Land, 

The  Lawns  and  Groves,  no  number  can  be  scann'd. 

Which  we've  not  given  feet  to.     Nay,  'tis  known 

Thnt  when  our  Chronicles  have  baiTtn  grown 

Of  story,  we  have  all  Invention  etretcht ; 

'[See  Heywood's  Works,  ed.  1874,  wl.  vi.     The  Prologue.] 
VOL.  IV.— 34 
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Dived  low  aj<  to  the  center,  and  then  reacht 

Unto  the  Primum  Mobile  above, 

(Nor  'scaped  I'hingN  Intci-mediatf),  for  your  love 

Thes*  have  been  acttd  often ;  all  have  past 

Censure :  of  which  itome  live,  and  some  are  cast. 

For  this  •  in  agitation,  stay  the  end  ; 

llio'  notbing  please,  yet  nothing  can  ofiend." 


A    CHALLENGE    FOR    BEAUTY.      A    TKAGI-COMEDY 
[See  page  84].»    BY  T.  HEYWOOD 

In  iht  Prologue  to  this  Play^  Heyvjood  convtMnda  the  BngUtk 
Plays ;  not  without  a  censure  of  some  wrt<er«,  who  in  kit 
time  had  begun  to  degenerate. 

The  Roman  and  Athenian  Dranian  far 
Differ  frtim  uh  :  and  those  that  frequent  are 
In  Italy  and  France,  ev'u  in  the&e  days, 
Compared  with  ours,  are  rather  Jiggs  than  Plays. 
Like  of  the  Spanish  may  be  said,  and  Dutch  ; 
Noue,  vei'sed  lu  language,  but  eonfesH  tlieni  auch. 
They  do  not  build  their  projects  on  that  ground  ; 
Nor  have  their  phrases  half  the  weight  and  sound. 
Our  labour'd  Scenes  iiave  had.     And  yet  our  nation 
(Already  too  much  tax'd  for  imitation. 
In  seeking  to  ape  others)  cannot  Vjuit 
Some  of  our  Poets,  who  have  sinn'd  in  it. 
For  where,  before,  great  Patriots,  Dukes,  and  Kings, 
Presented  for  sonic  high  facinorous  things,* 
Were  the  stage  subject  ;  now  we  strive  to  fly 
In  their  low  pitch,  who  never  could  soar  high  : 
For  now  the  common  ui^ument  entreats 
Of  puling  Lovers,  crafty  Bawds,  or  Cheats. 

*  Hie  own  Play.  *[Sec  also  "Serious  Fragments,"  pBgc  373.] 
*[Worki,  vol.  v..  Prologue.    See  alio  page  946J 

*  The  foundationfi  of  the  English  Drama  weie  laid  deep  in  tragtdr  by  Mailowe,  and 
others — Marlowe  especially — wtiile  out  comedy  was  yet  in  its  ItBping  state.  To  this 
tragic  prcpondeiance  (forgetting  his  own  sweet  Comedies,  and  Hhalispearc'5) ,  Hey- 
wood  sccinB  to  refer  with  rcjirTct ;  as  in  the  "  Koecian  Strain  "  he  evidently  alludes  to 
Alleyn,  who  was  K^eat  in  the  "Jew  of  Malu,"  ofi  Hcywood  elMwhcxe  lestifies,  and 
in  the  principal  tragic  parts  both  of  Marlou-c  and  Shakspeare. 
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Nor  blame  I  their  quick  fancies,  who  can  fit 

These  queasy  times  with  butuuun  flash'd  in  wit. 

Whose  art  I  both  encourage  and  conuiiend  ; 

I  only  wish  that  they  would  souietinies  bend 

To  memorise  the  valoui's  of  such  men. 

Whose  very  names  might  dignify  the  pen  ; 

And  that  our  onc«-applauded  Hosctan  strain 

In  acting  such  might  be  revived  again  : 

Which  you  to  count'nauce  might  tfie  Stage  make  proud. 

And  poets  strive  to  key  their  strings  more  loud. 
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THE    FAWN. 


A    COMEDY    [PUBLISHED    1606].      BY 
JOHN    MAHSTON 


In  the  Preface  to  this  Play^  the  Poet  gUnre-s  at  sottic  of  the  Play- 
Wrights  of  hia  time ;  vtfith  a  handsome  achnowledginentf 
Twlwitfiatandinffy  of  their  exeellenciea. 

"  fur  my  own  interest  let  thi:«  uuee  be  printed,  that,  of  men  of 
my  own  addition,'  I  love  moat,  pity  some,  hate  none ;  fur  let  me 
truly  say  it,  1  once  only  loved  myself  for  lo\nng  them ;  and  sicely 
I  shall  ever  rest  so  constant  to  my  firat  aflection,  that,  let  their 
ungentle  combinings,  discurteous  whisperings,  never  so  treacher- 
ously Ial)our  tu  undemiine  my  unfenced  reputation,  I  shall  (as 
long  as  I  have  being)  love  tlie  least  of  their  graces,  and  only  pity 
the  greatest  of  their  vices.' 

/pae  semi^aganvs 
Ad  sacra  vat4m  ca^tnen  affero  nostntm,"  * 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES  BEFORE  THREE  PLAYS 
1665  EDITION]  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  KILLIGREW 
1606-1695].      BY    T.    L.   [AUTHOR    UNKNOWN]* 


That  thy  wise  and  modest  Muse 

Flies  the  Stage's  looser  use  ; 
Not  l)awdr>'  Wit  does  falsely  niime. 
And  to  move  laughter  puts  otf  shame  : 

^l^ioald  be  "  addiction  ".]  '[Haifa  page  omitted.] 

'{Por  other  exuacts  from  Marston  m«  pages  60-711  and  439.] 
*  CTransiation  from  the  Latin  cd.,  1674.J 
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It. 


That  thy  theatre's  loud  noise 
May  be  virgin's  chaste  applaine  ; 
And  the  stoled  matron,  grave  divine. 
Their  Itx-tures  dime,  may  tend  to  tbine : 


HL 


Hiat  no  actor's  made  pro&n^ 
To  debase  Goda,  to  raise  thy  strain ; 
And  {leople  forced,  that  hear  thy  Play* 
Their  money  and  their  souls  to  pay  : 


TV. 


That  thou  leav^st  affected  phrase 
To  the  shops  to  use  and  praiae ; 
And  breuth'st  a  noble  Courtly  vein, — 
Such  as  may  Caesar  entertain. 


When  he  wearied  would  lay  down 
The  burdens  ttiat  attend  a  crown  ; 

Diabiind  his  tiourfi  .>*everer  powers  ; 

In  mirth  and  case  dissolve  two  hours : 


VI. 


These  are  thy  inferior  arts, 
These  I  call  thv  second  parts. 
But  when  thou  earnest  on  the  plot. 
And  all  are  lost  in  th'  subtle  knot : 


VII, 


When  the  scene  sticks  to  ever)-  thought. 
And  can  to  no  event  l>e  brought ; 

When  {thus  of  old  the  scene  betraid) 

Poets  callM  Gods  unto  ttieir  aid. 


vm. 


Who  by  power  might  do  the  thing, 
Art  could  to  no  is»uc  bring ; 
As  the  Pellean  Prince,  that  broke 
With  a  rude  and  down-right  stroke 


IX. 


Ilie  perplext  and  fatal  noose, 
Which  his  skill  could  not  unloose : — 

Thou  dost  a  nobler  art  profess  ; 

And  the  coiPd  serpent  can'st  no  \vm 
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X. 

Stretch  out  from  every  tmsled  fold, 
In  which  he  lav  inwove  nnd  roU'd  ; 
Induce  a  night,  and  then  a  day. 
Wrap  all  in  clouds,  and  then  display 

XI. 

Ill*  eftfty  and  the  even  design  : 
A  plot,  without  a  God,  divine! — 

Let  olhent*  bold  pretending;  |>ens 

Write  acts  of  Goils,  that  know  not  men's  ; 

In  this  to  thee  all'mnst  resign; 

Th*  surprise  of  th'  Scene  is  wholly  thine. 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES  BEFORE   THE  "  FAITHFUL 
SHEPHERD[ESSJ"  OF  FLETCHER  [See  page  301]* 

There  are  no  sureties,  good  tricnd,  will  be  taken 

For  works  that  vulgar  good-name  hath  fontaken. 

A  Poem  and  a  Play  too !     Why,  'tis  like 

A  Scholar  thatV  a  Poet ;  their  names  strike, 

And  kill  outright :  one  cannot  both  fateR  bear. — 

But  as  a  Poet,  that's  no  Scholar,  makes 

Vulgarity  his  whiffler,  and  so  takes 

Passage  with  ease  and  state  thro*  both  nides'  press 

Of  pftgeant-seers  :  or,  as  Scholars  please, 

That  are  no  Poets,  more  than  Poets  learned, 

Since  their  art  solely  is  by  souls  disceni'd, 

(The  others'  falls  within  the  common  sense. 

And  sheds,  like  common  light,  her  influence) : 

So,  were  your  Play  no  Poem,  but  a  thing 

Which  every  cobbler  to  his  patch  might  sing; 

A  rout  of  nifles,"  like  the  multitude. 

With  no  one  limb  of  any  art  endued. 

Like  would  to  like,  and  praise  you  :  but  because 

Your  poem  only  hath  by  us  applause ; 

Renews  the  Golden  i\ge,  and  holds  through  all 

The  holy  laws  of  homely  Pastoral, 

Where  ftowors,  and  founts,  and  nymphs,  and  semi-gods. 

And  all  the  Graces,  find  their  old  abodes ; 

'  [These  vettea  ve  m  Dyce'i  ed.,  vol.  ii.     The>'  axe  omitted  in  the  Hnmoid  Stria 
edition.     See  aUo  page  542.]  ■[Tiiflea.] 
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Where  poets  flourish  but  in  endless  verse. 
And  meadows  nothing-fit  for  purchasers: 
'lliis  Iron  Age,  that  cnbi  itself,  will  never 
Bite  at  your  Golden  World,  that  others  ever 
Loved  as  itself.     Then  like  your  Book,  do  you 
Live  in  old  peace :  and  that  far  praise  allow. 

O.  Chapman. 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES  BEFORE  THE  REBELLIOV 
A  THAGEDY  [PUBLISHED  1640].  BY  T.  RAWUNS 
[16aO?-1670]' 

To  see  a  Springot  of  thy  tender  ape 

With  such  a  lofty  strain  to  word  a  Stage ; 

To  see  a  Tragedy  from  thee  in  print, 

With  such  a  world  of  fine  meanders  in't ; 

Puzzles  my  wond'ring  scml :  for  there  uipean 

Such  disproportion  'twixt  thy  lines  andyears> 

That  when  I  read  thy  tines,  uiethlnks  1  see 

The  sweet-tongiied  0\-id  fall  upon  hts  knee 

With  "  Parce  I'recor"      Every  line  and  word 

Runs  in  sweet  numbers  of  it^  own  aooord. 

But  1  am  thunderstruck,'  that  all  this  while 

Thv  unfeathcr'd  quill  should  write  a  tragic  style. 

Thts,  above  all,  my  admiration  draws. 

That  one  so  v<>"ng  should  know  dramatic  lawa: 

"I'is  rare,  and  therefore  is  not  for  the  span 

Or  greasv  thumbs  of  ever}'  common  man. 

The  damask  rose  that  sprout»  liefore  the  Spring, 

U  fit  for  none  to  smell  at  but  a  king. 

Go  on.  sweet  friend  :  I  hope  in  time  to  see 

Thy  temples  rounded  with  the  Daphnean  tree ; 

And  if  men  ask,  "Who  nurs'd  thee?"  I'll  say  thus, 

'*It  was  the  Ambrosian  Spring  of  Pegasus." 

Robert  Chamberlain, 


>[5ee  Dodtley,  vol.  xiv.] 


*[Shoold  be  "  wonderatnick ".] 


THE  AMBITIOUS  STATESMAN  635 

THE  AMBITIOUS  STATESMAN.  A  TRAGEDY  [PUB- 
LISHED AND  PRODUCED  1679].  BY  JOHN  CROWNE 
[DIED  1703?] 

VendoTW,  retu/min-g  from  the  wars,  hears  neios,  that  Louim  is 

false  to  him. 

Ven.  (solus).  Where'er  I  ffpy  I  meet  a  wandering  rnmour, 
Louizc  is  the  Dauphin's  secret  mistress. 
I  heard  it  in  the  annv,  but  the  sound 
Was  then  as  feeble  as  the  distant  miirmure 
Of  a  great  river  niiugting  with  the  sea  ; 
But  nuw  I  am  coine  near  this  river's  fait, 
Tis  louder  than  the  cataractft  of  Nile. 
If  this  be  true, 

Doomsdav  i.*i  near,  and  all  the  heavens  are  falling. — 
I  know  not  what  itt  think  of  it,  for  every  where 
I  meet  a  choking  dust,  such  jls  ta  made 
After  removing  all  a  palace  furniture: 
If  she  be  gone,  the  world  in  my  esteem 
Is  all  bare  wsIIk  ;  nothing  remains  in  it 
But  dust  and  feathers,  like  a  Turkish  inn. 
And  the  foul  steps  where  plunderers  have  been. 

[Act  ii.,  end.*] 

Valediction. 

Vendomet  (to  his  faithless  Mistress).  Madam  Fm  well  assured 
you  will  not  send 
One  poor  thought  after  me,  much  less  a  messenger. 
To  know  the  truth;  but  if  you  do,  he'll  find, 
In  some  unfrnish'd  part  of  the  creation, 
Where  Night  and  C'hao.s  never  were  disturb'd. 
But  bed -rid  lie  in  some  dark  rocky  depart. 
There  will  he  iind  a  thing — whether  a  man, 
Or  the  collected  shadows  of  the  desart 
Condens'd  into  a  shade,'  he'll  hardly  know  ; 
This  (igure  he  will  find  walking  alone. 
Poring  one  while  on  some  sad  book  at  noon 
By  taper-light,  for  never  day  shone  there ; 
Sometimes  laid  grovelling  on  the  barren  earth. 
Moist  with  hb  tears,  for  never  dew  fell  there : 
And  when  night  cornea,  not  known  from  day  by  darkness, 
But  by  some  faithful  messenger  of  time. 
He'll  iind  him  stretcht  upon  a  bed  of  stone, 

>  [Dram,  of  tkt  Resloratioit,  ed.  Maidment  and  Logan.     Crowne,  vol.  ill.] 
•[Should  be -ihape".] 
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Cut  from  the  boweln  of  some  rocky  caw. 
Offering  himself  either  to  Sleep  or  Death ; 
And  iifither  will  accept  the  dismal  wretch: 
At  length  a  Slumber,  in  its  infant  amss. 
Takes  up  his  heaTy  soul,  but  wanting  strength 
To  bear  it,  quickly  lets  it  fall  again  : 
At  which  tlte  wretch  tttarts  up,  and  walks  about 
All  night,  and  all  the  time  it  should  tx>  day ; 
Till  quite  forgetting,  quite  forgot  of  every  thing 
But  SorroM-,  pines  away,  and  in  small  time 
Of  the  only  man  that  clurst  inhabit  there. 
Becomes  the  only  Ghost  that  dares  walk  there. 

[Act  iT,  p.  1815.] 

Incredulity  to  Virtue. 

Vendome.  Perhaps  there  never  were  such  things  ag  Virtuca, 
But  only  in  men's  fancies,  like  the  I'hoenix ; 
Or  if  they  once  have  been,  they're  now  but  uamc:» 
Of  natures  lost,  which  came  into  the  world, 
But  could  not  live,  nor  propagate  their  kind. 


Faithless  Beauty. 


[ActT.J 


Louize.  Dare  you  approach  me? 

Vendome.  Yes,  but  with  fear,  for  sure  you're  not  Woman. 
A  Comet  glitter'd  in  the  air  o'  late. 
And  kept  some  weeks  the  fnghted  kingdom  waking. 
Long  hair  it  had,  like  vou  ;  a  shining  aspect ; 

^Ita  beauty  smiled,  at  ii\e  same  time  it  &ighten*d  ; 
And  every  horror  in  it  had  a  Kraoe.* 
■■ 


BELPHEGOR  [OR,  THE  MARRIAGE 
A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1691: 
BY  JOHN  WILSON  [1687P-1696] 


[Act  iii.,  p.  Iffit] 


OF  THE   DEVILl 
WRITTEN    1690]. 


Doria  Palace  described. 

Tliat  thou'd'st  been  with  us  ut  Duke  Dona's  garden ! 
The  pretty  contest  between  art  and  nature ; 
To  see  the  wilderness,  grots,  arbours,  ponds ; 


[For  other  exuacu  from  Crownc  kc  pages  545,  546-53,  jfo,  371.  S7>>  S73-] 
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I 


And  in  the  midst,  over  a  stately  fountain. 
The  Neptune  of  the  Ligurian  sea — 
Andrew  Doria — the  man  who  first 
Taught  Genoii  not  to  aen'e  :   then  to  behold 
The  curious  waterworks  and  wanton  streams 
Wind  here  and  therCf  &&  if  they  bad  forgot 
Their  errand  to  the  sea.* 

And  then  again,  within 
The  vast  prodi^ous  cage,  in  which  ^  the  groves 
Of  myrtie,  orange,  jessamine,  beguile 
The  winced  cjuire  with  a  native  warble, 
And  pride  of  their  restraint.     Then,  up  and  down» 
An  antiquated  marble,  or  broken  statue, 
Majestic  ev'n  in  ruiu.^ 

And  such  a  glorious  palace : 
Such  pictures,  carving,  furniture!  my  words 
Cannot  reach  half  the  splendour.     And,  after  all, 
To  see  the  sea,  fund  of  the  guudly  sight. 
One  while  glide  amorous,  and  Itclc  her  walls, 
As  who  would  say.  Come  Follow ;  but,  repub'd 
Rally  its  whole  artillery  of  wavcB, 
And  crowd  into  a  storm  t 


I* 


[Act  iu.,  Sc.  !.•] 


THE  FLOATING  ISLAND.  A  COMEDY.  BY  THE  REV. 
W.  STRODE  [1602-1645].  ACTED  BY  THE  STUDENTS 
OF  CHRIST-CHURCH,  OXFORD,  1636  [PUBLISHED 
1655] 

Song. 

Once  Venus*  cheeks,  that  sham'd  the  mom, 

Their  hue  let  foil ; 
Her  Iip»,  that  winter  had  out-born, 

In  June  lonk'd  pale: 
Her  heat  grew  cold,  her  nectar  dry ; 
No  juice  !the  had  but  in  licr  eye. 
The  wonted  (ii-e  and  flames  to  mortify. 
When  was  this  so  dismal  sight  ? — 
When  Adonis  bade  good  night* 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  14.T 

I  Instead  of  "  in  which  "  read  "  lo  tee  ".J     *  [A  line  omiltcd.1 
[3MalK"Fac«tUi,"page564.}  '[Ed.  of  1655.] 


'  (Two  lines  omitted.] 
*^£d.t)ft69l.l 
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[THE]  FATAL  JEALOtlSY.     A  TRAGEDY  [PUBLISH^ 
1673].     AUTHOR  UNKNOWN  [BY  NEVLL  PAYNE]      , 

No  Truth  Absolute :  after  seeing  a  Masque  of  Oipe^ft, 

Ist  Spectator,  By  this  we  nee  that  all  the  world's  a  cheat. 
Whose  tniths  and  falsehoodii  lie  so  intermixt, 
Ai)d  are  so  like  each  other,  that  'tis  hard 
To  find  the  difference.     Who  would  not  think  theac  people 
A  real  pack  of  such  as  we  call  Gipseys? 

S;nd  Sptxt.  'Xliingii  perfectly  alike  are  but  the  same  ; 
And  these  were  Gipseys,  if  we  did  not  know 
How  to  consider  them  the  contrary : 
So  in  terrestrial  things  there  is  not  one 
But  takes  its  funn  and  nature  from  our  fancy. 
Not  its  own  being,  and  ia  but  what  we  think  it.* 

Ut  Speot.  Rut  Truth  is  still  itself? 

Znd  Sped.  No,  nut  at  alt,  as  Truth  appears  to  us ; 
For  often  times 

That  is  a  truth  to  me,  thapH  false  to  you  j 
So  'twould  not  be,  if  it  was  truly  true.* 

[Act  ii.*] 
How  clouded  Man 

DoubU  HkI,  and  from  one  doubt  doth  soon  proceed 
A  thousand  more,  in  solving  of  the  first ! 
Like  'nighted  travellcrR  weTosc  our  way, 
Then  every  ignis  fatuus  makes  us  stray, 
Kk  the  false  lights  of  reason  led  about, 
Till  we  arrive  where  we  at  first  set  out : 
Nor  shall  we  e'er  truth's  perfect  highway  see. 
Til]  dawns  the  day-break  of  eternity. 

[Act  iii.] 

Apprehe-nsion. 

O  ApprehensHon ! — 
So  terrible  the  consec^uence  appears 
It  makes  niv  brain  turn  round,  and  night  seem  darker. 
'Hie  moon  begins  to  drown  herself  in  clouds, 
Learing  a  daskish  horror  everywhere. 
My  sickly  fancy  mokes  the  garden  seem 
Like  those  benighted  groves  in  Pluto's  kingdoms. 

[Act  iv.J 

'  [*■  What  we  do  think  it."]  *[The  Scene  continueK.J  *[£d.  of  1673.] 
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Injured  Hu»hand. 

Wife  (dying).  Oh,  oh,  I  fain  would  live  a  little  luiij^. 
If  but  to  ask  forgiveiiesK  of  Gerardo ! 
My  soul  will  scarce  reach  heAv'n  without  his  parrlon. 

Gerardo  (entering).  Who's  that  would  go  to  hcav'n, 
Take  it,  whatc'er  thou  art ;  and  itiav'st  thou  be 
Happy  in  death,  whate'er  thou  didst  design. 


[Act  iv.] 


Qerardo  ;  his  vn/e  Tnurdered. 

Ger.  It  k  in  vain  to  look  'era,'  if  they  hide ; 
The  garden's  large ;  besides,  perhaps  they  are  gone. 
We'lTto  the  body. 

Serv.  You  are  by  it  now,  my  Lord. 

Ger.  This  accident  amazes  me  so  much} 
[  go  I  know  not  where. 

Doubt. 

Doubt  is  the  effect  of  fear  or  jealousy. 

Two  pa^iuas  which  tu  reaiion  give  tne  lie ; 

For  fear  torments,  and  never  doth  assist ; 

And  jealousy  is  love  lost  in  a  mist. 

Both  hood-wink  truth,  and  go  to  blind -man's-bulT, 

Cry  here,  then  there,  seem  to  direct  enough. 

But  alt  the  while  shitl:  place ;  making  the  mind, 

As  it  goes  out  of  breath,  desjmir  to  Hnd  ; 

And,  if  at  last  something  it  stumbles  on, 

Perhaps  it  calls  it  false,  and  then  'tis  gone. 

If  true,  what's  ^iu'd  ?  only  just  time  to  sec 

A  breachlcss '  play,  a  game  at  hberty ; 

That  has  no  other  end  than  this,  that  men 

Rub  to  be  tired,  just  to  set  down  again. 


[Act  iv.] 
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THE  TRAITOR.  A  TRAGEDY  fLICENSED  1631  Pl*B- 
USHED  1635].  BY  J.  SHIRLEY.  BY  SOME  SAUJ 
[PROBABLY  ERRONEOUSLY]  TO  HAVE  BEEN 
WRITTEN  BY  ONE  RIVEUis  A  JESUIT,   1635 

(SoiarroA,  whose  life  iaforfeiUd^  haa  offer  o/pardon,  condition- 
ally, that  he  bring  his  sisUr  Amid^4^  to  coTietint  to  th 
Pnnce'a  unlawful  auit.    Ha  jestingly  tries  her  affection. 

8ci.  — if  thou  couldst  redeem  me 
With  anything  hut  rieiith,  I  think  I  should 
Consent  to  live.^ 

Amid.  Nothing  can  be  too  preciooa 
To  save  a  brother,  such  a  loving  brothta- 
Aa  you  hare  been. 

Sci.  Death's  a  devouring  fi;amester, 
And  sweeps  up  all ; — what  tnink'st  thou  of  an  eye  ? 
CouldVt  tnou  !4|)nre  one,  and  think  the  blemish  recompt^noed 
To  see  me  -tafe  with  the  other  ?  or  a  hand — 
This  white  baud,  tliut  liaa  so  often 
With  admiration  trembled  on  the  lute, 
Till  we  have  pray'd  thee  leave  the  strinf^  awhile. 
And  laid  our  ears  close  to  thy  ivory  fingers, 
Suspecting  all  the  harmony  proceeded 
From  their  own  motious  without  the  need 
Of  any  dull  or  passive  infitrument.— 
No,  Amidea ;  thou  fthaJt  not  bear  one  scar, 
To  buy  my  life ;  the  sickle  shall  not  touch 
A  flower,  that  gix)ws  so  fair  upon  his  stalk  :* 
I  would  live,  and  owe  my  life  to  thee, 
So  'twere  not  bought  too  dear. 

Amid.  Do  you  believe.  I  should  not  find 
The  way  to  heav'n,  were  both  mine  eyes  thv  ransom  ? 
I  shall  climb  up  those  high  and  nigged  dim 
Without  A  hand. 

[Act  v..  Sc.  1." 

My  tianBCript  breaks  off  here.  Fcihans  what  follows  wa«  of  le«9  ^-alae ;  or  rttt- 
hapfl  I  broke  off,  a&  I  own  I  have  sonictimcE  done,  to  leave  in  my  readcrn  a  relish, 
and  an  incSination  to  explote  for  themBclvea  the  genuine  founUiina  of  ibesc  old, 
dramatic  delicacies. 

'[*'  Bat  I'd  no:  have  thee  venture 

All  at  one  chance.")  ■[Two  lines  and  a  half  omitted.] 

'[Shirlejr'B  Workt,  vol.  ii,     Fo«  other  extracts  from  Shirley  sec  note  on  p. 
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THE  HUNTINGDON  DIVERTISEMENT.  AN  INTER- 
LUDE, FOB  THE  GENERAL  ENTERTAINMENT 
AT  THE  COUNTY  FEAST,  HELD  AT  MERCHANT 
TAYLORS'  HALL.  JUNE  SOl^H,  16T8.'  BY  W.  M. 
[AUTHOR    UNKNOWN] 

Humour  of  a  retired  KnigfU. 

Sir  Jeofpuv  DoE-RttiHT.     Master  Genseov«  Goodman. 

Qen.  Sir  Jeofiry,  good  morrow. 

Sir  J.  The  same  to  vou,  Sir. 

Gen.  Your  early  zeal  condemns  the  rising  sun 
Of  too  much  sloth  ;  as  if  vuu  did  inttrnd 
Ta  catch  the  Muses  napping. 

Sir  J.  Did  you  know 
The  pleasures  of  an  earlv  contemplation, 
YouM  never  let  Auroi-alDtuHh  to  6nd 
Vou  drowsy  on  your  bed  ;  but  rouse,  and  spend 
Some  short  ejaculations, — how  the  night 
Disbiindb  her  sparkling  troops  at  the  approach 
Of  the  ensuing  day,  when  th"*  grey-fveti  sity 
Ushers  the  golden  signals  of  the  mom  ; 
Whilst  the  magranininus  cock  with  joy  proclaimii 
The  sun's  illustrious  cavalcade.     Your  thoughts 
Would  ruminate  on  all  the  works  of  Heaven, 
And  th'  variou!i  dispensatiuim  of  its  power. 
Our  predecessors  better  did  improve 
The  precious  ininute«  of  the  mom  than  we 
Their  lazy  successors.     Their  practice  taught 
And  left  us  th'  good  Proverbial,  that  "  To  rise 
Early  makes  all  men  healthy,  wealthy,  wise." 

Qen.  Your  practice,  Sir,  merits  oiu-  imitation  ; 
Where  the  least  particle  of  night  and  day's 
Improv'd  to  th'  best  advantage,  whibt  your  soul 
(Unclogg'd  from  th*  dntsa  of  melancholic  cares) 
Makes  everv  place  a  paradise. 

Sir  J.  'tin  true, 
I  bless  my  lucky  stars,  whose  kind  aspects 
Have  fix'd  me  in  this  solitude.     My  youth 
Past  thro'  the  tropics  of  each  fortune,  I 
Was  made  her  perfect  tennis-ball ;  her  smiles 
Now  made  me  rich  and  honoured ;  then  her  frowns 

*[Not  divided  into  Acu.    See  ed.  of  1678,  p.  3.] 


542      SPECIMENS  OF  DRAMATIC  POKTS 

Dosh'd  all  my  jo>A  ^id  bl&i^U>d  all  m^;  hopes  ; 
Till,  wearied  by  such  interchange  of  weather. 
In  court  and  city*  I  at  length  confined 
All  my  ambition  to  the  Golden  Mean, 
The  Equinoctial  of  mv  fate  ;  to  amend 
The  errors  of  my  life  by  a  good  end. 


DEDICATTONS     TO     FT.KTCHER^S     FATTHKUL     SHEP^ 
HEllDESS,    WITHOUT   DATE;    PHESUMED    TO 
THE    FIRST    EDITION   [See  page  801  j» 

To  that  TiobU  and  true  lover  of  leamiing.  Sir  WtUton  AstotT 

Sir,  I  must  ask  your  patlencCf  and  be  true. 

'Vhia  Play  was  never  liked,  except  by  few 

That  brought  their  judgments  with  them;  for  of  late 

First  the  infection,^  then  the  common  prate 

Of  common  people,  ha%'e  such  customs  got 

Either  to  silence  PlayN  or  like  them  not : 

Under  the  last  of  which  this  Interlude 

Had  Wn,  for  ever  pres»'d  down  by  the  rude 

That,  like  a  torrent  which  the  moist  South  feeds, 

Drowns  both  before  him  the  ripe  corn  and  weeds; 

Had  not  the  saving  nenne  of  better  men 

Redeem'd  it  from  corruption.     Dear  Sir,  then 

Among  the  better  souls  be  you  the  be«t> 

In  wliom  as  in  a  center  I  talie  rest. 

And  proper  lieing  ;  from  whose  equal  eye 

And  judgment  nothing  grows  but  purity. 

Nor  do  I  Hatter ;  for,  by  all  those  dead 

Great  iu  the  Musch,  by  Apollo's  head. 

He  that  adds  any  thing  to  you,  'tb  done 

Like  hiH  that  lights  a  candle  to  the  sun. 

Then  be  as  you  were  ever,  yourself  still 

Moved  by  your  judgment,  not  by  love  or  will. 

And  when  I  sing  again  (as  who  can  tell 

My  next  devotion  to  that  holy  Well  ?) 

Your  goodness  to  the  Muses  shall  be  all 

Able  to  make  a  work  Hercical. 

'  [See  Mermaid  Sfrif$.  vol,  it.,  pp.  3i8-3i.     See  ilto  p.  533.] 
*The   Plftguc :    in    which   times,   the   acting  of   Plays  a[^ietra   lo    hive 
diacountenanced. 
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11. 

To  the  Inheritor  of  all  Worthineaa,  Sir  William  Sdpwith. 

ODE 


If  from  servile  hope  or  love 

I  may  prove 
But  so  happy  to  be  thought  for 
Such  a  one,  whose  greatest  ease 

Is  to  please. 
Worthy  Sur,  I  have  all  I  sought  for. 

u. 
For  no  itch  of  greater  name 

Which  some  claim 
By  their  verses,  do  I  show  it 
To  the  world ;  nor  to  protest, 

Tis  the  best ; 
These  are  lean  &ults  in  a  poet : 

in. 
Nor  to  make  it  serve  to  feed 

At  my  need ; 
Nor  to  gain  acquaintance  by  it ; 
Nor  to  ravish  kmd  Attumep 

In  their  joumies ; 
Nor  to  read  it  after  diet. 

IV. 

Far  from  me  are  all  these  aims : 

Frantic  claims, 
To  build  weakness  on  and  pity  ; 
Only  to  yourself,  and  such 

Whose  true  touch 
Makes  all  good,  let  me  seem  witty. 

III. 
To  the  perfect  gentlerruvn.  Sir  Robert  Tovmeaend. 

If  the  greatest  fiiults  may  crave 
Pardon,  where  contrition  is. 
Noble  Sir,  I  needs  must  have 
A  long  one  for  a  long  amiss. 
If  you  ask  me  how  is  this, 
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Upon  my  faith  TU  tell  you  frankly  ; 
You  love  above  my  means  to  tliank  ye. 
Vet  according  to  my  talent. 
As  sour  fortune  loves  to  use  me, 
A  poor  Shepherd  I  have  sent 
Id  nomc-spun  gray,  for  to  excuse  txi«  ; 
And  may  all  my  hopes  refuse  me 
But,  when  better  comes  ashore, 
You  shall  have  better,  never  more ; 
Till  when,  like  our  desperate  debtors. 
Or  our  three-piled  sweet  " protestera," 
I  must  please  you  in  bare  letters  ! 
And  so  pay  my  debt^  like  jesterv. 
Yet  I  oft  have  seen  good  feasten. 
Only  for  to  please  the  pallet. 
Leave  great  meat,  and  chuse  a  sallet 

Apolcgetioal  Prefaeey  followvng  these  .- 
To  the  Reader. 

If  you  be  not  reasonably  assured  of  your  knowledge  in  this 
of  Poem,  lay  down  the  Book ;  or  read  thiss  which  I  would  wrish  hj 
been  the  Prologue.     It  is  a  Pastoral  Tragic-Coniedy ;    which  ^ 
people  seeing  wnea  it  was  pluyetL,  having  e%er  had  a  singular  d 
in  defining,  concluded  to  be  a  play  of  Coimtry  hired  ShepheixbH 
gray  cloalks  with  cur-tailed  dogs  in  strings,  sometimes  laughjl 
together,  and  sometimes  killing  one  another;  and,  missing  Whitsq 
ales,  cream,  wassail,  and  Morris  dances,  began  to  be  angry.     ] 
their  error  I  would  not  have  you  fall,  lest  you  incur  their  censun 
Understand,   therefore,  a   Pastoral    to  be — a  Representation  i 
Shepherds  and   Shepherdesses,  with   their   Actions  and  Passionj 
which  must   lie  such  as  agree  with  their  natures ;   at  least,  nj 
exceeding  former  Kctions  and  vulgar  traditions.     They  are  not  I 
be  adorn  d  with  any  art,  but  such  improper  ones  as  nature  is  si( 
to  bestow,  as  Singing  and  Poetry  ;  or  such  as  experience  may  teaa 
them,  OA  the  virtues  of  lierlK  ana  fountains ;   the  ordinary  course  i 
the  sun,  moon,  and  stars ;  and  such  like.     But  you  are  ever 
remember  Shepherds  to  be  such,  as  all  the   ancient  poeta  (ai 
modem  of  understanding)  have  received  them ;  that  is,  tne  Owni 
of  Flocks,  and  not  Hirelings. — A  Tragic-comedy  is  not  so  called 
respect  of  mirth  and  killing,  but  in  respect  it  wants  deaths  (wbi 

■  We  cin  almost  b«  not  cofry  for  the  ill  drimattc  success  or  this  Play,  whi 
brought  out  such  spirited  apalogies;  in  particular,  the  masterly  definitions 
Putoral  and  Trast-Comedy  in  this  Preface. 

He  damna  the  Town  :  the  Town  before  damn'd  hira.— Eo. 
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is  enough  to  make  it  no  Tragedy) ;  yet  brings  some  near  to  it 
(which  IS  enough  to  make  it  no  Comedy):  which  must  be  a 
Representaliun  of  Familiar  People,  with  such  kiad  of  trouble  as  uo 
life  ran  be  without ;  so  that  a  God  U  hs  lan'ful  in  thiii,  as  in  a 
Tragedy  ;  and  mean  People,  as  in  a  Comedy. ^Thus  much  I  hope 
will  serve  to  justify  my  Poem,  and  make  you  understand  it;  to 
teach  you  more  for  nothing,  1  do  not  know  that  1  am  in  conadeuce 
bound, 

John  Fletcuek. 


THE   WARS   OF  CYRUS>      A   TRAGEDY.      AUTHOR 
UNKNOWN,  1594 

Dwmb  Show  exploded. 

Chorus  (to  the  Audience).  Xenophon 

Warrant*  what  we  record  of  Pauthea. 

It  is  writ  in  sad  and  tragic  terms, 

May  move  yoiir  tears ;  tnen  you  content  our  Muae, 

That  scorns  to  trouble  you  again  with  toys 

Or  needless  antics,  imitations 

Or  shows,  or  new  devises  sprang  o'  late ; 

We  have  exiled  them  from  our  tragic  stage, 

As  tra&h  of  their  tradition,  that  can  bring 

Nor  instance  nor  excuse :  for  what  they  cio,' 

Instead  of  mournful  plaints  our  Chorus  ein^s ; 

Although  it  he  against  the  upstart  guise. 

Yet,  warranted  by  grave  antiquity, 

We  will  revive  the  which  hath  long  been  done. 


THE  MARRIED  BEAU.     A  COMEDY  [PUBLISHED  1694]. 
BY  JOHN  CROWNE 

Wife  tempted :  she  pteads  religion. 

Lover.  Our  happy  love  may  have  a  secret  Church 
Under  the  Church,  as  FaitJi's  was  under  Paul's, 

^  ["  King  of  Persia  against  Antiodius  King  of  Assyria,"  ad.  of  1594.    Not  dimded 
into  Acts  or  paged.     Se«  tig.  c  j.] 
*  So  I  point  it ;  instead  of  the  line,  as  it  stands  in  this  unique  copy — 
Not  instance  nor  excuse  for  wiiat  they  do. 
The  sense  I  take  to  be,  what  the  common  playwtighta  do  (or  shew  by  action — the 
"inexplicable  dumb  ihowi"  [Hamlet,  iii,  a,  13]  of  Shalupcaie — ),  oui  OhoiuB 
rtlattt.     The  following  lines  hiive  else  no  colieience. 
VOL.  IV.— 35 
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Where  we  maj  carr)-  on  our  sveet  devotian ; 
And  the  Cathedral  marriagv  keep  its  rta.te» 
AjuI  all  it*  decency-  ajicl  orremonies. 


[Act  iii,  p.  my[ 


A    CHALLENGE    KOR    BEALT^'.       A    TRAGI-COMEDT 
BY  T.  HEYWOOD  [See  page  84] 

Appeal /or  Tnnocenct  againU  afal^e  TfTfftiMftini- 

ffeUna.  Both  have  sworn  :  

And,  PrinceA,  as  you  hope  to  crown  your  hfffa 

With  that  perpetual  wreath  which  shall  last  ever. 

Out  on  a  poor  dejected  innocent  virgin 

Your  eyes  of  grace  and  pity.     \\Tiat  sin  is  it. 

Or  who  cjin  be  the  patron  to  such  evil  ? — 

'llmt  a  (Hjor  innocent  niaid,  spotless  in  deed. 

And  pun-  in  thought,  Inith  without  wpleen  and  gall. 

That  nei'er  injured  creature,  never  had  heart 

To  think  of  wron*,  or  ponder  injury ; 

That  Nuch  a  one  m  her  white  innoocDce, 

Striving  to  live  |)eculiar  tn  the  compasK 

Of  her  own  virtues  ;  notwithstanding  these, 

Should  be  nought  out  by  atrangcnt,  pprsecuted, 

Klode  infamoUH  ev'n  there,  where  she  was  made 

For  imitation  ;  hiai'd  at  in  her  country  ; 

Abandon'd  of  her  mother,  kindred,  friends  ; 

Depraved  in  foreign  cHmea,  scorn'd  every  where. 

And  ev'n  in  princes*  courts  reputed  vile : 

O  pity,  pity  tliia  ! 

[Act  v^  Sc  IS] 


THYESTES.      A    TRAGEDY     [PUBLISHED     1681] 
JOHN    CROWNE,  1681 

Atretts^  having  recovered  his  Wife^  and  Kingdom,  from  his 
hrotktr  Tnyeates,  who  had  usurped  both,  and  sent  Au 
into  baniehment^  describen  his  offending  Queen. 

APreus  (soiua). -still  she  lives : 

Tis  true,  in  heavy  sorrow :  so  she  ought, 

'[Crowne'a  Works,  vol.  iv.     For  ftnotber  extract  from  ihb  play,  ace  page  S7J> 
See  al&o  below. 
'[Heywood's  Works,  vol.  v.     See  aJao  page  530.] 
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If  she  ofleuded  hs  L  ftfar  she  has. 

Her  harrl!nhi|>8,  though,  she  owes  to  her  own  choice. 

1  hftve  often  offer'd  her  my  useless  couch  ; 

For  what  is  it  to  tne  ?  I  never  sleep : 

But  for  her  bed  she  uses  the  hard  Boor. 

My  table  h  spread  for  her ;  I  never  eat : 

And  she'll  tAKe  nothing  but  what  feeds  her  grief. 

[Act  ii..  So.  2.'] 

Philisthenea^  the  son  of  Thyestea,  at  a  stolen  interview  v^itk 
Antigone^  the  dattpkter  of  Aireua,  w  su/rpriAtd  by  the  King's 
Spies ;  upon  which  misfortane  A^itujone  awoonint/y  in  found 
by  PeneiLS. 

AN-nooNK.   l*ENEus,  071  ancient  retainer  to  tfie  Cou/rt  of  Mycence. 

Peneus.  Ha!  what  is  ahe  that  sleeps  in  open  air? 
Indeed  the  place  is  far  from  any  path, 
But  what  conducts  to  melancholy  thoughts; 
But  those  are  beaten  rt>ads  about  this  Court. 
Her  habit  calU  her.  Noble  Grecian  iVlaid  ; 
But  her  sleep  says,  she  i«  a  fttranger  here. 
All  birds  of  night  build  in  this  Court,  but  Sleep : 
And  Sleep  i.s  here  made  wild  with  loud  complaints. 
And  Hies  away  from  all.     I  woTuler  how 
ThtM  uiaid  has  brouj^ht  it  to  her  lure  so  tauie. 

Aiili'jone  {waking  from,  iwr  »woon).  Oh  my  Pliilitithenes ! 

Peneus.  She  wakes  to  moan; 
Aye,  that's  tlu-  proper  language  of  this  place ! 

Antigone.  My  dear,  iny  poor  Philisthenes ! 
t  know 'tis  so  1  oh  horror!  death!  hell!  oh — 

PeTieiia.  I  know  her  now  ;  'tis  fair  Antigcme, 
The  daughter  and  the  darling  of  the  King. 
This  is  the  lot  of  all  this  family.*-' 
BeautcotiK  Antigtme,  thi^u  know'st  me  well ; 
I  am  old  Peneus,  one  who  threescore  years 
Has  loved  and  scr\''d  thy  wTetched  family. 
Impart  thy  sorrows  to  mc  ;  I  pcrhapii 
In  my  wide  circle  of  ex|»erienre 
May  find  some  counsel  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Aatiifone.  O  good  old  man !  how  long  nave  you  been  here? 

Peneus.  I  came  but  now. 

Antigone.  O  did  you  see  thia  way 
Poor  young  Philisthenes?  you  know  him  well. 


'[Crowne'i  Works,  vtil.  n.} 
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Ptftwit*.  Thy  uncle's  son,  TTiyestes'  eldc-st  son — 

Antigone.  The  same,  the  same— 

Peneus.   No ;  all  the  Goiis  tbrbid 
I  should  meet  him  so  near  thy  father's  Court. 

Antigiyne.  O  he  was  here  one  cursed  minute  past. 

Peneua.  What  brought  him  hither? 

Antigone.  Ix>ve  to  MTietched  me. 
Oiir  warring  fathers  never  ventured  more 
For  bitter  hate  than  we  for  innot-ent  love. 
Here  hut  a  minute  past  the  Hear  youth  lay, 
Here  in  this  brambly  cave  lay  in  my  arms ; 
And  now  he's  seized !  O  miserable  rae —  (  TVors  her  Aai 

Peneus.  Why  do»t  thou  rend  that  beauteous  omametit  ? 
In  what  ban  it  offended  ?  hold  thy  handx. 

Antigone.  O  father,  go  and  plead  for  the  poor  youth  ; 
No  one  dares  speak  to  the  Kercc  King  but  you — 

Peneua.  And  nu  one  near  speaks  mure  in  vain  thati  I ; 
He  spurns  me  from  biH  presence  like  a  dog. 

Antigone.  Oh,  then — 

Peneus.  She  faints,  she  swoons,  I  firighten'd  her. 
Oh  I  n(>ake  indiscrctcjy.     Daughtu*,  child, 
Antigone,  I'll  go,  indeed  I'll  go, 

Antigone.  There  is  no  help  for  me  in  heav'n  or  earth. 

Pf-nem.  There  is  there  is;  desptur  not,  sorrowfuJ  maid. 
All  will  be  well.     I'm  going  to  the  King, 
And  will  with  pow'rful  reasons  bind  his  hands ; 
And  Koniething  in  nie  savs  I  shall  prevail. 
But  to  whose  care  shall  I  leave  thee  the  while  ? — 
For  oh  I  I  dare  not  trust  thee  to  thy  grief. 

Antiijane.  1*11  be  disposed  of,  father,  as  you  please. 
Till  I  retvive  the  blest  or  di^eadful  doom. 

Peneus.  Then  come,  dear  daughter,  lean  upon  my  arm. 
Which  old  and  weak  is  stronger  yet  than  thine ; 
Thy  youth  hath  known  more  sorrow  than  my  age. 
I  never  hear  of  grief,  but  when  I'm  here  ; 
But  one  day's  diet  here  of  sighs  and  tears 
Returns  me  elder  home  by  many  years. 

[Act  ii,  Sc.  1.] 
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Atrette,  to  entrap  kis  brother  Thyeates ;  who  has  lived  a  con- 
cealed life.  Lurking  in  wooda,  to  elude  his  vengeance ;  sends 
Philisthenes  and  old  PenexiB  to  kim.  with  offers  of  recon- 
ciliation, and  an  ini>itation  to  Court,  to  be  present  at  the 
nuptials  of  Antigone  with  Pkilisthenes. 

T>n'ESTKs.    Pkilicthenes.     Pkneos, 

Thy.  Welcome  to  my  arms. 
My  ho|w,  my  («n)fort !     Time  has  roll'd  about 
Sevpml  months  since  I  have  seen  thy  face, 
And  in  its  pnigress  has  done  wond'rous  tilings 

Pkil.  Strange  thiiipt  indeed  to  chaMe  you  to  this  sod 
DismaE  abode ;  nay,  and  to  a^,  I  think  : 
I  see  that  winter  thrusting  itself  forth 
Lon^,  long  before  its  time,  in  silver  hairs. 

Thy.  My  fault,  my  son  ;  I  would  be  great  and  high ; 
Snow  lie«  in  summer  on  some  mountain  tops. 
Ah,  Son  !  I  am  son-y  for  thy  noble  youth, 
Thou  hast  so  bad  a  father ;  I  am  atraid, 
Fortune  will  quarrel  with  thee  for  my  sake. 
Thou  wilt  derive  unhanpiness  from  me. 
Like  an  herwiitary  ill  disease. 

Phil.  Sir,  I  was  Iwrn,  when  you  were  innocent ; 
And  all  the  ill  you  have  contracted  since, 
You  have  wrought  out  by  painful  penitence  ; 
For  healthy  jov  returns  to  us  again  ; 
Nay,  a  more  vigorouft  joy  that  ^er  we  had. 
Like  one  recover'd  froui  a  sad  disease, 
Nature  for  damage  pa^1i  htm  double  cost. 
And  gives  him  fairer  Aesh  than  e'er  he  bad. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc  a.] 

Thy^tcB  %B  won  from  hia  retirement  by  the  joint  representa- 
tions of  Philinthenes  and  Peneus,  of  the  apparent  good 
faith,  and  returning  kindness  of  his  brother ;  and  visits 
Mycente : — his  confidence ;  his  returning  miagiviiigs. 

Thveotes.         Philisthen'es.         Pekeus. 

Thy.  O  wondrous  pleasure  to  a  banish'd  man, 
1  feel  uiy  loved  long  look'd-for  native  soil ! ' 
And  oh  !  my  weary  eyes,  that  all  the  day 
Hod  from  some  mountjiin  travctl'd  toward  this  place. 
Now  rest  themselves  upon  the  royal  bowers 
Of  that  great  palace  where  i  had  my  birth. 
'[Three  lines  omitted.] 
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0  mtnd  Unnta,  Mcved  ia  yam  beigfat, 
Ifioi^Df^  with  dmMk,  the  villH  of  the  Gods, 
Wbitbrr  <br  Mcnd  pIcMurei  IImt  ntire : 
(mcpmI  becMM;  jou  are  the  work  of  God*; 
Your  lofty  lootu  boast  tout  divine  duujit : 
And  the  proud  citv  which  liei  at  your  feet. 
And  woulil  give  plac^  to  notfam^liut  to  too. 
Owns  ber  oriKinal  is  short  of  Tour». 
And  now  k  Ihowwnd  ohjectM  more  ride  fittt 
f>n  nioming  beamH,  and  meet  raj  eves  in  tfaran^  ; 
And  HU-,  all  Arj^o*  tiipetn  me  with  ioud  shoots! 

y/nr/,  (}  joyUil  wmiid  ! 

Thy.  But  with  them  Atretis  too — 

Phil.  What  iuU  my  father,  that  he  stops,  and  fcK*icfi^^ 
And  now  retire*? 

Thy.  Ketoni  with  nie,  my  soa, 
And  old  friend  Peneiu,  to  tne  honest  beasts. 
And  faithful  Hcfuirtt  nnd  well-«eflted  caves; 
TreM  shelter  ntan^  by  whom  they  often  die, 
And  never  ««k  revenge  :  no  villainy 
hSuM  in  the  pruHpect  of  tin  humble  cave. 

Pen.  Talk  you  of  Titlainy,  of  foes,  and  fraud  r 

Thy.  I  talk  of  Atr«iiK. 

Pen.  Whiit  are  these  to  him? 

Thy.  Nearer  thuii  I  am,  for  they  are  himself. 

Pen.  Guda  drive  these  impious  thoughts  (lut  of  your  mind. 

Thy.  The  Gods  for  all  our  fiafety  put  them  there. — 
Hetnmt  return  with  me. 

Pen.  Againfit  uur  oathx  ? 

1  cannot  Htcm  the  ven^ance  of  the  God». 

Thy,   HtTC  are  no  Godn:  they've  left  this  dire  abode.* 

Pen.  True  race  of  Tantalus  !  who  parent-like 
Are  dotim'd  in  uiidst  of  plenty  to  be  star\'ed, 
HiH  he))  and  yours  difTer  alone  in  thiH: 
When  he  would  catch  at  joyi»,  they  fly  from  him  ; 
When  glorieii  catch  at  you,  you  fly  from  them. 

Thy.  A  fit  conipHrihuii,  our  juy*  and  luh 
Are  lying  shadown,  which  t«  trust  is  hell.  [Act  iv,,  Sc.  1.] 

The  day  of  the  pretended  Ifuptials. — Atretis  feigns  a  retuminff 
love  for  his  Queen. 

^rope.  O  this  is  too  much  joy  for  rae  to  bear : 
You  build  new  palaces  on  broken  Malls.^* 


'[.Seventeen  lines  omitted.] 
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Atreiui.  Come,  let  our  new-born  pleftsureR  breathe  sweet  air ; 
This  room's  too  vile  a  cabinet  for  cold. 
Then  leave  for  over,  Love,  this  doleful  place. 
And  leave  behind  thee  alt  thy  sorrows  here ; 
And  dresH  thyself  an  this  great  day  reauirea. 
Twill  be  thy  daughter's  nuptials;  and  I  dreamed, 
The  Sun  himself  would  be  asham'd  to  conie. 
And  be  a  guest  in  his  old  taniiahM  robe ; 
But  leave  my^Court,'  to  enlighten  all  the  globe, — 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.] 

Peneus  to  Atreue^  diaauading  him,  from  hie  horrid  purpoae^ 

Pen.  Fear  you  not  men  or  Gods? 
Atr.  The  fear  of  Gods  ne'er  came  in  Pelops*  House. 
Pen.  Think  you  there  are  no  Gods? 
Atr.  I  find  all  things 
So  false,  I  am  sure  of  nothing  but  of  wrongs. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  ] .] 

AtBEUS,  THYliSTES, 

A  Table  arid  a  Batiquet. 

Atr,  Come,  brother,  sit. 

Thy.  May  not  Fhilisthenes 
Sit  with  UR,  Sir? 

Atr.  He  waits  upon  the  Bride.* 
A  deeper  bowl,     'rhis  to  the  Bridegroom's  health. 

Thy.  This  to  the  Gods  for  this  most  joyful  day.— 
Now  to  the  Bridej^room's  health. 

Atr.  This  day  shall  be 
To  Argos  an  eternal  festival. 

Thy.  Fortune  and  I  to-day  l)oth  try  our  strengths. 
I  have  quite  tired  her  left-hand  Misery  ; 
She  now  relieves  it  with  her  right-hand  .loy, 
Which  she  lavs  on  me  with  her  utmost  force ; 
But  both  shall  be  too  weak  for  my  strong  spirit 

Atr.  (aside).  So,  now  my  engines  of  deligbt  have  screw'd 
The  monster  to  the  top  of  arrogance ; 
And  now  he's  ready  for  his  deadly  fall. 

Thy.  O  these  extremes  of  misery  and  joy 
Measure  the  vast  extent  of  a  man's  soul. 
My  spirit  reaches  Fortune's  East  and  West. 


'  A  hint  of  the  dreadful  banquet  which  he  mediute*.  at  which  the  Sun  is  aaid  to 
have  turned  away  bia  honcA.  '[Six  lina«  omitted.] 
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She  hn  oft  set  and  ris'n  here ;  yet  cannot  get 
Out  of  the  vast  dumiuioii  of  my  mind. — 
Ho !  my  proud  vaunting  has  a  sudden  check  ; 
Sce»  from  my  head  my  crown  of  roses  falls  ; 
My  hair,  tho'  almost  drown'd  bencatti  sweet  oils. 
With  straiiu^e  and  sudden  horrors  starts  upright : 
Something  I  know  not  what  bids  me  not  eat ; 
And  what  I  have  devour'd '  within  me  groans; 
I  fain  would  tear  my  brettst  to  set  it  free : — 
And  I  have  catchM  the  eager  thirst  of  tears. 
Which  all  weak  spirits  ha^e  in  misery. 
I,  who  in  btuiishnient  ne'er  wept,  weep  now. 

Atr.   Brotiier,  retjard  it  not;  'tis  fancy  all. 
Misery,  like  night,  is  haunted  with  ill  Rpirita* 
And  spirits  leave  not  easily  their  haun^ ; 
Tis  said,  sometimes  they'll  impudently  stand 
A  flight  uf  beams  from  the  forlorn  of  dav, 
And  scorn  the  crowing  of  the  sprightly  cocics: — 
Brother,  'tis  moniing  with  our  pleasure  yet. 
Nor  has  the  surightiy  wine  crow'd  oft  enough. 
See  in  great  flagons  at*full  length  it  sleeps, 
And  leU  these  melancholy  thoughts  break  in 
Upon  our  weaker  pleasures.     Rouse  the  wine. 
And  bid  him  chase  these  fancies  hence  for  shame. 
Fill  up  that  reverend  uiivaiiquish'd  Bowl, 
Who  many  a  giant  in  his  time  has  fallen. 
And  many  a  monster ;  Hercules  not  more. 

Thy.  If  he  descends  into  mv  groaning  breast, 
Like  Hercules,  he  will  descend^  to  hell — 

Atr.  And  he  will  vanquish  all  the  monsters  there. 
Brother,  your  courage  with  this  Hero  try  ; 
He  o'er  our  House  has  rcign'd  two  hundred  yeaiB, 
And  he's  the  only  king  shall  rule  you  here. 

Thy.  What  ails  me,  I  cannot  heave  it  to  my  lips? 

Atr.  What,  is  the  bowl  too  heavy  ? 

Thy.  No  ;  my  heart. 

Atr.  The  wine  will  lighten  it. 

Thy.  The  wine  will  not 
Come  near  my  lips. 

Atr.  Why  should  they  be  so  strange  ? 
They  are  near  a-kin. 

my.  A-kin? 

Atr,  As  possible ;  father  and  son  not  nearer. 

'  The  mangled  limbs  of  his  son  Pbilintbencs,  which  AbtfUft  hui  «cl  bcroie  him. 
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Thy.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Atr.  Does  not  good  wine  hegci  good  blood? 

Thy.  Tw  true. 

Atr.  Vour  lips  then  and  tlic  wine  may  be  a-kin. 
Off  with  yoitr  kindred  wine  ;  leave  not  a  drop 
To  die  alone,  bcwiider'd  in  that  bowl. 
Helu  him  to  heave  it  to  his  head  ;  thal'ti  well. 

{Thyeates  drinks.     A  dap  of  thunder.     The  lights  go  out.) 

Thy.  What  ponderous  crimes  pull  heav'n  upon  our  heads  ? 
Nature  i&  t'hoiik'd  with  some  vast  villainy. 
And  all  her  face  is  black. 

Atr.  Some  lights,  some  lights. 

Thy.  The  sky  is  stunn'd,  and  reeU  'twixt  night  and  day ; 
Old  ChaoN  la  rcturn'd. 

Atr.  It  is  to  see 
A  young  One  bora,  more  dreadful  than  herself; 
That  promi!»cs  great  comfort  to  her  age, 
And  to  restore  her  empire. 

Thy.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Atr.  Confusion  I  have  in  thy  bowels  made. 

Thy.  Dire  thoughLis  like  Furies,  break  into  my  mind 
With  Haming  brands,  and  shew  me  what  he  means. 
Where  is  I'hilisthenea? 

Atr.  Axk  thy  own  bowela: 
Thou  heardst  them  groan  ;  perhaps  they  now  will  speak. 

Thy.  Thou  bust  not.  Tyrant — what  I  dare  not  ask? 

Atr.  I  kiird  thv  Son,  and  thou  hast  drunk  his  blood.' 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  X.] 


BHUTUS  OF  ALBA.     A  TIIAGEDY  [PUBLISHED   1678]. 
BY  NAHUM  TATE  [1652-1715] 

Raguaa^  and  fou/r  more  WitcheSy  almtt  to  raise  a  storm. 

Rag.  "Us  time  we  were  preparing  for  the  storm. 
Heed  me,  ye  daughters  of  the  mystic  art; 
Look  that  it  be  no  common  hurricane. 
But  such  as  rend  the  Caspian  cliffs,  and  from 
Th*  Hyrcanian  hills  swc-ep  cedani,  roots  and  all. 
Speak  ;  goes  all  right  ?" 

All.  t'hl  L'h!   Uh!  LTi!" 


'  [See  aUo  "  Serious  Fiagmenu,"  p.  571. 
aote  on  page  536.] 

^Ftvc  and  a  half  Unet  omitted.] 


For  otbtr  uttnuu  Grom  Ciowne  mc 
*lTwo  lino  omitted.] 
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lat  W.  The  cricket  leaves  our  cave,  and  chirp«  no  morv. 

^nd  W.  1  stuck  a  ram,  but  cauM  not  stAin  oiv  ^ttx^l. 

^d  W.  Hift  fat  consumed  in  th'  fire,  and  never  Huiok'd. 

Mh  W.  1  found  this  mora  upon  our  funiuce  wall 
Mv>>teriou8  wurds  wrought  by  a  slimy  snail. 
Whose  night-walk  fate  had  guided  in  that  form.' 

2nd  W.  Thou'rt  queen  of  mysteriws  great  Ha^UAa. 
How  hast  thou  stcmm'd  the  abyss  of  our  black  Acience:, 
Traced  dodgin^^  nature  Ihro'  her  blind  'scape-roads. 
And  brought  her  naked  and  trembling  to  the  light ! 

Rag.  Now  to  our  task— - 
Stand  ofT;  and,  crouching,  mystic  postures  make, 
Gnawing  vour  rivel'd  knuckle:*  till  they  bleed, 
WhiUt  T  fall  prostrate  to  consult  my  art. 

And  mutter  sounds  too  secret  for  your  ear.  {Storm  rim- 

Rag.  'Ilic  storm 'h  on  wing,  come«  powdering  from  the  Nore: 
*Ti»  pa«t  the  Alps  already,  and  whirls  forwara 
To  til*  Apennine,  who*?  rifted  snow  iKRwept 
To  th'  vales  beneath,  while  cots  and  folds  lie  buried.' 
Thou  Myrza  tak'st  to-night  an  ain*  march 
To  th'  Pontic  shore  for  drugs ;  anti  for  more  speed 
f)n  my  own  maple  crutch  thou  shalt  be  mounted. 
Which  bridled  turns  to  a  steed  so  manageable, 
That  thou  may^sl  rcip  him,  with  a  spider's  thread. 

4(/(  W.  And  bow  if  I  o'crtake  a  hark  in  the  way  ? 

Hag.  Tlien,  if  aloft  thou  goest,  to  tinder  scorch 
The  fanuK  * ;  but  if  thou  tak  »t  a  lower  cut. 
Then  snatch  the  whips  off  from  the  steei'sman's  hand. 
And  House  hiui  in  the  foam. 

4f/i  W.  He  shall  be  dnmch'd.*  (Storm  thicken*,) 

Rag.  Aye,  this  is  muttic  I  now  methinka  I  hear 
The  shrieks  of  sinking  saitors,  tackle  rent, 
Hudders  unhing'd,  while  the  sea-ravcncrs  swift 
Scour  thru*  the  dark  flood  for  the  diAing  corpses.     (The  owl 
Ha!  art  thou  there,  my  melancholy  sister? 
Tliou  think'st  thy  nap  was  short,  and  art  surpris'd 
To  find  night  fallen  already. 
More  turf  to  th'  tire,  till  the  black  mesh  ferment ; 
Burn  th*  oil  of  basilisk  to  fret  the  stnrm. 
That  was  a  merry  clap  :  1  know  that  cloud 
Was  of  my  Frickei-'s  i-ending,  Fricker  rent  it ; 
O  'tis  an  ardent  Spirit :  but  beshrew  him, 
Twas  he  seduced  me  first  to  helliish  arts. 
He  found  me  pensive  in  a  desai*t  gliui 


'  [Fifteen  lines  omitted.] 
*[Six  lines.] 


*[S<ul«.J 
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Near  a  lone  oak  forlorn  and  thunder-cleft. 

Where  d i scon t«i ted,  I  abjured  the  Goiis, 

And  banii'd  tlie  ci-ue!  creditor  that  8eiz*d 

My  MullceSf^  sole  subsistence  of  uiv  life. 

He  nroinised  me  full  twelve  years'  absolute  reign 

To  iwn^uet  all  my  senses  but  he  lied. 

For  vintTs'  flesh  is  now  my  only  food, 

Mv  drmk  of  springs  that  streaui  from  sulph'ruus  mines; 

Be»iide  with  midnight  cTam|)s  and  scalding  sweats 

I  ain  almost  inured  for  hell's  worst  tortures.— 

I  hear  the  wood-nyuiphs  cry  ;  by  that  I  know 

My  charm  has  too'k — ' 

but  day  clears  up. 
And  heav'nly  light  wounds  my  infectious  eyes. 

Ist  W.  Now,  sullen  Dame,  dost  thou  approve  our  works? 

Rag.  Twa«  a  brave  wreck:  O,  you  have  well  perform'd. 

2nd  W.   Myr/a  and  I  hestrid  a  cloud,  and  soar'd 
To  lash  the  storm,  wliich  we  pursued  to  th'  City, 
Where  in  my  rtight  1  snatch'a  the  golden  globe, 
Tliat  high  on  Saturn's  pilhir  blaz'd  i'  th'  air. 

Srd  W.   I  tired  the  turret  of  Minerva's  fane. 

4ith  W.  I  staid  i'  th'  cell  to  set  the  spell  a  work. 
The  tamps  burnt  ghastly  blue,  the  funiace  shook  ; 
The  Salamander  felt  the  heat  redoubled. 
And  frisk'd  almut,  w  well  1  plied  the  Hrc. 

Hat/.   Now  as  I  hate  bright  day,  and  love  moonshine, 
You  .shall  l)e  all  my  sisters  in  the  art: 
1  will  instruct  thee  in  each  mystery ; 
Make  ve  all  Ragusos. 

AIL' Hoi  Ho!  Ho! 

Rag.  Around  me,  and  I'll  deal  to  each  her  dole. 
There's  an  elf-lock,  tooth  of  hemiapbrodite, 
A  brace  of  mandrakes  digg'd  in  fairy  ground, 
A  lamprey's  chain,  snake's  e«gs,  dead  sparks  of  thunder 
Quench'd  in  its  J>ftss*^5e  thn)  the  cold  mid  air, 
A  niennnid's  fin,  a  cockatrice's  comb 
Wrapt  i'  the  dried  caul  of  a  bmt  Btill-bom. 
Bum  'em. — 

In  whispt-rs  take  the  rest,  which  name<l  aloud 
Would  fright  the  day,  and  raise  another  storm. 

All.  Hoi  Ho!  Ho!  Ho' 


'Her  cowK.. 
MEd.of  1678.] 


[Act  iii.»] 
•["  The  Tempter  hu  prevailed,  'T  was  »  bui*  philue."] 
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Sozinum^  a  wicked  Statesman,  employs  Rctffuga  for  a  divt. 

Rag.  — my  drudges  I'll  employ 
To  frame  w-ith  their  best  arts  a  bracelet  for  thee. 
Which,  while  thou  wear*i>t  it  lock'd  on  thy  left  arm. 
Treason  shall  ncVr  annoy  thw^  sword  and  poison 
In  vain  attempt  ;  Natuii-  alone  have  power 
Thy  substance  to  dissolve,  nor  she  herseJf 
Till  many  a  wintur-shoek  hath  broke  thy  temper. 

Soz.  Medea  for  her  Jason  less  performed  I 
My  greatening  soul  aspires  to  range  like  thee, 
lu  unknown  worKIs,  to  search  the  reign  of  Night. 
Admitted  to  thy  dreadful  mysteries, 
I  should  be  more  than  mortal. 

Rag.  Near  my  cell, 
'Mongst  circling  rocki  (in  form  a  theatre) 
Lies  a  snug  vale — 

Soz.  With  horror  I  have  view'd  it; 
Tis  blasted  all  and  bare  as  tli'  ocean  beach. 
And  st^nis  a  round  for  elve»  to  revel  in. 

Rag.  With  my  attendants  there  each  waning  moon 
My  dreadful  Court  I  hold,  and  ait  in  state  :— 
And  when  the  dire  transactions  arc  dispatch'd. 
Our  zany  Spirits  ascend  to  make  us  mirth 
With  gambols,  dances,  mask^  and  revelling  songs, 
Till  our  mad  din  strike  terror  tJirough  the  waste. 
Spreads  for  and  wide  to  th'  cliffs  that  bank  the  njain« 
And  scarce  is  lost  iu  the  wide  ocean's  roar. 
Here  seated  by  me  thou  shaJt  view  the  sports. 
While  demons  kiss  thy  foot,  and  swear  thee  homage. 

[Act  iv. 

Baguaa,  with  Uie  other  Witches,  having  finished  the 

Rat).  Proceed  we  then  to  finish  our  black  project*,— 
View  here,  till  from  your  green  distilling  eyes 
The  poisonous  glances  center  on  this  bracelet, 
A  fatal  gift  for  our  projecting  son  ; — 
Seven  hours  odd  minutes  has  it  steept  i'  th'  gall 
Of  a  vile  Moor  swine-rooted  from  his  grave. 
Now  to  your  bloated  lips  apply  it  round. 
And  with  th'  infectious  dew  of  your  black  breaths 
Compleat  its  baleful  force. 

[Actv^ 
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SICILY    AND 
TRAGKOY 
KNOWN 
1641)] 


NAPLES    OR]   THE    FATAL    UNION.      A 

[PURI.ISHKD     1640].        AUTHOR     UN- 

[BY    SAMUEL   HARDING  (FLOURISHED 

Dirge. 

Noblest  bodies  are  but  gilded  clay. 

Put  away 

fiut  the  precious  shining  rind. 

The  inmost  rottenness  remains  Ijehind. 

Kings,  on  earth  though  Gods  they  be. 

Yet  in  death  are  vile  as  we. 

He,  a  thousand  Kings  before, 

Now  is  vassal  unto  more. 

Vermin  now  insulting  lie. 

And  dig  for  diamonds  iu  each  eye ; 

Whilst  the  sceptre- bearing  hand 

Cannot  their  inroads  withstand. 

Here  doth  one  in  odours  wade> 

By  the  regal  unction  made  ; 

While  another  dares  to  gnaw 

On  that  tongue,  his  people's  law. 

Foolh,  ah  !  fools  ore  we  that  [who]  so  contrive. 

And  do  strive, 

In  each  gaudy  ornament, 

W]\o  shall  his  corjMte  in  the  best  dish  present. 

[Act  iii^  Sc.  a.'] 


BLURT,     MASTER     CONSTABLE.      A    COMEDY    [PUB- 
LISHED 1602].    BY  T.  MIDDLETON 

Lover  kept  awake  by  Love. 

Ah  I  how  c-an  I  sleep?'  he,  who  truly  loves, 

Bums  out  the  day  in  idle  fantasies  ; 

And  when  the  lamb  bleating  doth  bid  good  night 

Unto  the  closing  day,  then  tearw  begin 

To  keep  quick  time  unto  the  owl,  whose  voice 

Shrieks  like  the  bellman  ui  the  lover's  ears : 

Love's  eye  the  jewel  of  sleep  oh  !  seldom  wearb. 

The  early  laik  is  waken'd  from  her  bed. 

Being  only  hy  Ix>ve's  plaints  disquieted  ; 

>rEd.  of  1640.] 

'["Steep"  ia  inicrtcd  by  Lamb,  from  the  previouB  ipeiker's  worda.] 
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And  «it)f(iiiff  in  tftw 

Brinf(  deep  m  lo««|  at 

Hut  «>;  >  goUcn   ' 

Witii  itilkcn  vtrin^  tlie  came 

'Vhmt  ilniun*.  nuvkuA-ttc:, 

l1«MNin»,  who**  u^ng  loavt 


(Jlet£,&r 


Kio£«Ua  O0m««  to  luek  ker  ffutbtaid  at  UU 
VioLciTA. — bireuA,  CA« 

KiV).  Ily  your  lf;avc»  pweet  UeMitv, 
MHiulit    i-iitrniK't'  int<i    this   Iknim;:  good   S^ 
a   I  rii|H*rlv  Uim\  iiituruiH-r  to  tout  bouse  ;  aj- 

/fuft,    itiili  I  yiHjr  IiiiKnHnd  hen*  ? 

Via.  Say,  Im>  ju  you  w.vm  to  be.  White  Oov^ 
Hill  iiMK-k  iiif,  (nhiy^t  VfiictiAti.     Cooie,  I  knov  lie  m 

not  bidiiir  litiii«  Cur  your  Ix'jtuty  fplda  uver  his  

ri^lil  i^lful  llmt  yuii,  my  Cuuntrywomaa,  b«v«  received  tfcepni 
hiH  lilhctionN.     Voii  cunnot  be  hardhearted,  laving  Juib;  mtJ^ 
UHf,  I'lii'  I  liivi*  liini  too.     SinL'%;  we  buth  love  hitnTlct  m 
hhii*  till  wi*  liiivi'  cuIImI  hoiia*  tiiL'  ill  husbaiulty  of  a  j^j^t 
IVllliw,  gtHid  wiriK'h,  UMi  him  well. 

imjf.  Hii,  MO,  M) — 

Viff,  If  Ih>  cUiti*rvL>  nut  to  be  lued  well  (w  I'd  be  loth  be  dwoU 
dtwi-rvi'  it),  I'll  tii^imn  iiiytt^irf  dt-nr  Bfjtuty,  to  thine  huDest  ho«t 
ulvu  iiM>  \fii\K'  lu  lovi*  liiiti,  mul  I'll  give  him  a  kind  of  leave  to  km 
IhvH,  1  kiuiw  lir  liL'iLpt  lui!.  1  prithve  try  my  eves,  if  tbey  kan 
libit  I  (lint  Imvi'  iiliiiiwi  Jruwned  thcnutclTes  in  their  own  s&lt*«mtKr, 
Uv-HiiM*  lliry  t-Aimot  »cc  liini.  In  tmth,  III  not  chide  him.  U  I 
npual*  wordi*  luu^lu'l'  tbfin  Moft  kiMcs,  my  penajioe  sh&Ji  be  to  lee 
lllin  kU«  tl yt't  to  hold  my  |m.iicc/ 

(innd  ISirtiuT,  lodffi!  luv  ill  lliy  private  bud  ; 

W  IvcM',  111  niitipoHfd  (oily,  he  may  <-tid 

I)i>Um'iiiiiiM  Sill.     Tliuu  NiiiileHt.     1  know  thou  wilt. 

\Vlii4t  looH'UL'MD  tuny-  ti'i'iii  dotage,— trulv  read, 

U  Irfivi'  ripr-gutht'i-d,  not  hikiii  withered. 

Jiup,  (ioihI  Iriilli,  )>n'tty  Wedlock,  thou  miikeKt  mv  little  _  _ 
Miiiii'l  Willi  wiuiImii^  l)u-inM*|v<ft  in  brine.  I  mar  such  a  sweet  DtM) 
— Hiid  wl|M'  till' thai  dainty  rixl  I  nnd  make  Cupid  toll  the  bell  for 
your  lovo-KJck  bwirll— no,  no,  no — if  he  were  Jove's  oirn  ingle 
GanynKiln — fie,  He,  lie — I'll  none.  Your  Chamber-fellow  i»  within. 
'Hiou  Hhiilt  iMijoy^  him. 

Vio.  Star  of  Venetian  lk>anty,  tlianks  I  *  [Act  v.,  Sc.  2.] 

Worki,  cd.  Bullen,  vol.  i.J  ■[■■  t'ndet  the  muk  of  Cunillo'i  namec"] 

Kin  lino*  omiticd.]  '[Three  lines.] 

OmiKNion  of  Kome  linen,  "  tiim  "  inNcrted.] 

I'ot  othct  tfxuacu  bom  Middlcton,  m  note  on  page  144*] 
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HOFFMAN'S  TRAGEDY;  OR  REVENGE  FOR  A  FATHER 
[PUBLISHED  1631  :  ACFED  1602].'  AUTHOR  UN- 
KNOWN.     [BY    HENRY    CHEITLE] 

TKe  So7i8  of  tfte  Puke  of  Saxony  run  away  wUh  Lucibel,  the 
Duke  of  Auiitria^a  VaughUr. — The  two  Ihikea,  in  separate 
purmiit  of  their  chittiren,  vieet  at  the  Cell  of  a  Rermit :  in 
whUk  H/^mit,  Saxony  recognizes  a  banished  Brother ;  at 
which  surprised,  all  three  are  reeo-nciled. 

Aust.  That  Hhoiild  be  Snxou's  tnngne. 

Sax.   Indeed  I  nm  the  Duke  of  Saxony. 

Aust.  Then  thou  art  father  to  lascivious  sons, 
Ttiat  have  made  Ait^tria  childless. 

Sax.  Oh  fiuhtle  Duke, 
Thy  cmft  appears  in  framing  the  excuse. 
Thou  dost  accuse  my  young  sons'  inuocencc. 
I  sent  them  to  get  kmiwled^,  learn  the  tongues, 
Not  to  be  metamorphosed  with  the  view 
Of  flattering  Beauty — peradventiire  painted. 

A\i8t.  No,  I  defy  thee,  John  of  Saxony. 
My  Lucibcl  for  beauty  needtt  no  art ; 
Nor,  do  I  think,  the  lieanties  of  her  mind 
Ever  inclin'd  to  this  ignoble  course. 
But  by  the  charms  and  forcings  of  thy  sons. 

Sax.  O  would  thou  would'ht  maintain  thy  words,  proud  Duke! 

Her.  1  hope,  great  princes  neither  of  you  dare 
Commit  a  ileed  so  Bacrilegiouit. 
Tills  holy  on 

Is  dedicated  to  the  Prince'  of  Peace. 
The  foot  of  man  never  profan'd  this  floor  ; 
Nor  doth  wrath  here  with  his  consuming  voice 
AH'ri^ht  these  buildings.     Charity  with  Prayer, 
Hunnlity  with  Abstinence  combined. 
Are  here  the  guardians  of  a  grieved  mind. 

Aust.  Fattier,  we  obey  thy  holy  voice. 
Duke  John  of  Saxony,  receive  mv  faith  ; 
Till  our  ears  hear  the  true  coui-se,  which  thy  wns 
Have  taken  witii  inv  fond  and  misled  cliild, 
I  proclaim  truce.     Why  dost  thou  sullen  stand  ? 
If  thou  mean  peace,  give  me  thy  princely  hand. 

Sax.  Thus  do  I  plight  thee  truth,  and  promise  f>eace. 

Aust.  Nay,  but  thy  eyes  agree  not  with  thy  heart. 

>["Th«  Tragedy  or  KofFraui  ot  A  Rsvenge,"  etc     Not  divided  into  Acu.    Sm 
ed.  of  1631.)  «[■'  Prince"  should  be  "Son  ".] 
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In  vows  of  combination  there's  a  grace, 
That  shews  th'  intention  in  the  outwaid  fiioe. 
Look  chearfully,  or  I  expect  no  league. 

SaoB.  First  give  me  leave  to  view  awhile  the  person 
Of  this  Hermit — Austria,  view  him  well. 
Is  he  not  like  my  brother  Roderic  ? 

Aust.  He's  like  him.     But  I  heard,  he  lost  his  life 
Long  since  in  Persia  by  the  Sophy's  wars. 

.fier.  I  heard  so  much,  my  Lonl.     But  that  report 
Was  purely  feign'd ;  spread  by  my  erring  tongue. 
As  double  as  my  heart,  when  I  was  young. 
I  am  that  Roderic,  that  aspired  thy  throne ; 
That  vile  false  brother,  that  with  rebel  breath. 
Drawn  sword,  and  treach'rous  heart,  threatened  your  death. 

Sax.  My  brother  I — nay  then  i'  faith,  old  John  lay  by 
Thy  sorrowing  thoughts ;  turn  to  thy  wonted  vein, 
And  be  mad  John  of  Saxony  again. 
Mad  Roderic,  art  alive  ? — my  mother's  son. 
Her  joy,  and  her  last  birth ! — oh,  she  conjured  me 
To  use  thee  thus ;  [embracing  him]  and  yet  I  banished  thee.- 
Body  o*  me  1  I  was  unkind,  I  know ; 
But  thou  deserv'dst  it  then :  but  let  it  ^. 
Say  thou  wilt  leave  this  life,  thus  truly  idle. 
And  live  a  Statesman ;  thou  sbalt  share  in  reign. 
Commanding  all  but  me  thy  Sovereign. 

Her.  I  thank  your  Highness ;  I  will  think  on  it : 
But  for  my  sins  this  sufierance  is  more  fit. 

Sax.  Tut,  tittle  tattle,  tell  not  me  of  sin. — 
Now,  Austria,  once  a^ain  thy  princely  hand : 
ril  look  thee  in  the  ace,  and  smile ;  and  swear. 
If  any  of  my  sons  have  wrong'd  thy  child, 
V\\  help  thee  in  revenging  it  myself. 
But  if,  as  I  believe,  they  mean  but  honour, 
(As  it  appeareth  by  these  Jousts  proclaim'd,) 
Then  thou  shalt  be  content  to  name  *  him  thine, 
And  thy  fair  daughter  I'll  account  as  mine. 

Au8t.  Agreed. 

Sax.  Ah,  Austria  1  'twas  a  world,  when  you  and  I 
Ran  these  careers ;  but  now  we  are  stiff  and  dry. 

Avst.  I  am  glad  you  are  so  pleasant,  good  my  Lord. 

Sax.  "Ti^as  my  old  mood :  but  I  was  soon  tum'd  sad. 
With  over-grieving  for  this  long  lost  Lad, — 
And  now  the  Boy  is  grown  as  old  as  I ; 
His  very  face  as  full  of  gravity. 

^  By  one  of  the  Duke's  tons  (her  Lover)  in  honour  of  Lndbd. 


FACETLE 

I. 
Holding  in  Capite. 

First  Gent  'Tis  well  known  I  am  a  Gentleman.  My  father  was 
a  man  of  600^  a  year,  and  he  held  something  in  capite  too. 

Second  Gent.  So  does  my  Lord  Something — 

Foolish  Lord.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  what  I  hold  in  capite  is 
worth  httle  or  nothing. 

[Nathcmiel  Field.      Amends  for  Ladies, 
Act  i.,  Sc.  1}] 

n. 
FooVs  Experience. 

Page,  He  that's  first  a  scholar,  and  next  in  love,  the  year  after 
is  either  an  aiTant  fool  or  a  madman. 

Master.  How  came  your  knavery  by  such  experience  ? 

Page.  As  fools  do  by  news :  somebody  told  me  so,  and  I  believe 
it. 

[John  Jones.     Ad/rasta^  Act  i.,  Sc.  1.     See  p.  421.] 

ui. 

Modem  Sybarite. 

Softly,  ye  villains ! — the  rogues  of  chairmen  have  trundled 

me  over  some  damnM  nutshell  or  other,  that  gave  me  such  a  jerk, 
as  has  half  murder'd  me. 

[Thiymas  D'Urfey.     The  Old  Mode  and  the  New, 
Act  i,  Sc.  l.«] 

IV. 

Spare  d/iet  of  Spaniards. 

Spania/rd.  The  air  being  thin  and  rarified  generally  provides  us 
good  stomachs. 

EnglishTnan.  Aye,  and  the  earth  little  or  nothing  to  satisfy  'em 
with ;  I  think  a  cabbage  is  a  jewel  among  you. 

1  [See  also  p.  586.]  "[See  also  p.  579.] 
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Span.  Why,  truly  a  good  cabbage  is  respected.  But  our  people 
are  often  very  luzunous,  tbey  abound  very  often. 

Eng.  0  no  such  matter,  faith,  Spaniard !  'death,  if  they  get  but 
a  piece  of  beef,  they  shall  hang  all  the  bones  out,  and  write  under- 
neath. Here  hath  been  heef  eaten^  as  if  'twere  a  miracle.  And  if 
they  get  but  a  lean  hen,  the  feathers  shall  be  spread  before  the 
door  with  greater  pride  than  we  our  carpets  at  some  princely 
solemnity. 

[ThoTnaa  lyUrfey.     The  Old  Mode  and  the  New, 
Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 

V. 

Foolish  Form. 

S&nxtnt  (to  my  Lord  Stately'a  Gentleman  Vek&r).  Sir,  her^s 
your  Lord''s  footman  come  to  tell  you,  your  Lord's  hat  is  blown 
out  of  his  hand. 

Lord  W.  Why  did  not  the  footman  take  it  up  ? 

Usher.  He  durst  not,  my  Lord ;  'tis  above  him. 

Lord  W.  Where  ?  a'  top  of  the  diimney  ? 

Usher.  Above  his  office,  my  Lord. 

Lord  W.  How  does  this  fool,  for  want  of  solid  greatness,  swell 
with  empty  ceremony,  and  fortify  himself  with  outworks  I  Tliat  a 
man  must  dig  thro'  rubbish  to  come  at  an  ass. 

Crovme.     The  EngUeh  Friar,  Act  i,  p.  81.] 

VI, 

CaM  Books. 

Waiting  Maid.  I  have  a  new  Bible  too ;  and  when  my  Lady 
left  her  Practice  of  Piety,  she  gave  it  me. 

[DvJee  of  Newcastle.     The  Triumphant  Widow. 
(See  page  510^  Act  iii.,  p.  41.] 

vn. 

Good  at  Guessing. 

Nay,  good  ^  Mr.  Constable,  you  are  e'en  the  luckiest  at  being  wise 
that  ever  I  knew. 

[Ibid.,  Act  iv.,  p.  76-] 

VIIL 

Essays  at  Essays. 

1.  O  eternal  blockhead,  did  you  never  write  Essays? 
ft.  I  did  essay  to  write  Essays,  but  I '  cannot  say  I  writ  Essays. 

[Ibid.,  Act  v.,  p.  81.] 

'  ["  Good  "  is  inserted  here,  though  uaed  previonily.]  '['*  I "  is  not  in  original.] 
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IX. 

Hard  Words. 

IndiscerptibilitVt  and  Kasential  Spisaitudu :  words  which,  though 
I  am  no  competent  judge  of,  tor  want  of  Ungiiages,  yet  1  fancj 
6tronji;Iy  ou^ht  to  m«an  nothing. 

[Mrs.  Aphra  Bekn  (16*0-1689> 
The  Dutch  Lover.     (Epistle  to  Reader.)] 


X. 


Scandals  to  Atheistn. 
•a.   late   learned  Doctor ;    who,  though  himself  no  great 


aasertorof  a  Deity,  yet  was  otwerved  to  lie  ronttnimlly  perRuading 
this  sort  of  men  [the  rakelielly  blotkheaded  Infidels  about  town]  of 
the  necessity  and  trutli  of  our  religion  ;  and  being  asked  how  he 
came  to  bestir  himself  so  much  thiit  way,  made  answer,  that  it  was 
because  their  ignorance  and  indiscreet  debauch  made  them  a 
Scandal  to  the  Profession  of  Atheism. 

[Ibid.] 

XI. 

Excuse  for  being  afraid-  in  a  Storm. 

Master.  Courage  1  why  what  dost  thou  call  courage  ?  Hector 
himself  would  not  have  exchang'd  his  ten  years'  siege  for  our  ten 
days' storm  at  sea.  A  Storm!  a  hundred  thousand  fighting  men 
are  nothing  to  it ;  cities  sack'd  by  lire,  nothing.  Tis  ii  resistless 
coward,  tiiat  attacks  a  man  at  disatlvaiitage ;  an  unaccountable 
magic,  that  6rst  oonjure«  down  a  man's  courage,  and  then  plan's  the 
devil  over  him  ;  and,  in  fine,  it  is  a  Storm ! 

Mate.  Good  lack,  that  it  should  be  all  the«c  terrible  tilings,  and 
yet  that  we  should  outlive  it! 

Master.  So  god-a-mercy  to  our  courages  tho',  I  tell  vou  that 
now ;  but  like  an  angry  nencb,  when  it  had  hufTcd  and  oluiiter'd 
itself  weary,  it  lay  >^till  again. 

[Ibid.,  Act  iii.,  Sc.  %.] 

h  xn. 

■  Dutch  Oallantry. 

Mate.  What,  beat  a  woman,  Sir? 

Master.  *Psha,  all's  one  for  that ;  if  I  am  provok'd,  anger  will 
have  its  efi'ectti  ujwn  whomsoe'er  it  light:     no  said  Von  Tromp, 
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wh«i  he  took  his  Mistrras  a  cuff  on  the  ear  for  finding  fault  with 
an  iiUfasbioned  1^  he  made  her.     I  liked  his  humour  well. 

[Mrs.  Apkra  Bekn  (1640-1689). 

The  Dutok  Lover,  Act  iii.,  Sc.  S.] 

xm. 
Jhitchmam. 

-sitting  at  home  in  the  chimney  comer,  cursing  the  fnce 


of  Duke  de  Alva  upon  the  jugs,  for  laying  an  imposition  on  beer. 

[Ibid.,  Act  iii.,  Sc.  «.*] 

XIV. 

RaJee  at  Ghv/rcK 
-I  shall  know  all,  when  I  meet  her  in  the  chapel  to*morrow. 


I  am  resolved  to  venture  thither,  tho'  I  am  afraid  the  dogs  will 
bark  me  out  again,  and  by  that  means  let  the  congr^ation  know 
how  much  I  am  a  stranger  to  the  place. 

[ThomaeiyUrfey.   A  Vvrttums  Wife,  Act  a,  Sa  1.] 

XV, 

Lying  TraveUer. 

You  do  not  believe  me  then  ?  the  devil  taite  me,  if  these  home- 
bred fellows  can  be  saved :  they  neither  know  nor  believe  half  the 
creation. 

[John  Lacy  (died  1681 ).    Sir  Herevlea  Bvffoon, 
Act  iv.,  Sc.  «.] 

XVI. 

English  Beau,  eontraeted  toith  a  French  one. 
a  true-bred  Knglish  Beau  has  indeed  the  powder,  the 


essence,  the  toothpick,  the  snuff-box ;  and  is  as  idle ;  but  the  fault 
is  in  the  flesh — he  has  not  the  motion,  and  looks  stiff  under  all 
this.  Now  a  French  Fop,  like  a  Poet,  is  bom  so,  and  would  be 
known  without  clothes ;  it  is  in  his  eyes,  his  nose,  his  fingers,  his 
elbows,  his  heels.  They  dance  when  they  walk,  and  sing  when 
they  speak.'  We  have  nothing  in  that  p^ection  as  abroad ;  and 
our  cuckolds,  as  well  as  our  grapes,  are  but  half  ripened. 

[GhaHea  Bv/maby  (fl.  1700).     The  Reformed 
Wife,  Act  iv.,  Sc  1.] 

XVIL 

Fa-neiful  Recipe,  prescribed  for  aicA  Fancy, 

The  juice  of  a  lemon  that's  civil  at  seasons, 
Twelve  dancing  capers,  ten  lunatic  reasons ; 

[See  also  p.  580.]  ■[The  next  sentence  precedei  thii  in  the  play.] 
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Two  Hying  notes  of  an  ancient  *>wan  ; 

TTiree  sighs,  a  thousand  years  kept,  if  you  can  ; 

Some  scrapings  of  Gvges's  riiLg  may  pass. 

With  the  skin  of  a  nhadow  caught  in  a  glass  ; 

Six  pennyworth  of  thought*  untold  ; 

The  jelly  of  a  star,  before  it  be  cold  ; 

Ontr  ounce  uf  cuui't:ithip  from  u  country  daughter; 

A  grain  of  wit,  and  a  quart  of  laughter. — 

Boil  these  on  the  fire  of  Zeal  (with  some  beech-coals,  lest  the 
vessel  burst). — It  you  can  get  these  ingredients  I  will  compound 
them  for  you.  Then,  when  the  patient  is  perfectly  recovered,  she 
hIuU  be  married  in  rich  cloth  of  rainbow  laceil  with  suubcamti. 

[WilliaTn  Strode.      The  Floating   laland. 
Act  iv.,  Sc.  15.    See  p.  537.] 

XMII. 

Beauties  at  Church. 

Fair  Women  in  Cliurches  have  as  ill  effect  as  fine  Strangers  in 
Grainuuir  schools:  for  tho'  the  boys  keep  on  the  humdrum  still, yet 
none  of  'em  mind  their  lesson  fur  looking  about  Vm. 

[Sir  Francis  Fane  (died  1689?).    Love  in  the 
Dark  {liTio},  Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.'] 

XIX. 

Expedients. 

I  have  observed  the  wisdom  of  thetie  Moore :  for  some  days  since 
being  invited  by  one  of  the  chief  Bjishaws  to  dinner,  after  meat, 
bitting  by  a  huge  fife,  and  feeling  his  shins  to  bum,  I  retjnested  him 
to  pull  back  his  chair,  but  he  very  undcrstandingly  sent  for  titrce 
or  four  masons,  and  removed  the  cnimney, 

[BeywoodJ'     The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Weet^ 
rai-t  II.,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 


Mayor  of  Queenborow,  a  Christian,  giving  orders  for  feasting 
Hengist,  a  Pagan  King  of  Kent,  who  has  invxted  hijnself 
to  the  Mayor's  table. 

give  charge  the  mutton  come  in  all  raw  ;'  the  King  of 

Kent  is  a  Pagan,  and  must  be  sei-ved  so.  And  let  those  otficers, 
that  seldoin  or  never  go  to  church,  bring  it  in ;  it  will  be  the  better 
taken. 

[Thomas  Middleton.     The  Mayor  of  Queen- 
borough^  Act  v.,  Sc.  1.*] 


■[See  also  pp.  565  tad  siij.l 
*[••  Blood-raw/'  Bullcn's  cd. 


'[Lamb  attributes  this  to  Brome,] 
^[SeealM  p.  s<»-1 
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XSl. 

Fat  man's  device  to  get  a  dad/nty. 

I  have  a  privilege.  I  was  at  the  tavern  the  other  day ;  in  the 
next  room  I  smelt  hot  venison.  I  sent  but  a  drawer  to  tell  the 
company,  **  one  in  the  house  with  a  great  belly  longed  for  a  comer," 
and  I  had  half  a  pasty  sent  me  immediately. 

[James  Shirley,     The  Wedding^  Act  Hi.,  Sc.  8.*] 

xxu. 
Mieei'a  Serva/nt. 

Friend.  Camelion,  how  now,  have  you  turned  away  your  master  ? 

Camelion.  No;  I  sold  my  place.  As  I  was  thinking  to  run 
away,  comes  this  fellow,  and  ofiers  me  a  breakfast  for  my  good  will 
to  speak  to  my  master  for  him.  I  took  him  at  his  word,  and  re- 
signed my  office,  and  turned  over  my  hunger  to  him  immediately. 
Now  I  serve  a  man. 

[Ibid.,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.} 

XXIII. 

Walking, 

Fine  Lady.  I  am  glad  I  am  come  home,  for  I  am  even  as  weary 
with  this  walking ;  for  God's  sake,  whereabouts  does  the  pleasure  of 
walking  lie  ?  I  swear  I  have  often  sought  it  till  I  was  weary,  and 
yet  I  could  neVr  find  it. 

[T.  EiUigrew  (161«-1683),    The  Parson's  Wed- 
dmg.  Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.] 

XXIV. 

Foolish  Suitor. 

Alderman.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Sv/Uor.  You  do  not  tiiink  me  damn'd  Sir,  that  you  bestow 
That  salutation  on  me  ? 

Aid.  Good  Sir,  na 
Whom  would  you  speak  with  here  ? 

8vdt.  Sir,  my  discourse 
Points  at  one  Alderman  Covel. 

Aid.  I  am  the  party. 

Suit.  I  understand  you  have  a  daughter,  is 
Of  most  unknown  perrections. 

Aid.  She  ia  as  Heaven  made  her — 

Stiit.  She  goes  naked  then ; 
The  tailor  has  no  hand  in  her. 

[Henry  Qlapthome.     Wit  in  a  ConstaUe, 
Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.     See  p.  409.} 
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Misery  lays  stronger  bonds  of  love  than  Nature ;  and  they  are 
more  than  one,  whom  the  same  misfortuue  joined  together,  than 
whom  the  same  womb  gave  life, 

[if.  KilUgrew.    The  Gonspvmcyy  1638, 
Act  v.,  Sc.  1.    See  p.  447.^] 

n. 

Dying  Person. 


-my  soul 


The  warm  embraces  of  her  flesh  is  now, 
£v'*n  now  forsaking ;  this  frail  body  must 
Like  a  lost  feather  fall  from  off  the  wing 
Of  Vanity— 
[Willimn  Ghamberlayne  (1619-1689).    Love's  Victory, 
1668.    Act  ii.,  p.  27.] 

ni. 

eternity : 

Within  those  everlasting  springs  we  shall 

Meet  with  those  joys,  whose  blasted  embryos  were 

Here  made  abortive — 

[Ibid.,  Act  iii.,  pi  88.] 

IV. 

Crovm  declined  by  a  Spiritual  Person. 

I  know  no  more  the  way  to  temporal  rule. 

Than  he  that's  bom,  and  has  his  years  come  to  him. 

On  a  rough  desart — 

[Middleton.      The  Mayor  of   QueeTiborotLgh, 
Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 

*  [See  alao  p.  57a.] 
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V. 

To  a  Votaress. 

Keep  still  that  holy  and  immaculate  fire, 
You  chaste  lamp  of  eternity ;  'tis  a  treasure, 
Too  precious  for  death's  moment  to  partake 
Hie  twinkling  of  short  life. — 

[MiddUton.    Tfu  Mayor  of  Queenborough^ 
Act  i.,  Sc.  2.] 

Ilie  fame  that  a  man  wins  himself  is  best ; 
Tliat  he  may  call  his  own :  honours  put  to  him 
Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do. 
Which  are  as  soon  ta'en  off;  fat  in  the  warmtii 
Hie  heat  comes  from  the  body,  not  the  weeds ; 
So  man's  true  fame  must  strike  from  his  own  deeds. 

[Ibid.y  Act  ii.,  Sc.  8.] 
vn. 
Adventttrers. 

The  sons  of  Fortune,  she  has  sent  us  forth 

To  thrive  by  the  red  sweat  of  our  own  merits. — 

[Ibid.,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  «,] 
vm. 

New  made  Honour. 

-forgetfulnesB 


Is  the  most  pleasing  virtue  they  can  have, 

That  do  spnng  up  from  nothing ;  for  by  the  aame^ 

Foi^tting  all,  they  forget  whence  they  came. 

[Ibid.,  Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.] 

DC. 

(BTione  forsaken. 

Beguil'd,  disdain'd,  and  out  of  love,  live  long,  thou  Poplar  tree, 

And  let  thy  letters  grow  in  length  to  witness  this  with  me. 

Ah  Venus,  but  for  reverence  unto  thy  sacred  name, 

To  steal  a  silly  maiden's  love  I  might  account  it  blame. — 

And  if  the  tales  I  hear  be  true,  and  blush  for  to  recite. 

Thou  dost  me  wrong  to  leave  ihe  plains,  and  dally  out  of  sight. 

False  Paris !  this  was  not  thy  vow,  when  thou  and.  I  were  one, 

To  range  and  change  old  love  for  new ;  but  now  those  days  be  gone. 

[Peele.    Arrmgivment  of  PariSf  Act  iii.,  Sc.  1. 
See  p.  440.] 
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Epilep9y, 

— your  [C«8ar*ft]  disease  the  Gods  ne*er  gave  to  man, 
But  such  a  one  as  had  a  fipirit  too  great 
For  all  his  hody'a  passagts  to  serve  it : 
Which  notes  the  excesn  of  your  ambition. 

[Ohap^nan.     C(X8cvr  and  Pompey,  Act  i.,  Sc.  1. 
See  p.  72.] 

XL 

We  are  not  tried  but  in  our  misery.    He  is  a  cunning  coachman, 
tliat  cHa  turn  well  in  a  narrow  room. 

[The  Honest  Lawyer.     (?)By  Simson,  Act  iii. 
See  p.  572.] 

xii. 

Gray  hairs. 

-upon  whose  re^vrend  head 


The  milk-white  pledge  of  wisdom  sweetly  spreads. — 

[Lodge.     The  Wounds  of  Civil  War,  Act  i.,  Sc.  l.J 

xin. 

Ladies  Dayieing. 

-a  fine  sweet  earthquake,  gently  moved 


By  the  soft  wind  of  whispering  tiitks. 

[Decker.     Satiroviastix^  p.  209.     See  p.  56.] 


XIV. 


-sharp  witted  Poets  ;  whose  sweet  verse 


Mukes  heav'niy  Gods  break  off  their  nectar  draughts, 
And  lay  their  ears  down  to  the  lowly  earth — 

[Arden  of  FeversIiattL,  Act  i.,  Sc.  1.     See  p^  409.] 

x». 

GraTuUires'  Love. 

Old  men  do  never  truly  doat,  untill 
Their  children  bring  them  babies.* 

[Shirley.    Tiic  Wedding,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 


-thy  name. 


XVI. 

To  a  false  Mistress. 


Which  sweeten'd  once  the  name  of  him  tjiat  spake  it. — 

[Ibid.,  Act  ii..  Sc.  8.] 

^[ThtH  'a  naOy  proM.     Printed  as  one  line  in  original.] 
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XVII. 

Herod,  jealous,  to  Mariamne. 

Huitt  thou  beheld  tbyselti  aiid  couldVt  thou  stain 
So  rare  [wrffcctioii  ? — ev'n  for  love  of  tbee 
I  do  profoundly  hate  thee. 

[lady   Elizabeth    Carew  (fl.    1590X       Tfu 
Trayedy  of  Mariam^  Act  iv.,  Sc.  1] 

XMU. 

Cleopatra. 

The  wanton  (jueen,  that  never  loved  for  Love, — 

[IbicL,  Act  iv..  Sc  8.] 

XIX. 

Conceit  of  a  Princes'  love. 

Tvfns  but  a  wakin^^  dream. 
Wherein  thou  niadest  thy  wiiihea  speak,  not  her ; 
In  which  thy  foolish  bopcs  strive  to  prolong 
A  wretched  being  :  so  sickly  children  play 
With  health-loved  toys,  which  fur  a  time  delay. 
But  do  not  cure  the  fit. 

lli<mUy,     Tiu}  Birth  of  Merlin^  Act  ii^  Sc  3.'] 

XX. 

Chatiffing  Colour  at  9udden  New8. 

Why  look^tit  thou  red,  and  pale,  and  both,  and  neither  ? — 

[The    Wine    Woinrun  of  Hot/adon.     By  C^iopTnan,' 
Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.] 

XXJ. 

Rich  U»wr&r  to  his  Miatrtat. 

I  will  not  'joy  my  treasure  but  in  thee. 
And  in  thy  looks  I'll  count  it  every  hour ; 
And  thy  white  aniis  bhull  be  aii  biirids  to  tue. 
Wherein  are  nnglity  loitlshipit  forfeited, — 
Then  triumph,  Leon,  richer  in  thy  love, 
Than  all  the  hopes  of  treasure  I  possess. 
Never  was  happy  Leon  ridi  bcfoi'e  ; 
Nor  ever  was  1  covetous  till  now. 
That  I  see  gold  so  'tiued  in  thy  hair. 

[Chapman.     Tlie  Blind  Beggar  of  Alexandria 
Ed.  1873,  p.  21.J 


>  [Edited  Waf nke,  1887.J 


■[Lamb  atuibuteA  this  to  Hcywood.j 
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xxn. 
Puritan. 
-his  face  demure,  with  hand 


On  breast,  as  you  have  seen  a  canting  preacher, 
Aiuiiu>;  to  cheat  his  iiuilieiice,  wanting  matter, 
Sigh,  to  seem  holy,  till  he  thought  on  something. — 

[Anon.     The  Fatal  Jealouay.,  Act  iii.     See  p.  538.] 


XXIll. 

Sects. 

Eti^rnity,  which  puzzles  all  tlie  world 
To  name  the  inhabitants  that  people  it ; 
Eteniitv,  whose  undiscovered  country 
We  fools  divide  before  we  come  to  see  it. 
Making  one  part  contain  fill  happiness. 
The  otner  mi8er>',  then  unseen  fight  for  it : 
All  sects  pretending  to  a  right  of  choice, 
Yet  none  eu  willinelv  to  take  a  part. 


[Ibid.,  Act  iii.] 


X3tIV. 


Man  is  a  vagalmnd  Ixjth  poor  and  proud, 

Uc  treads  on  beasts  who  give  him  clothes  and  food ; 

But  the  Gods  catch  him  whcresoe'cr  be  lurks. 

Whip  him,  and  set  him  tu  all  painful  wurks : 

And  yet  he  bi-ags  he  shall  be  crown'd  when  dead. 

Were  ever  Princes  in  a  Bridewell  bred  ? 

Nothing  is  sinfully  begot  but  he  : 

Can  base-bom  Bastards  kwful  Sovereigns  be? 

[OouiiM.     Tkytiie^  Act  v.,  Sc.  1.     See  p.  546.] 


XXV. 

Wishes  for  Ohscit/rity. 

How  miserable  a  thing  is  a  Great  Man  !— 
Take  noisy  vexing  Greatness  they  that  please ; 
Give  me  obscure  and  safe  and  silent  ease. 
Acquaintance  and  commerce  let  me  have  none 
With  any  powerful  thing  but  Time  alone : 
^iy  rest  let  Time  be  fearful  to  ofiend. 
And  creep  by  me  as  by  a  slumbering  friend ; 
Till,  with  ease  glutted,  to  my  bed  I  steal, 
As  men  to  sleep  after  a  plenteous  meal. 


672      SPECIMENS  OF  DRAMATIC  POETS 

O  wretched  he  who,  call'd  ato)ad  br  power. 
To  know  himself  can  never  find  an  hour ! 
Strange  to  himself^  but  to  all  others  known. 
Lends  ereiy  one  his  life,  but  uses  none ; 
So,  ere  he  tasted  life,  to  death  he  goes ; 
And  himself  loses,  ere  himself  he  knows. 

[Croivne.     ThyeateSf  Act  i.,  Sc  1.] 

XXVI, 

Mind  oonatUtUed  to  Chodneaa. 
■you  may  do  this,  or  any  thing  you  have  a  mind  to ;  ev^i 


in  your  fantasy  there  is  a  secret  counsel,  seeing  that  all  your 
actions,  nay  all  yourpleasures,  are  in  some  exeraae  of  virtue 

yS.  KiUigrew.     The  Cwiapvraey,  Act  v,,  Sc.  1.] 

XXVII. 

Retwmed  PUgrim. 

To  man  how  sweet  is  breath !  yet  sweetest  of  all 
That  breath,  which  fivm  his  native  air  doth  &11. 
How  many  weary  paces  have  I  measured. 
How  many  known  and  unknown  dangers  past. 
Since  I  commenced  my  tedious  pilgrimage. 
The  last  great  work  of  my  death-yielding  age ! 
Yet  am  I  blest,  that  my  returning  bones 
Shall  be  rak't  up  in  England's  peaceful  eartii. 

[The  Honest  Lawyer.    (f)By  Simeon,  Act  v. 
See  p.  569.] 

xxvm. 

Ustiryt 

Nature  in  all  inferior  things  hath  set 
A  pitch  or  term,  when  they  no  more  shall  get 
Increase  and  ofispring.     Unrepaired  houses 
Fall  to  decay ;  old  cattle  cease  to  breed ; 
And  sapless  trees  deny  more  fruit  or  seed : 
The  earth  wrould  heartless  and  infertile  be. 
If  it  should  never  have  a  jubilee. 
Only  the  Usurer's  Mtrney  'genders  still  j 
The  longer,  lustier ;  age  this  doUi  not  kill. 
He  lives  to  see  his  Money's  Money's  Money 
Even  to  a  hundred  generations  rcatch. 

[Ibid,,  Act  v.] 
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XXiX. 

Love  defined  by  contraries. 

Fie,  fie,  huw  heavy  is  light  Love  in  mel— 
How  slow  runs  Awifl  I>esire  !^this  leaden  air, 
This  |K>iideroUA  feather^  mcn'v  melancholy ; 
This  Passion,  which  hut  in  passiuii 
Hath  nut  biti  perfect  shape. — 

[Day.    Humour  out  of  Breathy  Act  iii.,  Sc  ft.} 

XXX. 

Good  Faitk 

What  arc  we  hut  our  -worda?  when  they  are  pant. 
Faith  shouhi  .sueceed,  and  that  should  ever  la^t. 
[Heywood.     Royal  King  and  Loyal  Svhject,  Act  iii. 
See  p.  529.] 

XXXI. 

Weeping  for  good  n&wa. 

I  knew  your  eye  would  be  first  served  ; 
That's  the  HouPa  taster  still  for  grief  or  joy. 
[Rowley  and  MiddUton.     A  Fair  Quarrel^  Act  i^  Sc  1. 
See  p,  104.] 

KXXtU 

Forsaken  Mistress. 

I  thought  the  joet  perfection  of  mankind 
Was  in  that  man  ^e^to^ed ;  and  I  Imve  grieved. 
Lost  t^dcn  too  wa.s  not  revived  for  hiui ; 
And  H  nf!W  Eve,  tnore  exi-ellent  tlmn  the  fir«t, 
Created  for  him,  that  he  might  have  all 
The  joys  he  could  deserve:  and  he  fooi'd  me 
To  think  tliat  Kve  and  Kdeu  wnm  in  me : 
That  he  was  tiia<le  for  me,  and  t  for  him. 
[Cronme.     The  Married  Beau,  Act  ii.,  p.  2T7.     See  p.  545.] 

XXXUL 

Love  tniTviviny  Hope. 

"Tis  a  vain  glory  that  attends  a  Lover, 
Never  to  say  he  (luita  ;  and,  when  Hope  dies, 
The  gallantry  of  Love  atill  lives,  is  charui'd 
With  kindness  but  in  shadow. 

[Love  and  Revenge^  by  iJiettleJ     Act  Iv.,  Sc.  I.] 

■  [Lamb  attributes  thia  lo  Ciownc] 
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XXXIV. 

Warriora. 

I  hate  thpse  potent  mailmen,  who  keep  nil 
Mfinkind  awake,  while  they  by  their  grcAt  tieeds 
AiX'  (Irui)iniiiig  tmrd  upun  thi$  holluw  world. 
Only  to  make  a  sound  tu  la-st  for  ages. 
[Crovmc.    The  Amhitiovs  StaUaTtiatu,  Act  ii^  p.  177. 
See  p.  585.} 

XXXV. 

Life. 

What  i»*t  we  live  for?— tell  life's  finest  tale — 
To  eat,  to  drink,  to  sleep,  love,  and  enjoy, 
And  then  to  love  no  more ! 
To  talk  or  thiiij^  we  know  not,  and  to  know 
Nothing  hut  Ihin^  not  worth  the  talking  of. 

[Lova  in  tfiF.  Dark,  Act  iii.,  p.  52.     See  p.  565.] 

xxxvi. 

Brother,  ewppoaed  dead,  received  by  a  Sister:  «he  ehewa  him 
a  letter,  didcloeing  an  untoortliy  action  done  by  him  :  (U 
which  /i«  standing  abashed,  ahe  tken^firet  congraiul<ttea  him: 

now  I  meet  your  love.     Pardon  me,  niv  brother;  I  wu 

to  re'ioyre  at  this  your  iuidneaiii,  before  I  rould  s^are  with  you  in 
another  joy. 

[H.  Killigrew.    The  Corw/nrocy,  Act  v^  Sg  1. 
See  p.  447.] 

XXXVIL 

PetBon  just  dead. 

Twas  but  ju»t  now  he  went  away  ; 
I  have  not  yet  had  time  to  shed  a  tear  ; 
And  yet  the  distance  does  the  same  appear, 
As  if  he  had  l>een  a  thousand  yenn  from  me. 
Time  makes  no  ntcature  in  eternity. 
[Sir  Robert  Howard.     The  Vestal.  Virgin,  Act  v.,  Sc.  I.] 

XXXVUl. 

French  Character. 

The  French  ore  passing  courtly,  ripe  of  wit  ; 
Kind,  but  extreme  di.<«>«cnib)en« :  you  shall  have 
A  Frenchman  ducking  h)wer  than  your  knee. 
At  the  instant  nuH-king  e^-^n  your  very  shoe-tyes. 
[Ford.     Love's  Sacrijioe^  Act  i.,  Sc.  1.     See  p.  196.J 


SERIOUS  FRAGMENTS 


675 


XXXIX. 

Love  must  die  gently. 

I  hoped,  your  great  experience,  and  your  years. 
Would  have  proved  patience  rather  to  your  soul. 
Than  to  break  off  in  this  untamed  passion.' 
HoweVr  the  rou^rh  hand  of  the  untoward  world 
Hath  molded  your  proceedings  in  this  matter. 
Yet  I  am  sure  the  first  intent  was  love. 
Then  since  the  first  spring  was  so  sweet  and  warm. 
Let  it  die  gently  ;  ne'er  kill  it  with  a  scorn. 

[The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton^  Act  ii., 
Sc  a.    See  p.  42.] 

XL. 


Poetic  Diction. 


-worthiest  pucta 


Shnn  common  and  plel»ptan  forms  of  speech, 
Evenr  illiberal  and  affected  phrase, 
To  clothe  their  matter  ;  and  together  tye 
Matter  and  form  with  art  and  decency. 
[Chapman.    Revenge  of  Bussy  D'Amhois^  Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 

xu. 
Author  Vanity. 

the  foolish  Poet,  that  still  writ 

All  his  most  self-loved  ver«e  in  paper  royal, 

Or  parchment  rulf<i  with  lead,  &moothM  with  the  pumice, 

Bound  richly  up,  and  t-truns  with  crimson  strings  ; 

Never  ho  blest  as  when  he  writ  and  rcjid 

The  ape-loved  issue  of  Ins  brain  ;  and  never 

But  joying  in  himself,  admiring  ever. — 

[Jbid.,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  1.] 
xui. 

Good  Wit  to  he  husbanded. 

-as  of  lions  it  is  said,  and  tables, 


Th»\t  when  they  go,  they  draw  their  seres  and  talons 
Close  up,  to  shun  rebating  of  their  sharpness : 
So  our  wit's  HharpnesB,  which  we  should  employ 
In  noblest  knowledge,  we  should  never  waste 
In  vile  and  vulgar  admirations. 

[Ibid^  Act  iii.,  Sc.  1.] 

^  [Five  lines  omitted.] 
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xLin. 
ImpossihiUty  of  attcmwng,  a  Beer  to  Dewre. 

Nothing  is  mote  ofdixiary,  than  for  my  Ladj  to  love  her  Gentle- 
man ;  or  Mistress  Anne,  her  &th^B  man.  But  if  a  country  clown 
coming  up  hither,  and  seeking  for  his  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn,  should 
step  into  the  wallu,  and  there  should  chance  to  spy  some  mastership^ 
of  nature ;  some  fiuoed  Beauty,  that  for  a  time  hath  been  the  name ; 
he  would  stand  amazed,  perlu^  wish  that  his  Joan  were  such,  but 
further  would  not  be  stirred.  Impossibility  would 
stop  more  bold  desires, 

^And  quench  those  sparks  that  else  would  turn  to  fires. 

[EdmiUTid  Prestwick.     The  Sectors,  Act  i.,  Sc  2. 
See  p.  52S.] 

xuv. 

Theory  of  Men's  choice  in  a  Becmty. 

1. — She  has  a  most  complete  and  perfect  beauty ;  nor  can  the 
greatest  critic  in  this  sort  mid  any  fault  with  the  least  proportion 
of  her  fao^  but  yet  methought  I  was  no  more  taken  with  it,  than 
I  should  be  with  some  curious  well-drawn  picture. 

2. — That  is  somewhat  strange. 

1. — In  my  mind,  not  at  all;  for  it  is  not  always  that  we  are 
governed  by  what  tiie  general  fancy  of  the  world  calls  beauty ;  for 
each  soul  hiath  some  predominant  uisughts,  which  when  they  Ug^t 
on  aught  that  strikes  on  them,  there  is  nothing  does  more  inflame 
And  as  in  music  that  pleaseth  not  most,  which  with  the  greatest 
art  and  skill  is  composed ;  but  those  airs  that  do  resemble  and  stir 
up  some  dormant  passion,  to  which  the  mind  is  addicted ;  so,  I 
believe,  never  yet  was  any  one  much  taken  with  a  face,  in  which  he 
did  not  espy  au^t  that  did  rouse  and  put  in  motion  some  affection 
that  hath  ruled  in  his  thoughts,  besides  those  features  which,  only 
for  the  sake  of  common  opinion,  we  are  forced  to  say  do  please. 

[Ibid.,  Act  iiL,  Sc.  8.*] 

>["Maiterptece  borne  of  nature."] 

'[The  arrangement  of  the  Scenes  is  peculiar ;  this  is  numerically  the  6th  Sc] 
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CHARLES  LAMB'S  EXTRACTS  FROM  THE  GARRICK 
PLAYS  NOT  PRINTED  BY  HONE 

COUNTRY  HOUSEWIFE'S  RECEIPT 

SELFHEAL,  woodbit,  hone>-suckIe  bud?,  &c.,  &c.      Then  there's 
devil's  bit,  the  best  of  all.     They  say  the  devil  bit  off  lialf  the 
finit  that  grew,  to  prevent  the  good  design'd  by  it  to  the  world. 

[V  Urfey.     The  Old  Mode  and  the  New,  Act  i., 
Sc.  1.] 

CONTEMIT 

I'll  nuke  'em  by  a  sullen  gloomy  air 
Believe  that  is  contempt  which  is  despair. 

A  melancholy  retirement,  where  Content  &  [  were  often  quarrelling 
about  a  ilemler  fortune. 

[D*  Urfey.     Preface.     Epistle  ded.  to  Madame 
FickU,  1677,] 

FROM  PREFACE  TO  MRS.  BEHN'S  "  DUTCH  LOVER  '* 

Indiscerpibility  and  ewential  Spiwitudes ;  words  which  tho"  I  am  no 
competent  judge  of  for  want  of  languages,  yet  I  fancy  strongly  ought 
to  mean  just  nothing. 

[1st  cd.,  l67fl.    Preface.] 

A  late  teamed  Doctor,  who  tho'  himself  no  great  asserter  of  a  deity 
(as  you'll  believe  by  that  which  follows),  yet  was  observed  to  be  continu- 
ally persuading  this  sort  of  men  [the  rakeheJly  blockbeadcd  Infldels 
about  Town]  of  the  necessity  and  truth  of  our  religion ;  and  being  ask'd 
how  he  came  to  liestir  himself  so  much  this  way,  made  answer,  that  it 
was  because  their  ignorance  and  indiscreit  debauch  made  them  a  scandal 
to  the  Profession  of  Atheism. 

[Ibid.] 
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She  further  speaks  of  the  above  Infidels — "  their  Linkboys'  ribaldry, 
larded  with  unseasonable  oaths,  and  impudent  defiance  of  God  &  ^ 
things  serious  &  that  at  such  a  senseless  damn'd  unthinking  rate,"  &e. 

[Mrs,  Behn.    Dutch  Lowr.    Preface.] 

ONE  WHO  DAMN'D  HER  PLAY 

Indeed  that  day  'twas  acted  first,  there  cornea  one  into  the  Pit  a  long, 
lither,  phlegmatic,  white,  ill  favored,  wretched  fop — a  thing,  reader,  but 
no  more  of  such  a  smelt !  This  tldng,  I  tell  you,  opening  that  which 
served  it  for  a  mouth,  out  issued  such  a  noise  as  this  to  those  that  sate 
about  it,  that  "  they  were  to  expect  a  woeful  play,  God  damn  hfm, 
for  it  was  a  Woman's." 

[Ibid.] 

HER  NOTION  OF  PLAYS 

"  That  they  were  intended  for  the  exercising  of  men's  passions,  not 
their  understandings,  &  he  is  infinitely  far  from  wise  that  will  bestow 
one  moment's  private  meditation  upon  such  things."  She  "takes  it 
that  Comedy  was  never  meant  eitho*  fiar  a  converting  or  oonfirming 
ordinance." 

[Ibid.] 

ADMIRERS  OF  BEN  ABOVE  SHAKSPEAR :  AFFECTATION 

I  luive  seen  a  man,  the  most  severe  of  Jonson's  sect,  sit  with  his  hat 
removed  less  than  a  hair's  breadth  fi*om  one  sullen  posture  for  almost 
tiiree  hours  at  the  Alchemist,  who  at  that  excellent  Play  of  Hany  the 
Fourth  (which  yet  I  hope  is  far  enough  frmn  farce)  hath  very  hardly 
kept  his  doublet  whole. 

[Ibid.] 

She  "  has  been  infiirmed  that  Beigamin  was  no  such  Rabbi  neither, 
his  learning  was  but  grammar  high,  sufficient  indeed  to  rob  poOT  Sallust 
of  his  best  oraticos." 

[Ibid.] 

NO  REASON  WHY  WOMEN  SHOULD  NOT  WRITE  PLAYS 
AS  WELL  AS  MEN 

"  Plays  have  no  great  room  for  that  which  is  men's  great  advantage 
over  women,  Leuning,"  &  she  instances  ludeamed  Shakspear  having 
better  pleased  the  world  than  Jonson's  works  (this  hi  Io73),  &  yet 
Benjamin,  &c.  (see  above) — and  proceeds—"  if  Comedy  should  be  the 
[nature  of  ridiculous  mankind,  I  wonder  any  one  should  think  it  such 
a  sturdy  task  whilst  we  are  furnish 'd  with  such  precious  originals." 

"And  for  our  modem  playwrights,  except  our  most  unimitable 
Laureat,  I  dare  to  say  I  know  of  none  that  write  at  such  a  formidable 
rate,  but  that  a  woman  may  well  hope  to  reach  their  greatest  height." 

[iWd.] 
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"DUTCH  LOVER:      MRS.  BEHN 

Marcel :  divided  between  his  desifpi  upon  the  honor  of  Clarinda, 
and  hij  revenge  upon  another  for  dishonouring  Itia  Sister ;  be  iacUnes 
to  the  latter 

But  stay — O  Conscience,  when  I  look  within. 

And  lay  my  anger  by,  1  find  that  sin, 

Which  I  would  punish  in  Antonio's  soul. 

Lie  nourish 'd  up  in  mine  without  controul. 

To  fair  Clarinda  such  a  siege  I  lay, 

As  did  that  traytor  to  Hippolyta; 

Only  Hippolyta  a  brother  has, 

Clarinda  none  to  punish  her  disgrace  : 

And  'tis  more  glory  the  defenc'd  to  win, 

Than  "tis  to  take  unguarded  virtue  in. 

I  either  must  my  shameful  love  resign, 

Or  my  more  brave  and  just  revenge  decline. 

[Ibid.,  Act  U.,  Sc.  I.] 

DEFINITION  OF  FARCE 

A  play  is  not  called  a  Force  from  any  number  of  acts  but  from  the 
lowness  of  the  subject  &  chanicters ;  which  are  not  true  characters 
in  nature,  nor  Just  representationut  of  human  characters  (as  Comedy  ti 
or  should  be)  but  from  the  oddness  &  extravagances  of  the  charauteis 
&  subject ;  who,  tho'  not  uutuml,  yi:t  not  always  against  uuture ;  and 
tho*  not  true,  yet  diverting  and  foolishly  delightful.  A  Farce  is  Ukc 
a  Dutch  piece  of  painting,  or  a  grotesque  tigure  extravagant  & 
pleasant. 

[Bavmtcroft.     The  Italian  Huaimnd,     Pre- 
lude.] 

TRAGEDY 

the  great  characters  and  subjects  of  serious   Flayi  are  the 

past  glories  of  the  world. 

E.  SettU.     [Dedicatory  Epistle  prefiied  to  Com. 
byses.  King  of  Persia,  1672.] 

EXCUSATORY  PROLOGUE  TO  TATE'S  "  LEAR  *' 

If  then  this  heap  of  Howcrs  shall  chance  to  wear 
Fresh  beauty  in  the  order  they  now  bear. 
Even  this  in  Shakspeare's  praise  ;  each  rustic  knows 
'Mongst  plenteous  Howers  a  garland  to  compose, 
Which  strung  by  this  coarse  hand  may  birer  show ; 
But  'twas  a  power  divuic  first  made   em  grow. 

[Prologue.] 

He  apologises  for  having  "used  less  quaintnesa  of  style"  in  the 
added  scenes,  whidi  was  "partly  to  comply  with  my  Author's  style." 

[Dedicalion.] 
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"ENGLISH  MONSIEUR"    [HON.  J.  HOWARD.     See  p.  520] 

Vaine.  Hu-kee,  Mr.  Frenchlove,  tbo'  I  doo't  doubt  tay  MUtim' 
constancy-,  yet  I'm  resotv'd  to  ssk  her  to  marry  cne  with  all  speed,  be- 
cause 5o  fair  a  winiian  as  slic  is,  will  have  nuuiy  Suitors.  When  do  joa 
intend  to  a».k  your  Lady  the  question  ? 

Mom.  At  Rome  agreeable  time,  Sir,  when  the  French  fanry  U  mart 
in  ht:r  head. 

The  Mousieur  comforts  himself,  when  his  Mistress  rejects  him,  tbit 
'twas  a  denial  with  a  French  tone  of  voice,  so  that  'twas  agreeable ;  and 
at  her  departure  :  "  Do  you  see.  Sir,  how  she  leaves  us ;  she  waUu 
away  with  a  French  step." 

[Act  ir„  Sc  X] 

BEN  JONSONS  GRACE 

["  The  time  has  been  when  as  old  Ben  ended  his  Grace  with]  '  God 
bless  me,  and  God  bless  Ralph '  [vis.],  the  hoaest  Drawer  that  drt« 
hiiu  good  Sack." 

[Georga]  Povvll.     [Dedicatory    Epistle    before 
f%e  Treacfurmts  Brothers,   J  696. J 

FROM  "HEY  FOR  HONESTY:"     RANDOLPH.  {Seep.  5«*] 

Gunpowder  Traitors,  "  with  their  heads  upon  poles  a  Oaw-catchtiu 
over  the  Parliament  House." 

[Act  I.,  Sc.  S,  p,  *01.] 

FROM  THE  SAME 

As  sure  as  can  be  some  gib'd  cat  that  died  issueless  has  adopted  thee 
for  her  heir  and  bequeathed  the  legacy  of  her  melancholy  to  thee. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 

FROM  THE  SAME 

Dare  you  grunt,  you  unethical  rustics  f 

[Act  ii.,  Sc,  4.] 

FROM  THE  SAME 

Poverty  musters  her  ragged  regiment :  an  Irish,  Welsh,  Scotch,  maa; 
&  English  beggar.      The    Scot   claims   precedency,  as    having   inc 
Scotch  lice  about  him  than  the  last  has  English  creepers. 
£iujl.  What  then  ?  My  lice  are  of  the  uoble  breed  ; 

Sprung  from  the  Danes,  Saxons,  &  Normans'  blood. 
True  English  bum,  all  plump,  and  all  well  tavor'd. 
Welsh,   Is  Carodoch  no  respected  among  her  ?  her  lice  are  petter 
pedigree  as  the  good'st  uf  'em  all.     Her  lice  come  ap  Shinkin,  ap  Shon, 
ap  Owciui,  ap  Richard,  ap  Morgan,  ap  Hugh,  ap  Brutus^  ap  Sylvius, 
Eneas,  &  so  up  my  sihouldcr. 

(The  Irish  declines  the  Test,  as  no  venomous  things  breed  in 
country.) 

[Act  Ui..  Sc.  I.] 
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FKOM  THE  SAME 

Country  woman  cultivates  her  corns,  to  save  her  husband  in  almanacks. 

[Act  ui..  Sc.  3.] 

FROM  THE  SAME 

To  cure  Plutus'  blindness,  CEsculapius  bruises  Ar^s'  eyes  in  a  mor- 
Ur,  tempering  them  with  a  look  beyond  Luther,  administring  them 
with  ■  feather  of  the  peacock's  tail. 

[Act  iii..  Sc.  3.] 

FROM  "THE  BASTARD,"   i65S.     [See  p.   504j 
Oon  Phrases 

I  had  rather  be  of  the  society  of  Danaus'  daughters,  and  torment  me 
in  the  abiisive  hogsheads,  than  be  your  bedfellow— 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  I.] 
I  will  have  a  cave 
A  darksome  spelunk  in  some  wilderness. 

[Act  ir.,  Sc.  4.] 

had  Ulysses  heard 
This  Siren  minurize. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  4.] 

Thy  tongue  can  altercate  more  several  notes 
Than  the  Hyena. 

[Act  iv.,  Sc.  4,] 

Ixion's  plague  is  but  a  play  game  to  it. 
Nor  his  that  rolls  the  revolubie  stone. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  4.] 

Let  the  inhiant  earth  devour  thee  quick. 

[Act  v.,  Sc.  4.] 

S«v,'  I  could  afford 
You  heart-room  in  my  breast. 

[Act  il,  Sc  3]. 
A  true  devotarist  to  your  lovely  virtue. 

[Act  ii.,  Sc.  3.] 

[FROM  "LOVE  IN  THE  DARK."     FANE.     Seep.  S65] 

Matrimony,  like  gunpowder,  found  out  by  a  Friar,  and  has  alter'd  the 
course  of  love  more  than  the  other  has  that  of  war.  True,  men  are 
chain'd  in  galleys,  horses  bridled,  and  oxen  yok'd  to  work.' 

[Act  i).,  pp.  30,  21.] 

'["Admit"  in  the  play.] 

''(The  pusage  runa  thus  in  the  play: — 
"  "Twait  wofse  than  the  inventitm  or  gunpowder  ft  *t  has  altered  the  course  of  love 
cnore  than  the  other  has  that  of  war.    (Fivt  lints  htrt.)    True  men  ate  chain'd  in 
galleys,  horses  bridled,"  Ac.} 
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For  slavish  offices,  and  things  ungrateful,  constraint  is  necessary  ; 
But  for  the  sweets  of  love,  to  have  a  man 
Made  amorous  by  force  and  beating  to't ! 
Do  men  chain  up  themselves  at  dimier  to  their  tables. 
Or  do  they  hunt,  or  bowl,  or  dance,  in  shackles  ? 

[TWd.,  p.  31.] 

FROM  "QUERER  FOR  SOLO  QUERER. "    [See  p.  470] 

Qaridore,  a  second  lover  of  Zeliflaura's,  knows  her  at  first  sight  in 
her  disguise,  &  addresses  himself  to  her : 

Clar.  ^epherdess,  whose  dieep  walks  reach 

From  China's  wall  to  the  Mnscovian  Beach. 
Who  to  a  thousand  flocks  dost  lode, 
And  ml'st  them  with  a  golden  hook — 
&c.,  &c. 

[Act  iii.,  p.  184.] 
[FmUvoIs  B^taemtsd  at  Aramohex  m  a  separrte  (nece  in  the  same 
voliime  as  Qmrer  Por  Solo  Qtterer.    For  the  following,  see  ed.  1671, 
p.  36.] 

FROM  THE  SAME 

At  the  Feasts  at  Aranwhes,  where  this  dramatic  romance  was  ex- 
hibited, the  Theatre  was  fired  by  accident.  The  Poet  tlius  describes 
the  behaviour  of  the  young  King  &  Queen,  and  the  Nobles  on  this 
occasion: 

But  what  U  this  ?  the  Frame  entire 

la  jurisdictiiRi  ol'tbe6re, 

A  name,  aa  any  ligbtniag  quick, 

Catching  from  d^  stick  to  stick. 

Is  a  tall  plume  of  light,  and  alinn 

The  tUes,  which  fly  with  fieiy  wuiga. 

The  hrave  securi^  behold 

Of  that  F^i  Youth,  who,  like  an  old 

Commander,  covers  his  own  fears, 

Lest  thence  his  men  auth<mze  thein  I 

Yet  all  men  fear  few  him,  whilst  he 

The  fire  doth  unconcerned  see, 

iFor  in  the  trouble  thoughts  of  all 
^rom  his  proud  height  he  doth  not  fidl). 
Nor  from  his  side  doth  stir  one  inch 
She,  who  from  him  will  never  flinch ; 
Who  scorns  all  danger  but  her  Lord's, 
(Which  in  text  letters  Fame  records). 
Of  the  numerous  auditory 
He  surveys  the  lowest  story, 
The  Rout,  uriio  at  the  danger  quake, 
Wben  only  it  should  cause  them  waJce : 
The  danger  than  the  fear  is  less ; 
And  of  the  fright,  and  of  the  press, 
And  of  the  remedy  they  chose, 
All  the  hazard  they  compose. 
Now,  all  that  Bkiod,  or  Hymen's  bands, 
Tied  to  his  bosom  with  strict  bands. 
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In  hii  bravx  annn  th'  lUusUioua  Voath 

Snatch  out  of  the  famacc  doth ; 

Kinder  than  he,  whose  pious  back 

BcD£ath  biii  aged  Siic  did  crack; 

(The  Phoenix  of  Tioy's  bloody  flame] 

ror  his  lost  wife  behind  him  came. 

Th'  undaunted  beauty  of  the  Queen 

Only  with  so  much  p&lc  •*'aA  »een, 

Ab  th'  eaily  Motning  doth  confess, 

Whilst  yet  she  smiles  in  hei  night  dress. 

Those  Qoddcasea,  whom  Mott^s  got. 

Were  left  still  sprawling  on  Ibe  spot. 

Out  or  feai  by  tne  base  Mct, 

By  Nobles  out  of  pure  respect ; 

Till  (rude  companion  conquering  awe) 

Necc»aily,  that  hath  no  law. 

Puts  a  becoming  boldnesi  on. 

Then  every  Donna  hath  hei  Don; 

As  of  religious  Household  Gods 

The  bwcet  and  venerable  loads, 

Theiie  burdens  ho  their  shoulders  meet, 

Which  had  been  el««  prophaned  with  feet. 

If  any  OiUlaiU  tardy  came 

To  match  out  of  the  fire  his  Flame, 

In  this  at  least  he  shows  he's  hers. 

That  he  would  quench  it  with  his  tears  I 

What  high  civilities  weic  foil'd, 

What  Love  was  in  the  making  spoil'dl 

Incurring,  whiUl  llie  fire  they  fly. 

The  danger  of  the  water,  by. — 

One,  unto  whom  fitir  ey«s  made  toit 

I-oi  succour  in  their  language  mute, 

Not  giving  citlicr  sigh  or  aid, 

Like  cnieTNcro,  all  siirvey'd. 

The  hubbub  ended  %^-tlh  the  cause. 

And  now  the  noi&e  eerv*d  for  applause. 

The  danger  did  conclude  in  laughter, 

And  fear  was  out  of  count'nance  after. 

All,  that  gave  reason  to  be  sonrv, 

Was,  what  the  eyes  did  miss  of  glory ; 

Taking  that  out  in  hallifih  fright. 

Which  had  becti  wonder  &  delight; 

A$  'twas,  the  garland  it  deserv'd, 

And  the  success  da  Bonfire  serv'd. 

Whilit  the  blank  Hoct's  bays  expire, 

Tliey  blajie  &  crackle  in  the  5re. 

Fame  gave  acquittance  (scH-dccciv'd) 

For  sums  which  she  had  not  receiv'd: 

And  busy  wits,  I  know  not  what. 

Smelt  of  an  unintended  plot. 

The  accident  produc'd  some  nurth, 

To  see  bow  people  of  coarse  earth. 

By  fesring  dangers,  make  them  room  ; 

\VhilBt  kings  ev'n  those,  which  are  o'ercome. 

FROM  QUAHLESS  COMEDY  "  VIRGIN  WIDOW."     [Sw  p.  4«0] 
I  stand  ev'u-balauc'd,  tluubtfully  upprest 
Rcneatli  the  burthen  of  ■  bivious  breast. 

[Act  ui.,  Sc.  I.] 
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FROM  "KING  JOHN  AND  MATILDA."     [Sec  p.  398] 
John  to  the  Qu«en,  who  had  tnangied  his  M^istrass. 

— "  Ye  cruel  oae  wild  as  «  wol^ 

The  bear  is  not  so  bloody — tear  her  tiairs  J 

Which,  when  they  took  their  pastime  with  the  Hindis 

Would  chami  th'  astonisb'd  gazer :  tear  that  &ce  1 

Lovely  as  is  the  morning,  in  whose  eyes 

Stands  writ  the  history  of  her  heart,  inticinj^ 

The  nvish'd  reader  to  ran  on ;  'pon  whose  eye-lids 

Discretion  dwells,  which,  witen  a  wilder  thought 

Would  at  those  casements  like  a  thief  steal  in. 

Plays  her  heart's  noble  friend  and  shuts  out  sin  !  " 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  8.] 
SIN 

'Tis  a  foul  devil  that  insinuates  to  thee  ; 
The  sour  sweetness  of  a  deluded  minute. 

[Ibid.,  Act  Hi.,  Sc.  1.] 

ENGLAND 

— her  fair  delightful,  village-spotted  valleys. 

[Ibid..  Act  ir.,  Sc.  3.] 

[FROM  "THE  ISLE  OF  GULS"  (DAY)] 

Piavano  Orlotto  the  Italian's  reason  for  being  of  the  Duke's  religioot^ 
"  Because  I  came  raw  into  the  world,  and  would  not  willing-  go 
roasted  out." 

[Act  uL,  St  L] 

"FAMOUS  HISTORY  OF  T.  STUKELY,"  1605 

O^Neale.  Tomorrow  comes  0*Kane  with  Oailinglaue^  and  Teag«; 
Magennics  with  his  lightfoot  Keme.^ 

[Ed.  l605,  sheet  D  Su] 

K.  Lewis  ilth  of  France  took  notice  and  bountifully  rewarded 
decayed  Gardener  who  presented  him  with  a  bunch  of  carrots. 

[Day.     Dedication  U>  the  Parliament  of  Bees. 
See  pp.  401,  451.] 

[FROM  -'AMENDS  FOR  LADIES"  (FIELD)] 

Orace  Seldom  to  Moll  Cutpurse. — "  You  sword  and  Target  (to  speak 
in  your  own  key)  Mary  Ambrec,  Long  Meg,  Thou  that  in  thyself 
methinks  alone  lookst  like  a  rogue  aud  ■  whore  under  a  hedgie." 

[Act  u.,  Sc.  1.] 

>  Macbeth.    [Sec  Act  i.,  Sc.  s,  line  13.) 
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SISTER  SUPPOSD  STOLEN 

Where  liast  thou  hid  her?  give  her  me  again 
For,  bjr  the  God  of  vengeance,  be  she  lost. 
The  Female  hate  shall  spring  betwixt  our  names, 
Shall  never  die,  while  one  of  cither  house 
Survives,  our  children  shuU  at  sev'n  years  old 
Strike  knives  at  one  another. 

[Field.     Amends  /or  Ladw.     Act  iii..  So.  S.] 

Foolish  Lord  introduced  to  the  Boarint/  Boys  in  Tumbuli  Street. 
Bless  me  (save  you,  Gent),  They  have  not  one  fece  among  them.  I 
could  wish  myself  well  from  them.  I  would  I  had  put  out  something 
upon  my  return  ;  I  had  as  lieve  be  at  Bermoothca. 

(They  drink  healths  to  4  of  the  Deadly  Sim.) 

[Ibid.,  Act  iii,,  Sc  4*] 

In  this  Play  it  is  ask'd  "did  you  never  see  the  Play,  where  the  fat 
Knight  hight  Old-oastle  did  tell  you  truly  what  this  honour  was." 

[Ibid.,  Act  iv.,  Sc  8.] 

"LOVE  SICK  KING."     [ANT.  BREWER] 

Tliomton,  a  poor  pedlar  arriving  at  Newcastle  hammers  out  a  rhyme, 
&  hangs  it  at  the  City  Gate  : 

"  Here  did  TJiorntOn  enter  in, 

With  hope,  a  half-penny,  and  a  Iamb's  skin. 

It  shall  go  i'  faith,  I'll  never  strive  to  meod  it  Foot  this  poetry, 
an  a  man's  brains  were  not  well  l&id  in  his  head,  would  make  liitn 
mad." 

[Act  ii.] 

A  merchant  passes  as  he  hangs  his  rhymes  up ;  sends  him  Co  sea 
with  5  shillings,  with  which  he  purchases  G  Ton  of  Iron  (as  he  thinks) 
in  Preston  in  Persia,  but  selUng  it  to  a  Smith  on  his  rutunij  the  com- 
modity is  retum'd  upon  his  hands  as  good  for  nothing ;  a  Goldsmith 
discovers  the  suppos'd  iron  to  be  Gold,  by  which  Thornton  becomes 
the  richest  man  in  England,  rebuilds  Newcastle,  &c.,  &c.,  and  has  the 
above  rhyme  inscrib'd  in  Gold  on  the  Gates :  a  sort  of  Whittington 
story, 

[FROM  "BUSSY  D'AMBOIS."     BY  CHAPMAN.     (See  p.  74)] 
CHEARFUL  ENDURANCE 

What,  stricken  dumb  ?  nay  fie,  Lord,  be  not  daunted. 
Your  case  is  common.     Were  it  ne'er  so  rare. 
Bear  it  as  rarely  ;  now  to  laugh  were  manly. 
A  worthy  man  should  imitate  the  weather 
That  sings  in  tempests,  &  being  clear  is  sUent. 

[Act  i».,  Sc.  1.] 
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FROM  COWLEY'S  "GUARDIAN."     [See  p.  4S2] 

Doggrell.  Thus  pride  doth  still  with  beauty  dwell,  and  like  the  Baltic 
ocean  swell. 
Blade.  Why  the  Baltic,  Doggrell  ? 
Doggrell.  Why  the  Baltic  ?  this  'tis  not  to  have  read  the  poeta  ! 

FROM  THE  SAME 

Blade  (poison'd).  Boy,  fetch  some  wine,  and  an  hourglass. 

Cutter.  An  hourglass  !  what  emblem  shall  we  hare  ? 

Blade.  So  ;  thus  I'll  husband  my  time.  Acccwding  to  my  Emperidc's 
computation,  I  am  to  live  an  hour,  half  which  1  do  allot  to  drink  with 
you,  a  quarter  to  settle  smne  business,  and  the  rest  to  good  medita- 
tions &  repmtance.     How  like  you  this  my  gallants  ? 

Gutter.  Most  It^cally  divided.     Never  scholar  divided  mess  better. 

[Act  iL,  Sc.  9.] 

FROM  "A  FAIR  QUARREL."     [BY  MIDDLETON  &  ROWLEY. 

(See  p.  114)] 

TEARS 

Bu9sel.  Sister,  I've  such  a  joy  to  make  jmi  welcome  of, 
Better  you  never  tasted. 

Lady.  Good  Sir,  spare  not. 

Buss.  The  Colonel's  come,  and  your  son  Capt"  Ager. 

Lady.  My  Son  1  {she  weeps.) 

Buss.  I  knew  your  eye  would  be  first  served. 
That's  the  soul's  taster  still  for  grief  or  joy. 

[Act  i.,  Sc.  1.] 

"SATIRO-MASTIX."    [See  p.  56] 

Horace  (B.  J.)  says  that  Fannius  "cut  an  innocent  Moor  in  the 
middle  to  serve  him  in  twice,  &  when  he  had  done,  made  Poul's 
work  of  it,"  (.e.,  printed  it.  Qu  ?  what  play,  &  what  writer  this 
refers  to.* 

Decker  in  the  pre&ce  accuses  B.  J.  of  stealing  the  language  of 
Capt.  Tucca  in  his  Poetaster  from  that  of  Capt  Hannam.  Qa  ?  in 
what  play.' 

Tucca  says  that  Horace  (B.  J.)  "  put  up  a  supplication  to  be  a  poor 
journeyman  player  &  had  been  so  still,  but  that  he  could  not  set  a 
good  &ce  upon  it ;  that  he  took  mad  Jeronymo's  part ;  &  played 
Zulsiman  at  Paris  garden :  that  the  Hagerites  banish'd  him." 

[P.  829]. 

i[See  note,  p.  630.]  *[See  note,  p.  630.] 
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I 


I 


Tucca  uki  him  if  he  "yet  be  not  famous  enough  for  killing  a 
Player." 

[P.  as*.] 

Accuse  him  or  "  flirting  ink  into  ever7  nan's  &c«  and  then  crawling 
into  his  hoAom,  &  dnroning  himself  to  wipe  it  off  a^fain,  jret  to  give 
out  abroad  that  he  was  glad  to  come  to  composition  with  him." 

[P.  235.] 

Horace's  fart  is  "  puncht  full  of  oylct  holes,  like  the  cover  of  a  warm- 
ing pan  "  [p.  "iSO]  "  the  most  ungodly,  it  looks  like  a  rotten  russet  apple 
when  'tis  bruised  '  [p.  S-tl.]  His  voice — he  "  nnunils  it  so  in  the  nose 
&  talks  &  randes  for  all  the  world  like  the  poor  fellow  under  Newgate" 
[Ludgate].  "  'Tis  cake  &  pudding  to  me  to  see  his  face  make  faces, 
when  he  reads  his  Sougv  and  Sonnets."  Tucca  snys  his  rapier  is  "  like 
Horace's  goodly  9i  glorious  nose,  bhmt,  blimt,  blunt,"  that  he  "  roars  & 
has  a  good  rouncivsl  voice  to  cry  lantern  &  candlelight."  "  That  he  is 
the  true  arraigned  poet,  &  should  have  been  hanged  but  for  one  of  the 
Players  that  fctch'd  him  out  of  purgatory."  "  His  face  is  full  of  pocky- 
holes  &  pimples  with  his  fiery  inventions."  "A  lean  hollow-cheekt 
scrag  that  looks  sciirvily  on  the  world,  a  parboil'd  face" — ■"«  terrible 
mouth  that  his  beard's  afraid  to  peep  out." 

[Pp.  243,  260.] 

Tucca  makes  Horace  (B.  J.)  iwe&r  "not  any  more  to  bumbut  out  ■ 
new  Play  with  the  old  linings  of  jests  stoln  from  the  Temple's  Revels; 
not  any  more  to  sit  in  a  gallery  when  his  Come<lies  and  interludes  have 
entered  their  actions,  &  there  make  vile  &  bad  faces  at  every  line, 
to  make  gentlemen  h»vc  an  eye  to  him,  &  to  mnke  Players  ahuid  to 
take  his  part ;  not  any  more  to  venture  on  the  Stage  when  his  Play  is 
ended,  9c  to  exchange  courtesies  and  comp'*  with  Gallants  in  the  lord's 
Rooms ;  to  make  all  the  house  rise  up  in  arms,  &  to  cry  That's  Hor- 
ace, Thai's  he,  that's  he,  that  pens  and  purges  Humours  &  Diseases; 
when  he  gives  a  whit»on-ale  not  to  swear  within  three  days  after  in 
Book  binders'  shops,  that  his  vice-roys  or  tributory  Kings  [his  sons]  did 
homage  to  htm,  or  paid  quarterage,"  when  he  sups  with  his  bettent 
"  not  at  table  to  fling  epigrams  emblems  or  play  speeches  about 
him,"  &c.,  &c. 

[Pp.  26I-263.J 


"ARDEN   OF    FEVERSHAM."     [Sec  p.  409] 
Ths  Buffian$  enUr. 


Shakebag.  Stand  close,  Will,  I  hear  them  coming. 
Black  Wili.  SUnd  to  it,  Shakebag,  &  be  rejiolute. 


[Act  iii.,  Sc.  6.] 


-  XTIAS  TURK-D  Ttltt."    [BY 

Ward,  tiu  PinU,  tdU  Am  too  tam»  itf 

Biiyw..  I  Mc  j^ovare  Uod.* 
That  twenty  h  odd 
Bf«,  I  Mm  not  old. 

No  wrinkle  if  oo  my  brow ;  tbeoe  arc  fa«t 
aaij'd  hj  Ub*  ovkiDd  re&Hl  of  njr  afcr. 
See  wh«t  pliiBp  vcte  I  (nve,  no 
ThoMon  Dot  gRj  hftin:  tKej  are  o^jr 
T«  Aew  the  UgbtncM  of  mr  «it :  mm.  _. 
Masacle  tbeK  ami ;  yoa  iIhO  see  a>  tivee 
Tug  the  daj'i  eye  out ;  there  is  not  •  fa  titer 
Anbd  hu  two  boyi  shall  tlare  to  nadcrtake  ■■. 
The  Kun  oat-Tied,  we'll  >et  m  down  togethtj. 
Aod  with  our  sadder  cheer  ont-moiim  the  iu|tht ; 
And  ftpeftk  the  happlJMaa  we  BM^t  have  Ured  to : 
How  by  mine  own  neartli  in  eou  winter  eras 
\  might  have  told  my  wiu  M>me  anticnt  tal«s. 
Which  their*  might  une  d>y  from  their  graudsire  i 
We'll  kdd  unto  oar  woet  thm  by  compare 
Of  what  our  joy«  might  have  been  ;  then  well 
And  fwhrn  we  want  a  plague)  we'll  think  upoo 
ThiK  bloody  marderer  ' ;  wc  nhall  have  store  tbea  ; 
Be  eloquent  In  bitter  execrattomt: 
Our  choler  vented,  then  again  we'll  weep. 
Til)  t«an  glue  up  our  eyea,  to  mock  sad  sleep. 

[Act  i.,  Sc, 

"  WHORE  OF  BABYLON."    [BY  DECKER,  i603] 

She  (Q"   BUMohBth)  walks  not  with  a  Janixary  gnaid ; 

Nor  «a  the  Rnaiian,  with  foul  big-booed  slave* 

Strutting  on  each  aide  with  the  slicing  axe. 

Like  to  a  pair  of  hangmen  :  no,  alas  1 

Her  fwurta  of  guard  are  Ijulies  ;  &  soroetimea 

She's  In  the  gu^en  with  as  small  a  train 

As  is  the  Sun  in  heaven, 

{Decker.    Ptaraon't  ed.     Vol.  ii., 

Canpwn.    In  disputation 

I  dare,  for  Latin,  Hebrew,  &  the  Greek, 
Challenge  an  University  ;  yet  O  evil  bap ! 
Tliree  learned  languages  cannot  set  a  nap 
Upon  this  threadbare  gown.     How  is  Art  curst ! 
She  has  the  sweetest  limbs,  &  goes  the  wont 


*  Ward's. 


"Ward. 
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Like  comraon  Fidlcrs,  drawing  down  other's  meat 
With  licorish  tunes,  while  the^  on  scrapi  do  eat. 

[Tbid,,  Vol.  U.,  p.  224.] 


[FROM  "REWARDS  OF  VIRTUE." 

See  p.  403] 


BY  FOUNTAIN,  I66I.I 


Endymion  to  a  Prineest  dsicribts  Urania  to  justify  his  Low. 

Madam,  I  well  do  know, 
Urania  was  a  Shepherdess,  &  born 
In  some  low  cottage,  'mongst  those  littie  folka 
Whom  Honour  seldom  visits,  &  are  hiest 
With  nothing  but  their  own  content ;  but  She, 
Like  to  a  Star  mistaken  of  his  sphere, 
Grew  so  conHpiouous  'mongst  those  dimmer  lights, 
That  brave  Theander  had  no  sooner  spied  her, 
But  he  became  all  wonder,  &  would  needs 
Dismiss  all  but  himself  tu  talk  with  her. 
I  do  remember  yet,  when  first  the  Prince 
Ask'd  her  some  little  questions,  how,  poor  soul. 
She  blush'd  and  lookt  upon  her  Lamkn,  as  if 
She'd  hare  them  take  her  part.     Her  answers  were 
So  innocent,  as  if  she  had  been  begot 
By  Prayer  upon  some  Vestal.     This  sweet  carriage, 
From  this  sweet  person,  caused  the  Prince  almost 
For  one  whole  summer,  even  when  be  hunted 
About  those  part-s,  to  spend  his  plea-sant'st  hours 
With  this  fair  Shepherdess,  until  at  last 
He  had  persuaded  her  (for  she  was  loath 
To  leave  what  she  well  knew  for  what  she  knew  not) 
To  leave  her  little  flock,  &  go  with  him  ; 
At  what  time  he  esteem 'd  her  lit  to  be 
A  Present  for  your  Highness  ;  an  advancement 
Few  families  can  boast  of:  since  when  (I  know  not. 
Whether  thro'  your  reflections  on  her.  Madam, 
Who  was  relestial  tho'  obscure  before, 
She  did  become  a  Star ;  or  whether  she 
Became  a  greater  imitator  o( 
Your  Higlmess's  perfections  than  all  others), 
She  hath  so  added  unto  Nature  Art, 
That  she's  grown  bright  to  every  eye  ;  &  Lords, 
And  greatest  persons  of  the  Court,  arc  proud 
To  say  Urania  favors  them  to  wear 
The  title  of  her  servant,  as  a  gem 
Too  rich  to  be  examin'd  whence  she  came. 

[Act  Ui.] 
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URANIA,  ON  THE  SCAFFOLD 

Pny,  Sin,  be  near  me. 
When  I  do  ftJl.     I  cannot  tell  what  poBturea 
Death  may  allow  oil 

[Act  v.] 


FROM  R.  WILMOT'S  DEDICATION  OF  "TANCRED  &  GIS- 
MUND "  [See  p.  483]  TO  THE  LADIES  MARIE  PETRE  & 
ANNE  GREY 

-and  now  for  that  weary  winter  is  oome  npon  u^  which  brings 


eth  with  him  drooping  days  &r  tedioiu  nights,  if  it  be  true  that  the 
motions  of  om"  minds  follow  the  temperature  of  the  air  wherein  we 
live,  then  I  think  the  pernsing  of  aome  moumfbl  matter,  tending  to 
the  Tiew  of  a  notable  examnte,  will  refresh  yonr  wtts  in  a  gloomy  day, 
&  ease  your  weariness  of  the  lowring  night.  Whidi,  if  it  please  you, 
may  serve  for  a  solemn  revel  against  the  festival  time :  for  Gismund'a 
bloody  shadow,  with  a  little  cost,  m^  be  ^itreated  in  her  self-like 
person  to  speak  to  ye. 

[Doihletf.     Old  EngUtk  PlayB.    Vol  vii.] 

THYRSIS,  A  PASTORAL  ELEGY,  IN  THE  PERSON  OF  SIR 
KENELM  DIGBY,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  NOBLE 
LADY,  THE  LADY  VENETIA  DIGBY,  WRITTEN  BY  J. 
RUTTER,  1635 

The  gentlest  Swain  that  Aready  e'er  bred, 
Who  Thyrsis  faigbt,  the  saddest  of  that  name, 
Close  by  a  river's  aide  his  heavy  bead 
Laid  down,  as  he  with  tears  would  fill  the  same ; 
Regarding  nought  that  mi^t  him  pleasance  give, 
Since  what  was  his  delight  had  left  to  live. 

And  whilst  that  other  Shepherds  of  his  lank 
(If  any  Shepherd  of  his  rank  might  be) 
Plaid  OD  their  merry  pipes  upon  some  bank. 
Making  the  hills  resoand  their  Jollity, 
He  In  tad  plight  his  wotftal  iay»  did  spend. 
Their  joyous  sports  caring  not  to  attend. 

There  as  he  by  that  silent  water  lay. 

Regardless  of  his  youth  and  tustybsd, 

His  BWelliag  ^;rief  in  vain  he  did  assay 

To  vent  in  gnevous  plaints,  which  more  it  led ; 

Whilst  to  the  ruthless  waves  he  did  relate 

The  story  of  his  loss,  and  heavy  flate. 

I 

You  Nymphs,  if  any  do  inhabit  hers, 
(And  I  have  heard  tlut  Nymplis  in  waters  dwell}* 
Lend  to  my  careful  verse  a  gentle  ear 
Whilst  I.  tlie  saddest  wight  that  e'er  did  tell 
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His  own  mishaps,  unfold  to  you  my  cue. 

In  this  your  baucful  place. 

If  to  the  Sea,  of  which  you  branches  are, 

I  ever  honour  did,  when  list  me  change 

My  Khepti«td'ft  MaFT,  to  -seek  adventures  tu 

In  the  wide  ocean,  where  I  long  did  range, 

And  brought  renown  home  to  my  native  soil 

The  glorj'  of  my  toil : 

Do  not  mistake,  nor  offer  to  compare 

Those  days  with  these,  wherein  my  grief  exceed! 

The  jo>-,  which  once  I  had,  to  see  my  (air 

Welcome  me  home,  and  gratulate  my  dceda, 

Which  to  achieve,  her  grace  as  well  did  move, 

Ab  did  my  country's  love. 

But  now  with  her  those  graces  all  are  gone. — 

Weep  with  me,  Waters,  to  make  up  my  moan. 


Gone  Ii  my  love :  and  why  then  do  I  see 

Nature  the  same  as  e'er  she  was  befiire, 

Since  to  her  making  all  her  forces  She 

Wisely  croploy'd,  and  She  could  give  no  more? 

Though  she  should  frame  the  most  celestial  mold, 

That  e'er  the  earth  did  hold ; 

To  draw  from  all  the  heads  of  noble  blood 

Tbe  beat,  and  to  infuse  it  into  one, 

To  make  a  mixture  of  all  fair  and  good, 

Rare  symmeuy  and  sweet  proportion. 

W.ui  it  to  show  thai  »uch  a  thing  might  be 

Without  eternity  ? 

It  was ;  and  we  are  taught  how  frail  the  trust 

Is,  that  we  give  unto  mortality  ; 

How  soon  she  it)  resolved  into  dust. 

Whom  erst  the  world  so  beautiful  did  see ; 

But  you  were  just  that  took  her,  but  unkind 

In  leaving  mc  behind. 

Alas  I  why  was  I  lefl  thuA  all  alone  7 

Weep  with  me  Waters  to  make  up  my  moan. 


r 


111 

She's  gone,  and  t  am  here :  yet  do  I  find 
With  some  small  joy  the  larguishing  decay 
Of  th'  other  half  which  she  has  lcl\  behind  : 
For  half  of  me  with  her  she  bore  away 
Unto  thoiEre  fieldR  where  she  immoftal  is, 
Heaped  with  heavenly  bliss. 
I  see  her  fair  ftou)  in  that  blefised  place, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells:  and  now  I  know, 
How  in  a  dceam  she  saw  an  .Vi  gel's  face, 
And  it  admiring,  wish'd  she  mtgnt  be  so: 
Which  the  Celestial  powers  would  not  denjr, 
So  did  she  slccpirg  die. 
So  did  she  break  the  bonds  of  hea^7  night. 
And  when  slie  waked,  waked  to  eternal  day  ; 
Where  she  in  forms  Angelic  now  is  dight. 
And  sees  bcr  Maker,  and  iihall  see  for  ays. 
Oh  happy  Sou),  I  will  not  thee  envy : 
Oh  let  me  rather  fly 

VOL.  rv.— 38 
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Unto  that  bleMed  place,  wtiere  tbov  an  gmc 
Then,  Witer*.  weep  no  man,  bat  oad  jbw  ■ 

IV 

I  come :  yet  xomctbing  dotb  letaid  wtK  bM^ 
The  plcdm  of  our  love  thoa  Icftsi  wiib  b«: 
Tbo««  whom  tbou  living  did«t  tctoontt  ao  dea 
Who  Mill  with  me  preterve  thy  memacy: 
Pot  tbeit  lovvd  maktB  yet  must  I  longtt  at^ ; 
■  Then  will  I  post  away : 

When  to  thy  laatms  name  1  have  aprcar'd 

A  Monument,  which  Time  shall  ne'er  defaoB; 

And  aude  the  woiid,  which  aa  yet  have  pot  hie 

Or  thy  lare  virtuen,  &  thy  honoin'd  race. 

Know  who  thou  wcrt,  &  that  tboti  went  from 

At  Natuic'n  gicai  expcnce. 

Then,  world,  farewell ;  you  have  I  teen  enotigfa. 

And  know  how  to  daapMc  your  v;uiity  : 

Your  painted  tlorte*  are  of  baser  stuff. 

Made  ttt  ilcl'.icrc  those  that  wiih  hatfeyta  laa; 

He,  that*  iib«tra4:icd  Itom  you  stands  tDOCfa  b%lNr,. 

And  fiaalar  thing*  admiie. 

*T)|  yon  1  leave*  (o  go  where  ahe  it  gone ; 

Then.  Waterfl,  weep  no  more,  here  end  your  tatm 

ThU  lo  the  empty  winds  A  watett  he 
Alaal  In  vain  (they  cared  not  for  hia  tean) 
Did  thui  unlulj,  (o  caac  his  miacry  : 
When  lo  t  the  Mcaftenger  of  Night  appean ; 
For  the  fall'ii  Sun,  winch  warn^  htm  to  begorte. 
Changed  to  the  light  uncertain  of  the  Moon. 

DeTiiniiilo.iMT  illutlriuintum  Oominum  Kcnelmum  Digby- U 
QO^Jugi  auit  atrurtu,  cjiuquc  mt:tnoria'  dicato,  Epigntmina. 

Hac  tiu  cfaan  jacet,  Diebete,  Venetia  tenA, 

Quit  pieUto  ttiA  nobilc  luarmor  habct : 
l^  Parios  lapides.  iilque  hac  ill  mole  rep«rttun 

Quotl  rhiiliir  potuit,  IVaxitiliive  mantis. 
Aa^cla  lit  vivunt,  fltatuw,  ccelataque  docta. 

Am  nmnu,  quin  ut  vcrtice  et  ipsa  micat 
Gloria  ilcfiuiclus  si  Ungit,  posse  videtur 

Cnrdiliite  hi*c  illain  velle  cubare  modo. 
(juirrtinti  cinerea  refipondent,  "  Corde  jscebo 

Conjugis,  ct  ttimtilo  uobiliore  tenr. ' 

[See  Ruttcr's  ShephtoTM  &Uday,  ecL 

"SAPHO  AND  PHAO."    [See  p.  514] 

Vulcan's  apology  for  hit  Crest. 

fools,  they  arc  things  Uke  Horns,  but  no  Horns.     For  on 
the  Senate  of  Gods  being  holden  a  solemn  session,  in  the  midi 
their  talk,   I    put    in    my   sentence ;    which  was   so  indifferent, 
they  all  concliidcd  it  might  as  well  have  been  left  out,  aa  put  in  ; 
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so  placed  on  each  aide  of  my  head  things  like  Honu,  &  called  me 
a  Parenthesis. 

[Act  iii.,  Sc.  S.] 

MERCHANTS  IN  A  PICTURE 
-their  countenances  so  lively,  that  bargains  seemed  to  come 


from  their  lips. 


Decker.    [The  Magnificent  Entertainment  given  to  King 
Jamet,  l604.     Works,  Pearson's  ed.,  I.,  sgs.] 


SPECIMENS 


or 
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NOTES 


Lamb's  Sp£c/MS/fs 

The  histoT)'  of  Lamb's  Specimens  was  told  so  cle«rlj  by  the  Ute  Mr. 
Dykes  CAmpbell  in  The  A.tken<eum  for  Augtwt  25,  1894,  in  an  article 
that  has  not  been  reprinted,  that  I  have  preferred  to  transfer  his  words 
to  these  pages  rather  tlian  offer  my  own,  which  in  such  a  matter  must 
have  less  of  authority.  The  sudden  death  of  Mr.  Dykes  (Ainphcll 
in  the  mtd<tt  of  hts  exhaustive  and  inspired  studies  in  the  period  of 
Coleridge  and  Lamb  was  a  blow  which  other  students  of  that  pt-riod 
can  never  too  much  regret.  Certain  itlight  additions  to  Mr.  Dykes 
Campbell's  nannUve,  which  I  have  made,  are  in  square  brackets. 

"In  the  quaint  little  '  Autobiography '  which  Lamb  wrote  in   1827 
[see  Vol.   I.,  page  320],  after  giving  a  modestly  incomplete  list  of  his 
Works  {including  those  he  had  left  behind  him  at  the  India  House), 
he  adds  with  an  air  of  just  satUfaction,  '  He  also  was  the  first  to  draw 
the  public  attention  to  the  old  English  Dramatists  in  a  work  called 
Speetntns  of  En'^iish  Dramatic  Writurs  who  lived  about  the  Time  of 
Sk^speare,  puldislied  about  fifteen  years  since.'     In  reality  nineteen 
years  had  elapsed,  for  the  IkkiK  was  issued  in   ld08.     The  preparation', 
of  the  material  for  puhjieation  had  eng-aged  his  attention  during  1807  ' 
and  a  part  of  1808,  but  of  letters  written  while  it  was  going  on,  only  ' 
five  have  come  down  to  us,  and   in  only  one  of  them   is  the   book 
even  mentioned.     [One  other  letter  referring  to  (he  matter  has  since 
come  to  light,  lirom   I>amb  to  Clarkson,  in  June,   1807,  and  another 
written  by  Hazlitt,  printed  in  Mr.  W.  C.  Hazlitt's  Lamb  and  Hazlitt, 
1900,  wherein,  on  January   10,   1808,  Hazlitt  speaks  of  'some  lively  j 
notes  tie  [Lamb]  is  at  present  writing  on  dead  author..'] 

"  Notwithstanding  the  scantiness  of  our  direct  information,  however, 
the  history  of  the  work  may  easily  be  gathered  from  published 
corTe«pondenct\  TTiis  opens  in  May,  MOfy,  with  the  rich  scries  of 
letters  addressed  to  Coleridge,  many  passages  in  which  show  that  the 
writer  was  already,  at  the  beginning  of  his  twcnly-firat  year,  deeply 
read  in  the  works  of  some  of  '  the  dramatists  who  lived  about  the 
time  of  Shakespeare.'  In  .lune  he  transcribed  for  Coleridge's  benefit 
passages  from  '  A  Wife  for  a  Month,'  '  Bonduca,'  '  A  Very  Woman,'  and 
'The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen,'  taken  from  'a  little  extract-book  I  keep, 
which  is  full  of  quotations,  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  in  particular. 


NOTES 


VJtilH 


ta  vlildi  Mrthon  I  eM't  bdp 
poctioU  &nej  than  in  anj  ooe. 
■rot  to  Ujr  mnrlf  open  (17  tmyiag  thcf 
CoUina  Id  wblimitjr.     b«t  don't  5<o« 

new,  yield  tv  'en  kn  vtfie^  of  gemitM  ?     

tielr  b«el«;  but  you  are  OMSt  |whtfily  «•  wdl 
wiittngi  ju  your  humble  ■errmat. 

[Tbc  later  cttract  booka,  bjr  tbc  waj,  aiv 
Godfrey  Ltxrker-LanpKxi  at  RowfitoL     In  addittaa  tie 
paaMgca  frvm  old  plays,  Lamb  ni|»ed  Into  thetm 
other  tliiugt  tliat  pleued  hit  Ctney.] 

"Tliree  nionthi  later  (in  September,  1196]  the  Aock 

a  real  tnift^tif  in  his  own  family  qamcbed  all  appetite  far  tht 
'  1  bumrd  all  my  own  veraca,'  be  wrute  to  Coleridge  in 
my  IkkjIl  uf  ^xlracta  from  Bcauioont  aod  Flctclfeer  and  a 
k«>urce«;'  but  before  tlie  tpriiig  of  1797  the  cloods  had  Imkenrari 
the  writing  of  verse  «od  the  rraiHi^  of  tk 
rrfcrred  to  the  '  exqotsite  tldnc  rcksei 
" The  railliful  Shcphcnlow/' '  and  asked  Culcridee  to  rejoice  vtthM 
In  the  aouiiiiitloQ  of  Fairfax's  Godfrey  of  BitUat  far  half  a  uu—. 
The  old  InvourlCe  passages  from  the  draraatista  w«rv  peofaafafa  t^ 
trniiitcrilKd  into  a  new  uote-book  [thU  ii  proved  by  the  Rowfial 
trcaaurcH],  fur  thrtrc  out  of  tbc  four  seat  iu  tlic   letter  of  the  pcesioM 

aumnicr  found  a  pl»cc  iu  the  Spcdmeru ;   ooe   of  them t}wK  fi^ 

MaMingrr — lutving  in  the  meantime  been  cboseo  as  motto  far  I^^^^H 
conlri  but  Ions  to  the  joint  volume  (with  Coleridge  and  Uoyd)  paU^^^I 
In  1797  [see  Vol.  V.  of  this  edlUon,  page  26S] ;  while  anothe^^^l 
tmxn  'The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen' — had  blonosned  anew  in  Col^^^^H 
'Osorlu.'  [Tlius]  iu  'The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen'  Palunoa  and  Aitite 
arc  conversing  in  prison.     Says  Arcite  : — 


I..aiult  Itad  resumed  both 
dnunutistn.     in   April   he 


Thk  u  sD  oar  world  : 
W«  ibaU  know  Qoihing  ben  boi  one  aaaiber , 
Kotr  notbinc  bui  the  clock  tb«  teOs  our  woes. 
The  vine  thBu  grow,  b«t  ««  riuD  iie*«r  mc  it 

In  'Osorlfi '  Alhadra,  describing  her  life  in  prison,  aays  : — 

In  liirkneu  I  reataiMd.  countiag  tlw  clocks 
Which  haply  toM  mc  Oat  the  blesMd  sun 
Wu  filing  OD  mv  ganten. 

"When,  in  179»  i7{J9,  the  friendship  with  Coleridge  underwcnTa 
brief  eclipse,  Southey  became  Lamb'b  confidaut.  Of  the  old  play- 
Wrights,  Murlnwe  was  then  in  the  a&cendant,  and  of  the  old  poets. 
Wither  juul  Quarlus.  It  was  at  this  time  that  Lamb's  eathoiiaani 
cryNlnlUscd  in  the  fonnof  i/o^tn  TFyorftJi/ [see  Vol.  V.,  pp.  LSI  and  350], 
and  timl  .Southey  whs  tAught  to  see  the  beauties  ofthc  writings  by  whicb 
it  Imd  been  inspired.  In  the  following  year  [1800]  the  spell  was  cast 
over  WonUworlh,  who  was  proselytised  to  the  length  of  deiiring  to  bur 
the  works  of  Uen  JonMiu,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  their  poer»-^ 
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&  coiuuiisiion  of  inquiry  as  to  the  cont  having  been  sent  to  Lamb. 
But  probably  no  one,  or  bardly  any  one  outside  Lamb's  little  circle, 
which  wag  then  at  ita  smallest,  cared  for  any  of  the  Elizabethans 
except  Shokeapcare  ;  and  even  Shakespeare  at  that  i>eriod  was  kept  iu 
evidence  maiuly  by  the  acting  of  routilatet)  stage- versions  of  his  pUys, 
and  by  the  aid  of  an  active  but  purblind  set  of  editors  and  scholiasts.' 
I^amb,  however,  was  never  discouriixed,  and  in  this  wintry  time,  by 
much  reading  and  study,  kept  his  love  for  the  old  masters  warm. 

"  In  June,  180+,  Southey  infonn(^  Coleridge  tliAl  he  had  proposed 
to  Messrs.  Longman  to  publish  a  collection  of  the  scarcer  atiud  better 
old  poets,  beginning  with  Pisrs  Plotoman.  '  If  it  be  done/  he  added, 
'  my  name  must  stand  to  the  prospectus,  and  Lamb  shall  take  the  job 
and  the  emolument — for  whom  in  fact  I  invented  it,  being  a  fit  thing 
to  be  done  and  he  the  man  fit  to  flo  it.'  [In  .May  of  the  same  year, 
1  uught  interpolate,  Southey  had  written  to  liis  wife  :  '  I  saw  Longman 
yesterday,  who  was  very  glad  to  sec  me.  I  am  trying  to  make  him 
publish  a  collection  of  tl»e  scarce  old  En^hsh  poets,  which  will  be  the 
fittest  thing  in  the  world  for  I^mb  to  manage,  if  he  likes  it ;  or,  per- 
haps, to  manage  with  my  co-operation.]  George  ElUs'a  recently 
published  and  successful  Sj/eciTnens  of  Ihs  Early  Eiufliah  Poets 
probably  stood  in  the  way  of  Southey  s  scheme,  for  when  he  him- 
self undertook  the  task  for  Messrs.  Longman  he  was  made  to  begin 
his  selections  at  the  point  at  which  Ktlis  had  stopped.  As  Lamb 
was  ut  thi<i  time  almost  desperately  in  need  of  some  paying  literary 
work,  the  frustration  of  Southey's  benevolent  seheme  must  have 
been  a  great  disappointment.  But  we  shall  probably  not  l>e  far 
wrong  if  wc  assume  that  out  of  the  correspondence  respecting  the 
proposals  arose  the  first  idea  of  a  comprehensive  selection  from  the 
old  dramatists — a  department  which  had  not  entered  into  the  scheme 
cither  as  formed  by  .Southey  or  .ts  modified  by  the  pubtishfra.  The 
single  letter  of  I  HOi  which  5ur\  ives  chances  to  be  addressed  to  Southey, 
but  it  has  no  concern  with  literature;  and  if  the  idea  of  the  Specimens 
had  occurred  to  Lamb  at  this  time,  it  must  have  gone  to  sleep  for  lack 
of  encouragement,  seeing  that  in  the  autumn  of  1 803  he  felt  that  he 
'  must  do  something,  or  we  shall  get  very  poor.'     Relief  was  sought 

in  the  composition  of  Mr.  S [see  Vol.  V.,  pp.  I8U  and  36A],  a  task 

which  occupied  all  his  leisure  during  the  ensuing  six  months.  It  was  on 
the  failmY;  of  the  farce  at  Dnir)*  Lajie  in  December,  1806,  that  Lamb 
Set  about  the  S^Mot'nwnjt,  appArrntly  under  an  arrange-ment  with  Messrs. 
Longiimn.  That  he  did  not  content  himself  with  the  material  supplied 
by  his  own  slielvcs  or  by  private  l>orrowings,  but  ransacked  the  rich 
stores  of  the  British  Museum,  is  shown  by  the  preface,  in  which  he 
states  that  more  than  a  third  part  of  tlie  extracts  'are  from  plays 
which  are  to  be  found  only  in  the  British  Museum,  and  in  some  scarce 
private  libnuies ; '  and  though  no  special  mention  is  there  mode  of 
the  Garrick  coUediou,  be  states  in  his  letter  to  Hone  of  January,  1827 

*  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell  probably  exaggerates  a  liltle.  The  editors  were  not  SO 
ignonint  as  he  luggects.  Malone,  for  example,  had  a  wonderfal  collection  of  old 
plays. 


t*. 


km.    M  m^mtmrn 

mm  %mMt 
Tim  i>  ttv  li 

«IW  MiMHi  »r  Cmnm  wm  urn  tfmd  tam 
Itmt  Ijmtt  ^i  lit  Ifcr  tMt  vMlOMt  aT 

t— 4>  wfm9U€dk0tdgf : 

•rOMif  ««Mlw}  kdlallwlftc.     Be* 
An/    hitlMitfwHMi/ AviHirftr  IMM 
MuA  -i^frMMiv*  mWh,jmMlf  (m  Uab't  iettv  of  Ji 
ff'/rfi  (y/li'iM|pr'«  MM,     Tn*  «ttie  qaota  tlK  nala  on  -Tbe  Wlhft' 
lt«)  •ml  "fhf  Two  Vo4fV  KfoMBeD  '  fpHT  S^lJ  m  pvtxvfarif 
"•■>  nimddffri  lb*  nad  mmic  fron  'The  SftuMfa  Tw^gdy'  (p^ 

rtt  nf  ih«  Ml««tlaiii.1 
i  ti<    jtrett  qiurtrrllm  alfnimS  thli  book,  the  publiertfam  «f  wfaidi 
#(fii«ttlM(Ml«rif>iiorIi  Iti  ihr  itiiil^  of  one  of  the  moat  imporbuit  M«tioai 
I  Utr^rmturf,  in  pnm  iirinotioert — an  onUwioo  all  tbe 


tr. 


»t  our  iinHoiiaI 

9»«tarkMl>|*>  M't'itm  llml,  wltli  tlir  cirrptiort  of  Lamb  hiaaclf,  no 
I      '  -vffi'  (in  iiiiirh  IriUmtftI  In  it*  tiilyf-<*t  u  the  respM>tivc  rdUton 

•  ■Hlnirifh  [  rniiieli  Jeinvy]  ami  the  Quarterly  [U'ilUain  Giffbrd, 

»t|itiH  irl  MnMlii^fr,  INO:'i],  ftir  (Inl  hiimlirr  of  the  Qatarf^r/y  appearing 
Rliiiiml  Aliiiullnnriiiikly  with  tlir  SvroifTtmn.  [Later,  however,  as  will 
lid  iii'i'd  III  lhi<  Miitd  to  Forir*  '  Itiukni  llr«rt'  (we  page  6l0),  the 
iju\titftlj/  ri-lrrml  Itt  I^mili  In  tlir  must  util'urtunatc  terras.]  Tbe  saIc 
taniMil   liavi*  hcfn  Urifi',  fur  tlie  inigority  uf  tbe  copies  now  extent 
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have  not  the  original  Longman  title-page  of  1608,  but  that  prefixed 
to  the  reniAinder  xhf^ets  ivitted as  'second  edition'  by  Bumpus  in  IS13. 
It  is  noticeable,  moreover,  that  these  copies  sufficed  to  supply  the 
public  demand  during  the  remaining  twenty-one  years  of  Lamb's  life- 
time. But  the  seed  was  good,  «nd  it  hnd  fallen  into  good  ground, 
which  was  watered  afresh  in  1818  by  the  reprinting  of  a  selection 
from  the  critical  notes  in  Ijimb's  Works  [see  Vol.  I.,  page  40].  In 
reviewing  the  Works,  Blackwood  spoke  in  the  highest  terms  of  the 
notes,  and  referred  to  the  use  that  had  been  made  of  them  in  a  series 
of  *  Analytical  Essays  on  the  Old  English  Drama,*  which  had  recently 
appeared  in  the  magazine.  Perhaps,  however,  the  most  important 
direct  outcome  was  Hazlitt's  course  of  lectures  on  the  EliKabethan 
dramatists,  delivered  in  1821.  Not  only  did  the  lecturer  owe  much  "s 
to  Lamb  personally  for  encouragement  to  take  up  the  subject,  for 
inspiration,  and  for  direction  in  his  reading,  but  it  must  have  lieen 
to  the  previous  influence  of  the  Rjpeeimens  that  he  owed  in  large  .' 
measure  his  very  audiences  at  the  Surrey  Institution." — Thus  Ikr  Mr. 
Dykes  Campbell. 

Jameii  Russell  Lowell,  in  his  essay  "  Shakespeare  Once  More,"  has 
written  thus  of  Lamb's  labours  in  this  field  :  .  .  .  "Charles  Lamb,  for 
example,  came  to  the  old  English  dramatists  with  the  feeling  of  a  dis- 
coverer. He  brought  with  him  an  alert  curiosity,  and  cverj-thing  was 
deli|j;htful  simply  because  it  Mas  strange.  Like  other  early  adventurers, 
he  sometimes  mistook  shining  sand  for  gold;  but  he  had  the  great 
advantage  of  not  feeling  himself  responsiblt;  for  the  manners  of  the 
inhabitants  he  found  there,  and  not  thinking  it  needful  to  make  them 
square  with  any  Westminster  Catechism  of  opstheties.  Best  of  all,  he 
did  not  feel  compelled  to  compare  them  with  the  Oreck.s,  alMut  «-hom 
be  knew  little,  and  cared  lessL  He  took  them  as  he  found  theni, 
described  them  in  a  few  pregnant  sentences,  and  displayed  his  speci- 
mens of  their  growth  aixd  manufacture.  When  he  arrived  at  the 
dramatists  of  the  Kestoration,  so  far  from  being  shocked,  he  was 
charmed  with  their  pn-tty  and  immoral  ways ;  and  what  he  says  of 
them  [in  the  Elia  essay  on  the  Arti6clal  Comedy]  reminds  us  of  blunt 
Captain  Dampier,  who,  in  his  accotmt  of  the  island  of  Timor,  remarks, 
as  a  matter  of  no  consequence,  that  the  natives  'take  as  many  wives  as 
they  can  maintain,  and  as  for  religion,  they  have  none.' 

"  Lamb,"  Mr.  I^well  adds,  "  had  the  great  advantage  of  seeing  the 
elder  dramatists  as  they  were  ;  it  did  not  lie  within  his  province  to  '"^ 
point  out  what  they  were  not.  Himself  a  fragmentary'  writer,  he  bod 
more  sympathy  with  imagination  where  it  gathers  into  the  intense 
focus  of  passionate  phrase  thiin  with  that  higher  form  of  it,  where  it 
is  the  faculty  that  shapes,  gives  unity  of  design,  and  balanced  gravita- 
tion of  ports." 

The  finest  tribute  that  Lamb's  work  has  received  naturally  comes 
from  Mr.  Swinburne,  who  wrote  thu.i  at  the  close  of  his  essay 
entitled  "Charles  Lamb  and  George  Wither":  "No  man  ever  had 
less  about  tmn  of  pretension,  philosophic  or  other,  than  Charles  Lamb: 
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at  111  ■  ■■iiJ,  «r  EfciiiBpiiil  «r  mf  Day — mv  iduald  iMtWBllT  but  ci- 
peefeed  hte  to  feel  a^  to  nifwiF  hk  ftfiaaty;  fa«t  cna  Mte  tte 
tomdstkeaedft  ««  find  UBSttiMied  towrds  tbc  atfvueat  anl  m* 
totiUe  ^all  thegiMi  hraod:  wd  tk»  fay  ■»  >a^»II^  atincte 
<■      ill  kuawm^ ma aaUd  Jod  liyiBriJi  appt  lite  far  rUna of  Uood 
or  I1HW  W  l^ay  ;  b«t  by  the-  bcraieor  pset:^  iastxnct  of  ^paptt^ 
with  'hif^a^iemA  *nd  hi^h  pawinni.'  with  the  snbtimitv  of  wfaii* 
«ad  the  extisvaguice  of  lore,  «hkb  gave  htm  power  to  read  w^ 
■■eb  poetfy  v  to  Campbell  wu  a  ttmnMiw^  hloch  mnA  to  Halhn 
fcolahDwa.      Mariowc  wjtfa  hb  Famtos,  Mmrstnci   with  hi>  AadntA 
Tovnear  with  bit  ViadMse,  Tmd  with  hb  Calantha,  Webster,  above  tlL 
with  hii  two  torereifpi  types  of  feminine  daring  «ik3  woanaol y  cadamtfc. 
die  henm>e  of  aaSaia^  and  the  bcroinc  of  sin  :  these  ace  they  wiam 
he  has  interpreted  and  made  knowo  to  us  in  anch  words  as  akne  eooU 
•eem  deaervii^  fi«  tntth  and  for  beauty,  lor  subtletr  and  far  stfen|tK 
to  be  heard  by  way  of  interlude  between  tbe  aoftn-  and  the  ttenur 
bBnoDki  of  tocir  Titioic  text    Truly  aad  thankfully  may  those  rhoK 
boyish  tastes  bare   been  atrenj^ftied  with   such    mental    food  a^ 
quickened  with  such  iipiritnal  witm- — the  meat  so  carved  and 
the  cup  so  tempered  and  poured  out,  by  such  a  master  and 
tbe  feast — bear  witness  and  gire  thanks  to  so  great  and  ao  renenHa' 
benebctur;  who  has  fed  us  on  Uod's  marrow,  and   with   honey  oat 
tbe  lion's  mouth.     To  him  and  to  him  alone   it  is  that   we  owe 
revetatinn  and  the  resurrf^tion  of  our  greatest  dramatic    poets  a    _ 
ShakcRieare.     AD  those  who  have  done  hard  and   good  work  in  tbe 
■amc  held,  from  the  date  of  Mr.  Collier's  ^upnlctnentary  rolnme  to 
Oodsley  down  to  the  present  date  of  Mr.  Bullen  a  uo  lesi  thaokwortfaj 
collection  of  costly  wails  and  strays  redeemed  at  last  from  moulderiitf 
manuscript  or  irarce  less  inaccessible  print — all  to  whom  we  owe  sot- 
thiuf;  of  good  service  in  this  line  owe  to  Lamb  tbe   first  example  of 
Buch  toil,  the  6rst  indicntion  of  such  treasure.     He  a1<me  opened  tbe 
golden  vein  alike  for  students  and  for  «cioIists :  he  set  the  fkshkm 
real  or  affected  interest  in  our  groit  forjfotten  poets.      Behind  bim 
beneath  we  see  the  whole  line  of  conscientious  scholars  arid  of  ii 
rhetoriciaoB :  the  Hazlitts  prattling  at  his  Ulc],  the  Dytt^  hibo 
his  wake.     If  the  occasional  harvest  of  these  dcsulton,*  researches 
hi<i  one  and  only  claim  on  the  rcf^nnl  of  Knglishnien,  this  alone  ■ 
fiulTice  to  ensure  him   th^ir  everWiting  respect  and  their  onalleni 

{[ralitude  :  and  this  is  as  siriAll  a  part  as  It  is  a  precious  one  of  his  pri 
ess  legacy  to  all  time.     Tbe  sweet  spontaneous  grace  of  hi&  best  poetrr 
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Km  never  been  RurpaMcd :  for  subtle  and  simple  humour,  for  tender 
and  cordinl  wit,  his  essays  and  letters  have  never  been  approached  :  as 
a  critic,  Coleridge  alone  has  ever  equalled  or  cxcclk-d  him  in  tlclicacy 
and  strength  of  insif^ht,  and  Coleridj^e  has  excelled  or  equiilled  him 
only  when  writing  on  Shakespeare  :  of  Shakespeare's  contempor.iries 
Lamh  was  &»  much  the  better  judge  as  he  was  the  steadier,  the  deeper, 
and  the  mortr  appreciative  student.  A  wise  enthusiasm  gave  only  the 
sharper  insight  to  his  love,  the  keener  edge  to  his  judgment :  and  the 
rare  composition  of  all  such  highest  qualities  as  we  find  scattered  or 
confused  in  others  raised  criticism  in  his  case  to  the  level  of  creation, 
and  made  his  lightest  word  more  weighty  ttian  all  the  labouring  wis- 
dom of  any  judge  less  gracious,  any  reader  less  inspired  ttian  Clurlei 
Lamb." 

In  Oabb  Robinson's  MS.  reminiscences  1  read :  "  I  sent  these 
•elections  from  the  Ancient  Dramatists  [and  Garrick  PlaysJ  to  Ludwig 
Tieck.  He  said  of  them,  '  Sie  Bind  aus  meincm  Hercen  gesehrieben  '— 
'They  arc  written  out  of  my  heart."  Tlie  remark  was  made  as  well  of 
the  criticism  as  of  the  text. ' 

Page  xi.  Preface  to  the  "  Specimens. "  Robert  Dodsley's  Select 
Collection  of  Old  Plays,  In  twelve  volumes,  was  published  in  17^. 
The  second  edition,  edited  by  Isaac  Heed  (see  below),  was  published 
in  1780,  and  a  third,  after  Lamb's  Sp£cimcn^  Imd  made  their  way,  in 
1825-1827,  utidcr  the  editorship  of  Lamb's  friend,  JoJm  Payne  Collier, 
with  loans  from  the  Utc  OctAvius  Gilclirist. 

Lamb's  "  Ren  Jonson"  was  sold  in  America  in  Februan,-,  18-1-8,  together 
with  many  other  of  the  books  from  hts  library,  which  were  permitted 
to  leave  this  country  after  Mary  Lamb's  death.  Among  the  others 
were  five  volumes  of  pUya.  I  do  not  know  whether  this  is  the  same 
"Ben  Jonsou"  folio,  I()92,  wliieh  Mr.  W,  C.  Hazlitt  says  Lamb  gave  to 
Sir  John  Studdart.  Lamb's  "  Massinger  "  is  not  mentioned.  His  copy 
of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  with  MS.  notes  by  himself  and  Coleridge, 
is  happily  in  the  British  Museum.  A  description  of  it  will  be  found 
in  Vol.  II.  of  the  present  edition  of  Lamb's  writings,  page  3iH.  The 
BiO(jraphia  Dramatka  was  edited  by  Isaac  Reed  (iTt'^-ISOT)  in  1782, 
Reed,aUo  the  editor  of  Slmkespeare — in  twenty  one  volumes,  1803 — had 
a  countrj-  hou.se  at  Amwell,  in  the  Lamb  country,  and  was  buried  there. 

Page  5.  "The  Spanish  Tra^jedy."  Coleridge  thought  that  if  any] 
other  hand  than  Kyd's  whs  in  the  play  it  was  not  Webster's,  as  Lamb 
suggests,  but  Shakespeare's.  There  arc  also  supporters  of  Jonson, 
although  he  ridicules  the  play  in  "Every  Man  in  His  Humour." 
Shakespeare  knew  the  pl«y.  for  he  makc?>  Christopher  Sly  use  the 
phrase,  "Go  by,  Jeronimy"  ("Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  Ind.,  I,  9), 
which  is  the  tinker's  recollection  of  Kyd's  line,  "  Beware  Hieronimo, 
go  by,  go  by." 

"  The  Tragedy  of  Locrine  "  to  which  Lamb  refers  has  been  assigned, 
on  doubtful  evidence,  to  Charles  Tilney  (I.^(il-I.i86).  The  phrase 
"  more  p*ilcnl  Kpirit "  is  a  recollection  of  the  First  Witch  in  "  Mac- 
beth '■  {IV.,  i.,  76). 
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PamII.    "  The  JjfPM  of  Ki»g  David."     George  Penit,  d 
notfld,  wu  s  Chrut'i  Hoipital  hay. 

PjiffP  1.9.      "i>iwf'«  DoMHnMm."      Jt  it  gtnomify  m^veAM 
piny  WM  not  by  Marlowe.    J.  P.  Collier  "iJJ.i  ■!■  »*— *  it  ■ 
With  "The  Spanish  Moor'«  Trajpnly."  do  wocer  estMat^  ^rni 
HrDftluwf  liy  Decker,  Hnuffhlan  tad  Dmy.     Taat  n»^,  b0iiv<«l 
hern  «  ^nfl  upon  an  old  basil  of  Marlove't. 

Puffr  1 1.     Lamb's  notf.  to  "  Lutt'i  Dowtimtm."     *■  In  faOr 
na»oti  rotten,"  In  fnini   Rik-i^ih'K  "Milkmaid**    Motb^i  Ab«c 
Marluwc'«  "(JVmic  Uvr  with  inr  and  be  my  love"      Tbr  piuwK' 
C'Anibyic*'  vein"  is  Falftaft — "I  mast  speak   in  fMaaaeo,  a^ 
do  it  in  King  Cambyses'  vein  "  ("  I    Hrnry  IV.,"   II,,   i»^  4451 
Cambyom   bring   the   bombastic  hero  of  Tfkonuts    PrMtoo's  ti 
bearing  bin  name,  published  in  I5fi9.     Pistol  m  in  "Tbe  Menr 
of  Windsor,"  "  «  Henry  IV."'  and  "  Hemy  V."      Shakespewv  m 
as  a  satirical  commentator  on  the  excesses  of  hi*  cootetiipoeana.  TA 
phrase  "huBing  braggart  pufl,"  is  from  Donne  (Satiica,  JV.^  164).b 
"  but  coldly  imitates,    from  Ben  Jonson  :  Sir  Epicure  Mammon  in  "T* 
Alclirmiiit. '     Scr  page  i69  of  ttiis  book,  7tli  line  frcnn  foot. 

Page  16.     Lamb'M  note  to  "  Tanburttiine."      Mine  Ancient  Pa^' 
("S  Henry  IV.,"  II.,  iv„  177-181)  addresses  tbe  Havtem-. 

Stall  padc-bonn 
And  hoOow-pamperd  kdea  of  Asia. 
Whidt  csiukk  fo  but  tbinj-  miles  a  day, 
Compan  wM)  Caaan,  and  with  Canaibati^ 
Antl  TroJRn  Ondcs? 

The    phrue  "midvummer    madness"  is    tbe   Countess    Oliria'iL 
"Twomh  Night,"  HI.,  iv..  61. 

Page  17.     "  KUward  TI."     It  was  probably,  Cftnon  Alnjtcr  _ 
In  this  play  that  Lamb  found  the  name  Matra\is,  which  he  i^^ftr 
the  seducer  in  lioaamund  Gray.    I'he  jig  on  page  19  is  611m  Fahvuit 
ChrtmeU. 

Page  «7.  "Doctor  Faiistut."  There  is  a  passa^  concemini; 
Oot-tnc's  "  Faust "  and  Marlowe's  "  Faustus  "  in  a  letter  from  Lacnl) 
to  HarriRun  Ainnworth,  writtyn  in  1823,  Of  Goethe's  version  L-ninh 
says:  "  'Tis  a  di'^n^rt-cnblc.  canting  talc  of  Seduction,  which  has  nothing 
to  do  with  tlir  Spirit  of  Fauntiis — Curiosity.  Was  the  dark  secret  t^| 
t»c  explored,  to  end  in  the  nediicing  of  a  weak  girl,  which  rotcbt  ha^9 
iH'cn  arrompllshcil  by  earthly  agency?  When  Marlowe  gives  AfiH 
Fnuitus  a  mistress  he  Hies  him  at  Helen,  flower  of  Greece,  to  be  sar^^ 
and  not  at  MisR  Betsy,  or  Miss  Rally  Thoughtless. 


Cui  ia  the  brandi  Umi  bare  tbe  goodlj*  buil. 
And  whbcred  b  ApoDo't  Uurd  tree. 
Pnustiu  ii  dead. 

[Cut  is  ibc  tnandb  that  might  hnvc  rrown  fuH  stiaigfai. 
And  bnrncd  b  Apollo's  laurel  bough, 
Thai  umretimes  grew  within  this  learned  man, 
pBusttis  is  KOne—] 
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Bu  if  the  figurative  bad  flagged  in  description  of  such  a  Loss,  and  was 

B^duced  to  tell  the  fact  simply." 

w       Page  ii.     •' Tfie  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton."     Certain  critics  hftTe 
not   hesitated  to  attribute  this  play  to  Shakespeare ;    but  the   best 
Judges  are  utterly  opposed  to  the  theory.     Hazlitt  believed  it  to  be 
by  Hey  wood- 
Page  53.     Lamlf's  note  to  "  Old  jyortwuUui."    The  phras« 

'  a  swarm  oT  Toob 

I  Crowcliog  togelbct  to  be  couiual  wiie. 

Is  from  this  play.     Sec  page  5i,  6tb  line  from  foot. 

Biron  is,  of  course,  in  "Love's  Labour's  Lust,"  but  I  do  not  know 
who  first  said  "pure  Biron  and  Romeo."  The  phrase  a  "reason  unto 
themselves  "  is  probably  an  Adaptation  of  Paul's  remark  of  the  Gentiles 
that  they  were  a  "law  unto  themselves"  (Romans  ii.  1*).  Lamb 
refers  Later  to  Sidney's  Arcadia. 

Mr.  Swiuburue  suggests  that  Lamb  should  have  substituted  "  fully" 
for  "almost"  in  the  phrase  "almost  as  poetical."  "Sidney,"  he  adds, 
"might  have  applauded  the  verses  which  clothe  with  living  muiic  a 
passion  as  fervent  and  as  fiery  a  fancy  as  his  own." 

Page  5*.  Second  Part  of  "  The  Honest  Wliore."  Mr.  Swinburne 
has  written  in  the  following  terms  of  this  play  and  Lamb's  criticism 
of  it  :— 

The  merit  of  ibc  play  .  .  .  consists  tnoinE;  or  almost  wttolly  in  tbc  prcsentotioa  o(  the 
tbrcc  principal  pcnons :  the  recUimod  hartot.  now  ibc  Tailhrul  and  paticDt  wife  of  ber  first 
sedticcr :  ^  broken-down,  niffianlr.  ligfat-bcvicd  And  light-headed  Ubotioe  who  hu  toofncd 
ber :  and  the  dcvucd  old  fashcr  woo  watcbcs  m  tbc  disffuisc  of  a  scrvani  ovtr  the  changes 
irf  her  fontnie,  the  suHaing:,  ridu,  and Usnptstians  wbicD  tiylbe  purity  of  ber  penitOKe  and 
coofirm  (he  (ortuudc  u(  her  oMutancy.  Of  tfacae  thne  cbaiaclen  I  cannot  hut  think  itaal  any 
dnunaiist  who  ever  hvod  tnig,bi  hxvs  fdt  thai  he  had  faatoa  to  bt  proud.  It  is  sUaugc  thai 
Charles  Lamb,  to  whom  of  «U  critics  and  all  mtn  the  pathetic  ana  humorous  charm  of  the 
cU  maa'a  paaoaaUtv  micbl  iikmi  cooAdenily  have  ban  expected  mosi  coniiaDy  to  appeal. 
duold  bave  left  to  HaiMt  ud  L<^  Hunt  tbe  boocMr  of  doing  lustice  to  so  beaiURil  a 
cttoiioD — ifae  cnnmiof  evidence  to  the  greauiess  of  Dckka-'s  vilts.  his  power  of  mocal 
imagllaadoo.  and  bij d^cacy  of  draniaiic  execmioo  ("  Thomas  Deucer."  .VintMmik  Cf»tm*y, 
Janoarr.  iftS?). 

Page  56.  "  Saliro-Maslix."  This  play  was  Decker's  share  in  his 
quarrel  with  Ben  Jonson.  In  1599  they  had  worked  together  on  "The 
Page  of  Plymouth"  and  "  Robert  the  Secoud,"  but  in  l600  came  Ben 
JoiLson's  "Every  Man  in  His  Humour"  and  "C^'nthia's  Revels,"  both 
of  which  contain  satire  at  Decker's  expense.  In  IfiOl  Jonson  clapped 
Decker  into  "  The  Poetaster."  Decker  replied  in  the  present  play. 
They  do  not  seem  to  have  made  it  up,  for  in  l6l9  Jousim  told  Druni- 
mond  of  Hawthomden  that  Decker  was  a  knave.  See  Lamb'^  note 
to  "The  Virgin  Martyr,"  page  358;  see  also  further  extracts  from 
"  Satiro-Mastix  "  in  the  Appendix,  pages  588-589. 

Page  6S.     Lamh'i  note  to  "Antonio  and  Slellida."     The  phrases 

Quoted  in  the  last  sentence  are  from  these  lines  in  Milton's  "  Passion  " 

(54-56)  :— 

And  J  (for  grief  is  easily  bceuilcd) 

Mtgfat  think  th'  infeaion  ot  my  sorrows  loud 

Hnd  gm  a  race  of  tnouroen  on  some  pregnant  dood. 
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Page  tia.  FootnoU.  See  MiHon's  introductioD  to  SamstmA^timtia 
for  Ijunh's  reference.     The  later  quotation  is  from  Parad4$e  Lett,  Vf., 

O  tor  Ihu  MrniiDg  voice,  wlucb  he  wtto  saw 
Th'  Apocalypw,  beanl  07  la  Heaven  qlood. 

Page  63.  Lamb's  footnote.  The  reference  is  to  Colerid|^*t  remark 
ou  egotism  in  the  preface  to  the  Poems,  1796:  "Your  Ble«k  farountu 
of  Kurtuue  are  K«ntists,  when  the}*  condenin  «U  '  melanchotj,  da- 
contented '  venet.' 

Page  69.  "The  InsatiatM  Cotmiest."  The  author^ip  of  thin  pU; 
ia  douhtful.  Mr.  A.  H.  Bullen  ta  inclined  totliink  that  Maraton  befiii 
it,  and  William  Baikateed,  the  actor,  finished  it. 

Pi^  7 1 .  Lamb's  footnote.  The  p»titge  on  the  citizen's  garb  I  hanr 
not  succeeded  in  tracing.  Poesib^  it  is  in  Godwin's  Xi/«  0/  Chaaetr. 
The  author  of  The  JViumphs  of  God's  BmMmgn  Ayamst  .  .  .  Murtktr 
was  John  Rcynold.s  (fl.  l(iSa-]&40).  Lamb's  copy  of  the  trork,  witJi 
marffiiiulia  by  C^uleridf^T.-,  is  iii  America. 

Page  83.  Lamb's  note  on  George  Chapman,  In  a  letter  to  Bwton, 
L^mb,  in  remarking  on  his  prose  versioa  of  Chapman's  Odyseay — 7%s 
Adventures  of  UlysM*  -eayg,  "Chnpman  ii  divine."  It  was  of  Chap^ 
man's  **  Homer  "  that  Kcsta  wrote  his  himoua  sonneL 

A  letter  from  Lamb  to  Sir  Charles  £ltoD  written  nmuy  years  later 
contains  this  criticism  of  Chapman  : — 

"Your  commendation  of  Master  Chapman  arrideth  me.  Can  an; 
one  read  the  pert,  modem,  Frenehify'd  nutes,  etc.,  in  Pope's  tnittJa- 
tlon,  and  contrast  them  with  solemn  weighty  prefac-ei  of  CbsfKiian, 
writing  iu  full  faith,  aa  he  evidently  does,  of  the  plenary  iiumiretion 
of  his  author — worshipping  his  meanest  scraps  and  relics  as  divine — 
without  one  sceptical  misgivtitg  of  their  authenticity,  and  doubt  which 
WAS  the  properest  to  expound  Homer  to  their  countrymen.  Rercrend 
Chapman  !  you  have  re«d  his  hjinn  to  Pan  (the  Homeric). — Why,  it 
is  Milton 'it  blank  vt-rse  clothed  with  rhyme!  Paradise  Lost  oonld 
scarce  lose,  could  it  be  so  accoutred. 

"  I  shall  die  in  the  belief  that  be  has  improved  upon  Homer,  in 
the  Odyssey  in  particular— the  disclosure  of  LHysses  of  himself,  to 
Alcinous — his  previous  l>ehaviour  at  the  song  of  the  stem  strife  arising 
between  Achilles  and  himself  (how  it  raises  him  above  the  lUaa 
Ulysses  1} — but  you  know  nil  these  things  quite  as  well  as  I  do.  But 
what  a  deaf  ear  old  C.  would  have  tume*!  to  the  doubtent  in  Homer's 
real  personality  !  They  might  as  well  have  denied  the  appearance  of 
J.  C.  in  the  flesh.  He  apparently  believed  all  the  fables  of  H.'s 
birth  .  .  ." 

The  praise  of  Chapman  by  Webster,  quoted  at  the  beginning  of 
Lamb's  note,  will  be  found  in  Webster's  pr*^faee  to  "The  White  DeviL" 

"The  vulgar  misconception  of  Shakespeare."  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his 
Preface  to  Steevens'  edition,  says  that  "  Shakspeare  with  bis  excellencies 
has  likewise  faults,  and  faults  sufficient  to  obscure  and  overwhelm  any 
other  merit."     Pope,  in  the  same  volume,  says  that  "with  all  theac 
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great  exoelleDcies,  be  has  almost  as  great  defects."  Lamb  piobftblj 
iiad  these  judgiucDts  iu  mind. 

Page  103.  Lamb'3  footnoU,  The  stury  in  the  Arabian  Night*  it 
that  of  Stdi  Nouman. 

Page  lie.     "  The  Revenue,"     A  play  by  Edward  Young,  173 1. 

Pwe  126.  Lamb's  Ttote  to  " A  New  WoruUr."  "The  Rogue;  or, 
The  Life  uf  Guzman  de  Alfarachc, "  16'i'i.  Translated  by  James  Mabbe 
from  the  Spanish  of  Mateo  Aleman,  V'uia  y  Lechos  del  picaro  Ou^man 
d«  Al/arache,  Part  I.,  i5i)ii  ;  Part  U.,  l605.  Lamb  refers  to  the  book 
again  in  the  present  volume  {see  pige  ^4.5)  and  also  elsewhere.  Mr. 
John  HoUingshead  remeiubers  reading  Lamb's  copy,  in  Mary  Lamb's 
roouu),  after  her  brother's  death. 

Page  l*a.  HecaU's  speech  at  th*  foot.  Hecate,  not  too  correctly, 
quotes  Ovid  [Metamorpkoa&i,  VII.,  199-207,  omitting  line  204).  The 
translation  is  :  "  When  1  have  willed,  the  rivers,  to  the  marvel  of  their 
baiilui,  run  bac-kwuril  to  their  founts;  I  still  llie  tossed,  I  toss  the  still 
waters  with  my  spell ;  clouds  I  scatter,  clouds  I  gather  ;  winds  1  banish 
and  I  summon ;  I  burst  the  gorge  of  adders  by  words  and  by  incanta- 
tion ;  [  remove  forests,  I  bid  mountains  to  quake,  the  earth  to  bellow, 
and  ghosts  tu  issue  from  their  graves.     Thee  too,  O  Moon,  I  draw  !  " 

Page  144.  Larub'i  note  to  "The  Witch."  In  this  connection  it  ii 
interesting  tu  quote  what  Lamb  u-rote  a  few  years  later  on  "  Macbeth's" 
witches  in  his  essay  "On  the  Tragedies  of  Shakspeare "  — 

"  It  requires  little  reflection  to  perceive,  that  if  those  characters  in 
Shakspeare  which  are  within  the  precincts  of  uaiurc,  have  yet  some- 
thing in  them  which  appeals  too  exclusively  to  the  imagination,  to 
admit  of  their  being  made  objects  to  the  seiues  without  sufl'ering  a 
change  and  a  diminution,— tliat  still  stronger  the  objection  must  lie 
against  representing  another  line  of  characters,  which  Shakspeare 
lias  introduced  to  give  a  wildness  and  a  supernatural  elevation  to  his 
scenes,  as  if  to  remove  them  still  farther  from  that  assimilation  to 
common  life  in  which  their  excellence  is  %-ulgarly  supposed  to  consist 
VVheu  we  read  the  incantations  of  thoae  terrible  beings  the  Witches 
in  Macbeth,  though  some  of  the  ingredients  of  their  hellish  com- 
position savour  of  the  grotesque,  yet  is  the  effect  upon  us  other  than 
the  most  serious  and  appalling  that  can  be  imagined  ?  Du  we  not 
feel  spell-bound  as  Macbeth  was  ^  Can  any  mirth  accompany  a  sense 
of  their  presence  ?  We  might  ua  well  laugh  under  a  consciousness 
of  the  principle  of  Evil  himself  being  truly  and  really  present  with 
us.  But  attempt  to  bring  tbeae  beings  on  to  a  stage,  and  you  turn 
them  instantly  into  so  many  old  women,  that  men  and  children  are 
to  laugh  at.  Contrary'  to  the  old  saying,  that  'seeing  is  beUeving,' 
the  sight  actually  destroys  the  &ith :  and  the  mirth  in  which  we 
indulge  at  their  expense,  when  we  see  these  creatures  npon  a  stage, 
seems  to  be  a  sort  of  indemnification  which  we  make  to  ourselves 
for  the  terror  which  they  put  u»  in  when  reading  made  them  &u 
object  of  belief, — when  we  surrendered  up  our  reason  to  the  poet, 
as  children  to  their  nurses  and  their  elders ;  and  we  laugh  at  our  fears, 


608 


NOTES 


u  children  who  thought  tfaey  saw  sDmetbinK  in  tbc  dark,  triumph 
when  the  brin^ting  in  of  a  candle  discovers  the  vanity  of  their  fc»n. 
For  this  exposure  of  supernatural  agents  ujion  a  stage  is  truly  brioging 
in  a  candle  to  expose  their  own  delusiveness.  It  is  the  solitai^'  tap? 
and  the  book  that  generates  a  laith  in  these  terrors  :  a  ghoft  hj 
chandelier  hght,  and  in  good  company,  deceives  no  spectaton^— a 
ghost  that  can  be  measured  by  the  eye,  and  his  human  dtmensiom 
made  out  at  leisurtf.  The  sight  of  a  well-lighted  house,  and  a  well- 
dressed  audience,  shall  arm  the  most  nervous  child  agaimtt  any  appne- 
hcnsions :  as  Tom  Bruwn  nays  uf  ttic  impenetrable  skin  of  Achilles 
with  his  impenetrable  armour  over  it^  '  Bully  Dawson  would  bare 
fought  the  devil   with  such  advantages.'" 

The  words  at  the  close  of  Lamb's  note  are  a  quotation  from  jmgt 
139. 

Concerning  Middlcton  and  Lamb  Mr.  Swinburne  has  written  :— 

The  fim  word  d  modern  tribute  to  Uk  cragic  fcnJui  oi  I'bomas  Middkcoa  was  ooc  ipokfll] 
by  Cbsrin  Lambi  Four  yean  bdon  the  appesnawe  of  tbc  ohcdat  rahmM  wfckli  tmtf. 
liabod  fats  funo  (or  ever  amoac  all  troelonnoi  Kagliab  poeuybjr  oopioas  excerpts  from  fi«a 
cf  ba  most  diaracleriBtic  woriu.  W'uluir  Scott,  in  «  note  on  tbc  fiftjr-sbab  stanxa  at  ibe  Hcsod 
rrtte  cf  tbc  mtXrlca]  romukce  of  Sir  Trisirtm.  bad  given  k  passing  word  of  reeonaioa  to 
UK  "  bonfbly  aaikioc"  pow«r  of  "socne  pasMts"  in  MidUkian's  numerpieoe:  inidim 
fim  rqntoiod  dncn  jrean  bier  bi  tbc  founb  vahwie  o(  [Jilke's  Old  PLujn.  L«oib,  napca- 
ingty  enough.  &u  not  given  a  mgtc  extnici  from  tint  noble  tragedy :  it  w«j  resa^tii  for 
Logh  Html,  wbcn  speaking  o^  its  Kulhor,  to  laturk  tbot  "  there  is  one  "^^^ti-ttt  of  hb  (Oe 
Flares  u)  '  Tbc  Cbangding')  whM-Ji,  (or  eOect  lU  oooe  trAgical.  probable,  and  poeUcsl.  va^ 
nfiiww  anything  1  know  of  in  ihedmma  of  dumotic  life."  Tbe  praise  is  not  •  wn»  toobifli: 
the  truth  eookl  not  hskvc  bem  better  siud  (Intiododion  to  "  Middlelon, "  Mtnmeud S*rMy. 

Page  U5.  hawh' %  JQQinoU.  The  llTth  SpecUiUrr  (July  1*.  17U) 
describes  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley's  meeting  with  Moll  White,  the  old 
woman  with  the  reputation  of  a  witch.     The  conclusion  runs: — 
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When  fta  old  Woman  begins  to  doai.  and  grow  dnrgenUe  to  a  Parish,  sbe  is 
mmed  into  a  Witch,  and  filU  the  wbote  Couniry  vrith  extravagant  Fancies,  tmagiaaTy 
totnpos,  and  tcnifjring  l>reams.  In  die  mean  Umc,  the  poor  Wrttcfa  that  is  the  tnoooal 
Ooouioo  o(  90  many  Evils  begins  to  be  rrigbtod  ai  her  sw.  and  somettioea  coofcaau  seem 
ConuDcice  and  FamOiajities  thai  bcr  Imagination  forms  in  a  delirious  OM  Age.  This 
frnfooBtlr  mis  off  Charity  from  the  gnalest  Objects  of  Compoisua.  and  inspires  f%Mde  with 
a  Malevolence  towards  those  poor  decrepMl  hans  of  our  Species,  in  whom  Human  >miiR  a 
defaced  by  InfimiJly  and  DoUgc  ^^m 

Page  151.     "TAfi  Beveiujer'a  Tragedy."     Lamb  quoted  froin  Vio^l 
dici's  address  to  the  skull  of  his  dead  Lady  in  bis  "Confessions  of  a 
Drunkard"  (sec  Vol.  i.,  page  137). 

Page  l6o.  Lamb'i  footrtole.  The  words  between  inverted  commas 
in  this  note  form  an  instance  of  Lamb's  gift  of  compressed  quolstiDii. 
The  original  passage  is  in  *'  Hamlet,"  II.,  ii.,  617-641 : — 

1  have  beard 
That  guillY  CTOUutes  ihting  at  a  play 
Have  oy  toe  very  cunning  of  the 


BtKO  ftnick  so  to  the  sotd  Ifaat  praeatly 
They  have  proctaim'd  thsk*  mafefartVina 

A  little  earlier  (590)  is  the  line — 

Make  mad  the  goilty  and  appal  the  tnt. 
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Mr.  Swinburne  has  written  as  folluwa  of  this  passage  and  of  Lamb's 
praise  of  it : — 

Bui  the  crowning;  Rtnmplr  nf  Cyril  Tonmrar's  uniciue  nnd  incompaisble  gcnlai  is  of 
coiuM  to  be  fouiid  m  the  sorne  which  woukl  (isBiiredl]r  be  remembcrod.  tfaougb  ewr  other 
liae  of  the  poet's  uiilinf:  wete  forjcaOm.  by  the  tnAumoC  of  its  pusioaalc  iMfAmkn  on  the 
mora  tender  but  not  leas  noble  EjnDpAttMs  of  Qnrles  Lamb.  Even  Om  fpVr^i^  embeianoe 
of  eulogy  whicb  altrihutes  to  the  vtsnt  of  Toiinieur  a  more  6ery  qmtitjr,  a  xnon  ihrillinj;  •inil 
picrcins  note  of  <itibllme  and  apmidng  indignalion,  than  that  WhSch  juiimfttA  iind  intl-iinm  t)-« 
address  at  lluiilet  to  a  tnoiher  leu  impudeot  in  'mbany  than  Vuxlici'e,  cannot  be  considcnd 
CKCMliv  by  any  capable  nskda  who  will  candidly  i«nd  cnn:fuliy  compan  ibe  two  scenes  whkh 
■nggestal  mis  comparison. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Poems  and  Ballads,  second  series,  contains  the 
following  fine  sonnet  on  C^-ril  Toumetir : — 

CYRIL  TOURNEUR 

A  sea  tbnl  beaves  tvtt]i  Itonror  of  (he  lUKbt, 

As  maddened  Iw  (he  moon  that  hangs  a,g;hasi 

WMb  stnun  and  lonneni  of  the  rawenoK  fafaut. 
Haggard  as  beU,  a  bleak  blind  bloody  lufat ; 
No  sion  boi  one  rod  reef  al  rock  in  sight. 

Whereon  Oh  waifs  of  many  a  wreck  were  cast 

And  shatterad  In  ihe  fierce  nigfais  onrpait 
Wber^  more  souls  toward  heu  than  heaven  took  fl^fat ; 
And  'twin  the  shaik-ioMbed  rocks  aad  swallowing  uoa^ 
A  ay  as  out  of  heO  from  all  these  Muli 

Stm  through  the  iheer  gorge  of  (he  daugtuErlns  Ka, 
Whose  thousand  Oiroau.  fuU^fed  with  bfe  by  death. 
Fill  the  black  air  with  foam  aad  farioos  bratih ; 

And  over  all  theK  one  star— Chaslily. 

Page  16?.     "The  Devil' i  Law  Case."     Mr.  Swinburne  remarks: — 

Few  nndcra  will  care  lo  remember  much  more  of  "The  Devil's  Low  Case*'  than  the 
ndrairablr  scenn  and  poctages  which  found  favour  in  the  unerring  and  imtiring  sight  of 
Webster's  firw  and  final  iMcrpreter  or  commentator.  Onrks  I^mb  {Sittdtrt  tm  t*mu  and 
PiMlrjr.  pagn  51). 

Page  179-  Lamb's  footnotti.  "Native  and  endowed  [indued]  unto 
that  element  "  is  the  Queen's  phrase,  of  Ophelia  drowning  {"  Hamlet/* 
IV.,  vii.,  180,  181), — Luke's  ircin  crown  wa.*.  ihr  punishment  devised  for 
T^uke  Dostt,  who,  with  his  brother  George,  led  a  revolt  against  the 
Hungarian  nobles  in  the  sixteenth  century.  He  was  dont?  to  death 
by  a  red-bot  crown  placed  on  liis  head  in  ironical  reference  to  his 
assumption  of  the  title  of  king.— The  brazen  bull  was  constructed 
by  Perillas,  a  mechanic  for  Phalaris,  the  tyrant  of  Agrigentnm.  Male- 
factors were  thrust  within  it  and  a  fire  lighted  beneath.  The  cries 
that  they  made  resembled  the  bellowings  of  a  bull. — Procrtistes  was 
the  Atticnn  brigand  who  laid  his  victims  on  Iiis  l>ed,  and  forced  them 
exactly  to  fit  it,  either  by  stretching  them  on  the  rack,  or  abbreviating 
them  with  a  hatchet. — The  phrase  on  "horror's  bend  horrors  Bccnmu- 
latc"  is  fnim  "Othello"  (III.,  ili.,  370).— "Terrify  babes  with  painted 
devils  "  is  from  "  Ttic  White  Devil  '  (see  page  1 S6,  line  8).  Lady  Mac- 
beth says  (II.,  ii.,  54,  55) — 
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Tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  lean  a  painted  devil. 
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Pkge  180.  A  FabU.  Lamb  rewrote  thia  fkble  in  verse,  probftbtj 
at  abvut  the  same  time  as  the  Sptciinent  were  published,  and  id- 
cluiled  it  in  Poetry  for  Chiidren,  1809  (»ee  Vol.  III.,  page  393,  wmI 
note). 

Page  181.  Webster's  Dedication.  I^mb  did  not  copy  the  t«xt 
very  carefully.  In  the  fourth  line  he  omitted  the  words  which  I  bi*c 
enclosed  in  square  brackets.  Dyce  also  gives  slight  variations  in  tiro 
of  the  Latin  passages,  and  "  liven  ""  for  "  enliven  "  in  line  l6. 

It  may  perhaps  be  intere-sting  to  point  out  that  the  first  Latin 
quotation  in  Webster's  dedication  (from  Martial,  Kpig.  XIII.,  3,  8)  tu 
nsed  by  Southey  as  a  motto  for  the  three-volume  edition  of  his  poem 
in  1815,  at  the  suggestion  of  Coleridge.  It  was  also  used  by  Tennyson 
for  the  Poema  by  Two  Brothert,  in  18S7. 

Page  IJK).  Lamb's  footnote.  The  translation  of  Don  Quixote, 
from  which  Lamb  quotes,  is  Skelton's  fsee  Book  IL,  Chapter  VI.). 
Tht  three  lines  of  poetry  are  from  Shakespeare's  95th  sonnet. 

Page  19&.  Lamb's  footJiote.  Aiiel's  dirge  on  Ferdinand's  drowned 
father,  in  Act  I.,  Scene  i,  of  "The  Tempest,"  though  common  property, 
may  be  placed  here  as  the  pendant  to  Webster's : — 

Pull  faUiom  6ve  thy  tatba-  lies : 
Of  hia  boms  ant  coral  otade  ; 
Tbooe  uv  pcails  that  were  his  tftA  : 

Nodting  of  hiiD  tliai  doih  fade  

Bol  doth  saBa  a  sea^honga 
tnto  sonutlunc  rich  and  tatagt. 
Sea'nymphsi^iirly  ring  his  kndl : 
Burfhen.  Oiag-daag. 
Ariel.  Harkt  now  1  beu-tbcoi. — diDg-dong.  bdL 

Page  195.    Lafnb's  rwte  to  "  The  Lover's  Melancholy."     The 
of  the  nightingale  and   the  lute   player  is  in  the  sixth  prolusion 
Book    II.    of  Strada's  Prolusiones  Academica.     Crashaw's  vereion  is 
called  "  Music's  Duel,"  a  part  of  the  long  poem  ''The  Delight  of  the 
Muses." 

Page  218.  Lamb's  note  to  "The  Broken.  Ueart."  It  was  this 
criticism  that  provokptl  Gifford's  famous  and  infamous  reference  to 
Lamb  as  "a  poor  maniac,"  in  the  Quarterly  for  December,  181 1,  The 
epithet  came  about  thus.  Weber,  Sir  Walter  Scott's  private  secretary, 
issued  an  edition  of  Fonl  in  1 8 1 1  >  in  which  be  quoted  Lamb's  eulogy  of 
"The  Broken  Heart"  Gifford,  in  reviewing  Weber's  book,  said  that 
he  had  "  polluted  hia  pages  with  the  blasphemies  of  a  poor  maniac, 
who  it  seems  once  published  some  detached  scenes  from  'The  Broken 
Heart.'  For  this  unfortunate  creature  ever^*  feeling  mind  will  End 
an  apology  in  his  calamitous  situation."  I  reproduce  here  Mr.  Dykes 
Campbell  s  commentary  on  this  attack,  in  the  same  article  from  which 
I  have  already  quoted. 


Tbb  passage  [aayt  Mr.  Oykas  Gimpbell]  baa  no  maarung  at  all  if  it  is  do*  lo  be 
aiaposiuvestaieaeatthai  Lamb  aLitT««S  tram  chrooicntBiUal  denugemfint :  yd  Gifford  < 
cbaUBDgvd  co&rened  (hat  when  tie  mtolo  it  tie  btd  koowra  absoluulv  DOduns  of  LAmb,  eacepi 
bistumel  It  seemi  to  have  strwik  aeitber  GiflTord  tior  South«y  [<*no  bad  QiMrvanad  witbao 
iDdigoam  proun]  thai  this  was  no  ncms  at  all,  and  (omeUiijig  a  good  dad  worae  tbu  oo 
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Meuw-llwt  even  u  an  explanation  it  wu  dm  uicfa  u  an  bontnirable  nun  wouM  have  csued 
(O  ofEv.  GiSbid  wlded  a  stronglr- worded  exprcMioa  of  hit  feelin|c  o(  remone  on  learning 
thai  }Us  blows  had  Tallea  with  cruet  eflect  on  a  wire  place.  Both  feeling  and  espmuion  may 
hnve  been  liooen,  for.  unda  the  circtunstmces.  only  a  fiend  would  he  incapable  of  remorse. 
But  the  excuse  or  explaniHon  is  op<m  to  much  ^uipicion,  owing  to  the  Fact  (revealed  In  die 
Mitmr  ' '  Memoira  '^  thai  Lamb's  &iend  B.irrDn  Field  bad  been  Giflbrd's  collaboraior  in  the 
preparaiJOQ  of  the  artide  in  wtaicb  the  offending  passage  occurs.  Field  was  weQ  iKquaimed 
wim  Lamb's  penonal  and  fiunily  history,  and  wiiilc  the  article  was  in  prosrissibecoUaboniflrs 
could  tarily  have  avoided  some  acehflage  of  ideas  on  a  subject  wblch  surred  one  of  tbero  so 
deeplv.  Gtflbtd  idat  have  said  boneatljr  enoagh,  according  to  hb  lights,  that  onlj'  a  maniac 
cmucf  have  written  tbe  note  aiiot«d  br  Weber,  a  remark  whldi  wtwld  namraOjr  <kaw  from 
FMd  some  confidettccs  reearaiRg  Lamb's  tuttory.  This  is,  of  coanc,  pore  avtttnpcioo,  btai 
k  fa  vastly  more  reasonabM  and  much  more  Ukelr  to  be  in  substaitdal  a«cocdance  with  the 
has  ihaa  <S9bRrs  ttaiemeni  thai  when  be  calleo  Lamb  a  poor  maniac,  whose  calamitous 
siltatton  oBered  a  iiriKdent  apology  for  Ms  btts phemies.  he  was  imaginaiiveljr  describing  a 
man  of  whom  be  knew  absolutely  nodun^.  except  that  he  was  "  a  thougtuleas  scribbler."  If, 
as  teems  only  too  po&sible.  GifTord  d«IihcniteU-  poisoned  hi<i  dans,  it  is  also  prebabte  that  be 
did  not  realise  what  he  was  doing.  It  would  be  unfair  to  norcpt  HasHn's  picttire  o(  him  as 
a  true  ponmii :  but  Lamb's  apoiogr  for  HaiUtt  himself  applies  with  at  least  cqoal  forre  lo 
the  ftrat  editor  of  the  Quartrr/v.  "  He  docs  bad  xdJoas  without  being  a  bad  mivn."  Pohaps 
it  is  too  lenient,  for  ihniigh  Gilford's  attack  on  Lamb  was  undoubtedly  one  oF  the  bad  actions 
of  his  life,  it  was,  ftftrr  nil,  a  matter  o*  conrttici.  The  apok^gy,  whether  truthful  or  the 
opposite,  reveals  diaep-Koin]  conniption  of  principle,  if  not  of  chancier. 

I^mh'*  contetnpt  for  Oiffbrd,  fostered  by  other  insults,  began  with 
this  slander.  The  history  of  his  account  against  Gifford  will  be  found 
in  the  notes  lo  Vol.  I.,  see  page.i  432,  447,  476. 

Concerning;  LAmb's  note  upon  Ford  Mr.  Swinburne  baa  written  :— 

Whenever  the  name  of  the  poel  Ford  comes  back  lo  us.  it  comes  back  sfilmilitl  with  the 
light  of  another  man's  geniuA.  The  fiery  panegyric  of  Cbories  Lamb  Is  as  uii  iiurrvik^  tWiind 
it.  Thai  hi^pilclied  note  of  critical  and  s;Mri(tia)  enthusiasm  euhs  even  to  ilislurLuoce  out 
own  sense  of  admiration  ;  poesitdy,  too,  even  to  some  after  injustice  of  mctioo  lo  the  rebound 
of  mind.  Certainly,  on  tbe  one  hand,  wc  sec  that  tha  spirit  q(  tbe  critk  has  boBO  Ido^ed  to 
excea  by  comaci  and  apprehensioo  </  the  poet's ;  as  cenalnly,  on  the  other  hand,  w«  see  ^ 
neeeaiwy  txedSavx  of  that  wtuch  ooukl  so  affect  and  so  attach  the  spirit  of  another  Dtan. 
and  of  snd)  another  man  as  l^mb^  And  l?>e  pnre  eitc«»  of  adroiration  for  ihii^  indeed 
adrairai>le.  of  dcligfai  in  things  indeed  delightful,  is  itself  also  a  delightful  and  admirable 
thing  when  cuptTssed  w  such  purpose  by  such  men  {Etiayi  <m4  Studies,  1875.  page  sjft). 

And  again  :^ 

"  Ford  was  of  the  first  order  of  poets : "  such  is  tbe  verdict  of  his  eariiest  and  greatest 
critic.  To  differ  from  Lamb  on  a  matta-  of  judgment  relating  to  any  great  name  of  the 
Eogtish  drama  is  always  hainrdous ;  it  ii  a  risk  never  to  be  ligfativ  run.  never  to  be  incttrred 
wiraCMt  gmvT  rclucrnnce :  and  to  undemilue  so  noble  a  poet  as  Ford,  a  very  early  and  close 
Faf  ooriie  of  my  own  Mtidies,  mttst  be  even  further  from  my  wish  than  to  depreciate  the  value 
of  stldi  a  verdict  in  his  favour.  Vet  pcrfwps  it  would  be  more  accurate  to  say  merely  thai 
his  gjood  qiRl^lie&  we  also  great  qwilities— that  wbcnevw  his  work  is  good  it  is  greatly  good— 
that  is  to  say  that  be  wu  altogetbcr  one  of  (he  few  greatest  among  grcnl  men  who  stand  in 
that  very  first  order  of  poets  f/Wrf.,  page  ^3). 

Lowell,  in  his  Old  English  Dramatists,  utd  that  Lamb's  comment 
on  the  closing  scene  of  "The  Broken  Heart "  was  worth  more  than  all 
Ford  ever  wrote. 

Writing  to  Wordsworth  on  October  IS,  1804^  Lamb  sajr*.  "Ford  is 
the  man  after  Shakspeare." 

The  quotations  in  Lamb's  note  are  both  from  Milton.  The  first  is 
a  rendering  of  the  line  in  Paradise  Regained,  IV.,  966 : — 

High  artiOins  and  high  passioas  besi  desciibing, 

and  the  other  is  from  Sanuon  Agtmistet,  lines  6lS^ld. 
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Page  21 B.  "Lovt  m  Infancy."  Lamb  quoted  «  portion  of  Ik 
lines  in  "  Hymen's  Triumph  "  In  Rosamund  Gray  (sec  Vol.  I.,  p»ge  8V 
Lamb's  copy  of  Daniel,  said  to  be  rich  in  notes  both  br  himself  ma 
by  Coleridge,  is  in  existence,  but  the  marginali.-i  hnvc  not  been  midc 
public.  In  Bio^Taphia  lAtenvria  (18*7  ed.).  Vol.  II.,  Chapter  V.,  p.  81. 
ro1»^dge,  in  referring  to  Daniel,  say*,  "A  fine  and  almost  &ultlc«s«x 
tract,  cininent  as  for  other  beauties,  so  for  its  perfection  in  this  ^perir: 
of  diction,  may  be  »een  in  Lamb's  Dramatic  Svwciuzm,  a  waik  of 
various  interest  from  the  nature  of  the  selections  themselves  .  .  .  ntd 
deriving  a  high  additional  value  fixira  the  notes,  which  are  foU  of  jort 
and  original  criticism,  expressed  with  all  the  freshness  of  onginality." 
The  passage  to  which  Coleridge  refers  is  "I.^Te  in  Infisncy." 

Page  S49.  Lan^/a  footnote  on  Lord  Brooke.  The  two  qaoted  Uh 
are:  from  Milton's  Samson  Atjonistes,  1016,  1017. 

Page  Si.*).  Lamb's  note  to  "  The  Case  is  Aitertd."  The  Cave  of 
Mammon  i&  in  Book  II.,  Canto  7,  of  Th^  Farrie  Queen.  Lamb  fan 
further  remarks  on  Luke  Frugal  in  "The  City  Madmm  "  in  VoL  L 
of  this  edition,  page  188. 

Page  «7l.  Lamb's  note  to  "The  Alchemist."  The  "succesnvc 
strokes  of  Nilua  "  is  perhaps  a  recollection  of  Fletcher's  line  in  "The 
Fa]<te  One,"  page  SI5,  line  :i  from  foot. — The  quotation  "doubly 
n:doub1c  strokes  upon  the  foe  "  is  from  "  Macbeth,"  L,  fL,  S8,  sligbth 
altered.—"  Matter  and  copy  of  the  father  ..."  is  from  "The  Winter^ 
Tale,"  II.,  iii.,  98,  99-—"  Image  and  superscription  "  is  from  Matthev 
xxiL  20. — "Towering  bravery  "  is  probably  from  Hamlet's  remArk  (V.,  (L, 
79-80),  "The  bravery  nf  his  grief  did  put  me  into  a  towering  passioa,** 
and  the  quotation  in  the  b>st  sentence  is  from  Paradise  Iiost,  L,  7S1. 
^"  Love  for  Love  "  is  Congreve's  piny. 

Page  295.  Lamb's  footnote.  Donne's  poem  is  Elegy  XVTI., 
"  Eleg)-  on  His  Mistress."  Certain  difTerences  between  Lamb's  ver^iaa 
and  that  in  the  best  moilcni  edition  of  Donne,  that  by  E.  K.  Chambei^ 
in  the  Muses'  Library,  t8.()6,  may  be  pointed  out.  Mr.  Chambers  htf, 
line  3,  "long  starving  hopes;"  line  II,  "Here  I  un.^wear;"  line  IS, 
"by  ways  so  dangerous;'  line  14,  "my  true  mistress  still ;"  line  ?3. 
no  "The;"  line  .S.'),  "Love's  fiiellers;"  line  37,  "Will  quickly  know 
thee,  and  no  less,  alas  ! "  and  line  44,  "  Nor  spongy  hydroptic  Dutch." 

Page  297.  "Cupid's  RevenQfi."  I^mb  made  a  pro«e  paraphrase 
of  the  plot  of  this  play,  which  the  authors  tmrmwed  from  Sidney's 
Arcadia  (see  Vol.  !.,  page  35H).  It  has  been  conjectured  that  a  third 
author  had  a  hand  in  this  drama — possibly  Nathaniel  Field. 

Page    312.      "The    False    One.'      Mussinger  is   suppose 
helped  with  thUplay,  in  the  first  and  fifth  acts. 

Page  322.     "The  Bloody  Brother."    It  is  conjectured  that  Fl« 
and  Jonson  were  both  concerned  in  this  play,  and  that  it  was 
by  Massinger  when  revived  at  Hampton  Court  iu  Janoary  l636-tl 

Page  ass.  "  Thierry  and  Theodoret."  Mr.  A.  H.  Bullen  aajs  that 
Massinger  helped  lai^ely  with  this  play,  and  that  the  third  act  is  by 
an  unknown  colleague. 
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Page  3^1.  Lamb's  note.  It  is  generally  considered  Uwt  "The 
Two  Nublc  Kiiismcn/  as  Lamb  suj^ests,  shows  traces  both  of  Shake- 
speare aitd  Miissiiigcr.  Slmkespean.-  is  iiut  suppi>sc(l  to  have  worked 
with  Fletcher  ;  but  he  may  have  written  additions  to  the  old  play 
"  Palamon  and  Aniett,"  and  tht-se  may  have  come  to  Fletcher  and 
have  been  incurpu rated.  Mr.  A.  H.  Bullea  thinka  that  Sliake!>peare 
wrote  the  first  scene,  with  the  o|)enilig  Noug,  Arcites  invocation  to 
Mars  and  the  description  of  the  accident  that  produced  Arcite's  death. 

Mr.  Stecvetis  was  (it-urge  Stecvens  ^17.St>-l8UO),  the  commentator 
Ml  Shakespeare,  whose  labours  were  carried  on  by  Isaac  Ueed  (see 
page  60.S.) 

In  Swift's  Battle  of  the  Books  Lucaii  gives  Blackmure  a  pair  of 
spurs,  and  Blackmore  gives  l.ucaii  a  bridle. 

Page  SMi.  Lamb's  note.  Hartley  Coleridge  comments  thus  upon 
this  criticism : — 

Cborlcs  Lamb  ranarks  how  acceptable  bis  lAffinin^-uf  dl  Uie  city  must  haw  been  to  ihr 
hmigfai/  females  of  the  Pembroke  funily.  Bat  it  is  onJy  /tvr  gcDUlii)*  that  really  enjoy  tuch 
exliintions,  even  as  the  rieb  vulgar  gloat  upon  carkAlure  reprocniuttons  of  iku  eauietic 
school  of  raituon,  in  wbosc  secret  tbey  are  unmiuate(Intr«xluctioD  to"  MKuingrrimd  Ford," 
1S48,  pafcxxxvii.). 

Page  350.     Lamb'$  note.     Mr.  Swinburne  says  : — 

To  Mauinser  at  leatl,  though  Bs^untdly  not  to  Ford  Iwbo  had  not  yet  been  edited  by 
Gifford  when  Lamb  put  (onh  bis  pnodsss  aad  iuootnparRble  book  of  ^ftiimtHt).  tbc  most 
ciquUite  M  K'dl  as  the  muct  generous  of  great  critics  was  usually  somewhat  less  than 
liberal,  if  not  sontewhni  lets  tli.in  just  tC<w^v  Chapman:  A  Lttiical  Estay,  1875.  page  79}, 

Page  350.  "A  Vary  Woman."  Ijkmbchosea  portion  of  John's  first 
speech  in  the  extract  as  tlie  motto  of  his  poems  in  Coleridge's  Poems, 
1797  (see  Vol.  v.,  page  KSa).  This  play  in  considered  to  be  partly  by 
Fletcher. 

Page  358.  Lamb'i  notd  to  "  The  Virgin  Martyr."  Decker's  share 
in  "The  Virgin  Mart}T"  is  supposed  to  be  everything  but  Act  I.; 
Act  III.,  Scenes  I   and  *2 ;  Act  IV.,  Scene  .');  antl  Act  V.,  Scene  B. 

Page  3(iS.  Lamb's  note  to  "  The  Old  Law."  It  is  generally  con- 
sidered that  Mnssingcr,  who  was  only  sixteen  in  I59.Q,  the  probable 
date  of  the  composition  of  this  play,  had  no  hand  in  its  origina.1  autlior- 
ship.  He  may  have  touched  it  up  later.  Hartley  Coleridge  remarks, 
"  Mr.  Lamb  should  have  informed,  the  readers  of  his  Specimmi  that 
the  Old  Law  is  all  a  trick  of  the  Duke  to  try  the  temper  of  his  young 
subjects^  and  that  the  old  folks,  supposed  dead,  arc  produced  alive  and 
well,  in  the  5th  act. ' 

Page  S89.  Footnote.  Sterne's  words  are  iu  Chapter  V.  of  Tristram 
Shandy  :  "this  vile  dirty  planet  of  ours." 

The  Garrick  Plavs 

[  resume  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell's  tittle  history  of  Lamb's  dramatic 
extracts  where  it  broke  vS  (on  page  60I)  at  the  end  of  the  rcfcrcDCca 
to  the  .'Speoiuieits  :■ — 

"When  the  summer  of  IS'i^  came  round,  Lamb,  having  had  a  full 
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year's  experience  of  freedom  from  the  'drudgery  of  the  desk's  dead 
wood,'  felt  thitt  •mme  kind  of  regular  employment  was  a  necessitT. 
Happily  what  he  wanted  was  neither  far  nor  lung  to  set:k>  for  he  toon 
remembered  the  rich  treasures  of  the  Garrick  plays,  for  the  full  enjof- 
meiit  of  which  time  had  fiiiled  hira  twenty  yeartt  befurcj  and  farthwitli 
betook  himself  daily  to  the  British  Museum.  'It  is  a  surt  of  office 
to  me,'  he  told  Barton;  'hours,  tea  to  ^bur,  the  tume.*  He  rejoiced 
In  the  abundance  of  the  plays — about  two  thousand,  he  estimated— aa 
abundance  almost  euniinensurate  with  his  new-wheltcd  appetite  aod 
his  unlimited  leisure.  About  the  end  of  the  year  be  fuund  'fighting 
in  his  lu-Jid  the  plots,  characters,  »ituittinns,  and  seutiuicnts  of  -KXl 
old  playg  (bran-new  to  him)  which  he  has  been  digesting  at  the  British 
Museum,'  but,  unappeased,  he  means  to  go  on  throughout  tlie  winter. 

"  Whether  Lamb  pursued  his  examinHtion  of  the  Garrick  pUjs  to 
the  very  end  is  not  known  ;  but  by  January  his  uotc-books  (ncnr 
themselves  preserved  in  the  Museum)  were  full  enough  to  enable  him 
to  come  to  the  assistance  of  his  friend  Hone  by  offering  to  send  weeklj 
to  the  Table  Book  a  few  extracts  with  comments.  The  supplies  were 
so  apportioned  as  to  last  throughout  the  whole  year,  and  aer\'ed  to 
render  the  Table  Book  the  must  interesting  and  valuable  of  alt  Hone's 
series.  They  were  pre&ced  by  a  letter  to  the  editor,  which  begins 
with  a  characteristic  error  in  tlates.  '  It  lit  Dot  unknown  to  you,'  wrote 
Lamb,  '  tluit  about  sixUtn  years  since  I  published  Specimens  oj  Englitk 
Dramatic  Foets ' — on  this  occubiun  reducing  the  actual  iutervaj  by 
three  itutead  of  four  years.  '  By  those  who  remeiiilkcr  the  Upecintiu,' 
he  explained,  '  these  [new  extmets]  must  tx-  coiisitlered  as  mere  after- 
gleanings,  supplementary  tu  that  M-ork,  only  comprising  a  longer 
period,'  for  they  came  down  (in  all  senses)  to  Tom  Durfcy. 

"Nothing  more  was  heard  of  them  until  the  spring  of  1830,  when 
Mr.   Murray  seems  to  have  made  advances  to   Lamb,  tlirough  their 
common  friend  William   Ayrton   (the  impresario  and   musical  critic}, 
with  the  view  of  bringing  out  a  new  edition  of  the  Specimens.     This 
proposition  (one  of  two)  I,amb  felt  con-straineil  to  put  aside   for  the, 
moment  owing  to  domestic  preoccupations.     But  in  writing  to  Ayrton ' 
he  said  that  he  should  like  at  least  one  of  Mr.  Murray's  proposals,  'at 
he  has  so  much  additional  matters  for  the  Specimens  as  might  make 
two  volumes,  or  one  (new  edition),  omitting  such  better  known  autbonj 
as  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson,'  &c.     Nothing  came  of  the  scheme, 
no  mention  of  which  is  to  be  found  in  the  '  Memoir' of  the  publisher.' 

Thus  far  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell,  who  was  of  opinion  that  Lamb  had 
nothing  to  do  with  Muxon's  1835  edition.  My  own  feeling,  as  1  have 
stated  in  the  I'refiice  to  this  volume,  is  thnt  Lamb  may  have  talked  it 
over  with  Moxon,  and  have  directed  the  order  to  l}e  followed.  It 
seems  impossible  that  with  his  enthusiasm  for  Lamb,  Moxon  should^ 
not  liave  suggested  the  enterprise,  l^mb  we  know  was  willing, 
not  positively  desirous,  that  a  new  and  complete  edition  should 
issuc<].  And  it  is  then  vfry  natural  to  suppose  that  he  and  Moxc 
agreed  together  upon  its  definite  arrangement.     This,  as  I   tukve  ex-j 
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pUined,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  I  have  left  that  arrangeraeDt  as  it 
was  in   Moxon's  edition. 

The  two  Note-Books  Into  which  Lamb  copied  the  results  of  his 
reading  in  the  Garrick  Plays  are  now  preserved  in  the  British  Museum, 
the  gift  of  EdM-ard  Moxon  in  1835.  Such  jMssaffes  as  were  therein 
copied  by  I^mb,  but  were  not  transferred  to  Hone,  J  have  printed 
in  the  Appendix  to  this  volume.  They  are  for  the  most  part  quaint- 
iiesscs  rather  than  beautkes.  One  emission  lias  been  made :  the  lialf- 
dozen  uuconseiuusly  comic  extracts  from  Nahuin  Tate's  version  of 
"Macbeth"  are  not  given  here,  because  they  all  were  incorporated 
by  Lamb  in  the  letter  entitled  " ShjikHjKrare's  Improvers,"  which  he 
sent  to  The  Spectator  in  1827,  and  which  wiU  be  found  on  page  ^21 
of  Vol.  i.  of  this  edition. 

Ailer  filling  his  Note-Books  Lumb  set  to  work  to  make  from  them 
articles  for  Hone's  TcU/U  Book,  which  he  sent  to  Hone  from  time  to 
time  throughout  the  year  1827.  The  original  manuscript  of  this  copy 
for  Hone  is  now  preserved  by  Mr.  Godfrey  Loeker-Lampson  at  Row- 
fant.  Examination  of  it  has  revealed  several  mtcresting  passages  of 
criticism,  suppresse<i  by  lAmb  apparently  at  the  last  minute,  possibly 
on  account  of  their  adding  too  much  to  the  length  of  the  itisbJment, 
but  which  may  well  be  printed  now.  They  relate  to  "  The  Antipodes," 
to  "  Edward  Uie  Third, "  and  to  "Woman's  a  Weathercock,"  and  will 
be  found  on  pages  6l9  and  tiiiO. 

Page  SQl.  Lamb's  Letter  to  Hone.  A  view  of  the  old  Montagu 
House,  where  Lamb  culled  at  will  the  flowers  in  this  volume,  is  given 
opposite  page  6ii.  It  served  as  the  national  treasure-house  for 
many  years,  and  wa.i  first  opened  to  the  public  in  1759.  Gradual  re- 
building set  in  in  1821,  but  the  final  demolition  of  Montagu  House 
did  not  occur  until  1843.  The  present  portico  was  finished  in  1847. 
In  18.59  the  present  British  Museum  was  opened  to  the  public.  The 
present  reading-room  was  opened  in  18.'>7.  The  principal  librarians 
in  Lamb's  day  were  Joseph  Planta,  who  held  office  from  1799  to  18*27, 
when  he  died  nged  eighty-three^  and  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  who  held  office 
from  1827  until  1856.  Sir  Anthony  Panizzi  became  Assistant  Librarian 
in  1831.  Ijimb's  frieml,  Henry  Francis  Cary,  the  translator  of  Dante, 
was  appointed  Assistant  Keeper  of  the  Printe<l  Books  in  1 826,  and  prob- 
ably  saw  that  Lamb  was  comfortable  on  his  visits  to  the  reading-room. 
Page  398.  "  King  John  atul  MattlUa."  Tliis  extract  led  to  a  long 
letter  to  the  Table  Book  some  months  later,  signed  "The  Veiled 
Spirit,"  in  which  it  was  contended  that  Matilda,  or  Maud  Fitzwater, 
is  falsely  f:alled  a  virgin  in  the  play,  since,  after  living  with  Hobert,  GjitI 
of  Huntington,  when  be  roved  as  Hobin  Hood,  she  became  his  wife 
on  his  restoration  to  his  honours  by  King  Richard.  Also  that  there 
was  no  other  authority  than  Davenport,  author  of  the  play,  for  the 
statement  that    Matilda  was  poisonctl  by  King  John's  orders.     The 

1  tlieorj'  tlist  there  were  two  Matilda  Fitzwaters  he  declined  to  consider. 

I  Lambs  reply,  following  selections  from  "The  Downfall  of  Robert, 

I        Earl  of  Huntington  "  (see  page  478),  ran  thus : — 
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"Maid  Marian 
"  To  the  Editor 

"  Sir — A  correspondent  in  your  last  Number  rather  hastily  asserts  that 
there  Is  no  other  authority  than  Davenport's  Tragedy  for  the  poiscming 
of  Matilda  by  King  John,  It  oddly  enough  happens,  that  in  the  same 
number  appears  an  extract  from  a  play  of  Heywood's,'  of  an  older  date, 
in  two  parts,  in  which  Play  the  fact  of  such  poisoning,  as  well  as  her 
identity  with  Maid  Marian,  are  equally  established.  Michael  Draytcm, 
also,  hath  a  Legend,  confirmatory  (so  &r  as  poetical  authority  can  go) 
of  the  violent  manner  of  her  death.  But  neither  he,  nor  Davenport, 
confounds  her  with  Robin's  Mistress.  Besides  the  named  authorities, 
old  Fuller  (I  think)  somewhere  relates,  as  matter  of  Chronicle  History, 
that  old  Fitzwalter  (he  is  called  Fitzwater  both  in  Heywood  and  in 
Davenport)  being  banished  after  his  daughter's  murder, — some  years 
subsequently — King  John,  at  a  Tournament  in  France,  being  delighted 
with  uie  vauant  bearing  of  a  combatant  in  the  lists,  and  enquiring  his 
name,  was  told  it  was  his  old  servant,  the  banished  Fitzwalter,  who 
desired  nothing  more  heartily  than  to  be  reconciled  to  his  Liege, — and 
an  affecting  reconciliation  followed.  In  the  common  collection,  called 
Robin  Hood's  Garland  (I  have  not  seen  Ritson's),  no  mention  is  made, 
if  I  remember,  of  the  nobility  of  Marian.  Is  she  not  the  daughter  of 
plain  Squire  Gamwell,  of  old  Gamwell  Hall  ? — Sonr  that  I  cannot 
gratify  the  curiosity  of  your  '  disembodied  spirit,'  (wfaoj  as  such,  is 
methinks  sufficiently  'veiled'  from  our  notice)  with  more  authentic 
testimonies,  I  rest, 

"  Your  humble  Abstracter,  C.  L." 

The  whole  question  is  discussed  by  Mr.  H.  L.  D.  Ward  in  the 
Catalogue  of  Romances  in  the  British  Museum,  with  reference  to  the 
French  romance  of  Fulk  Fitz-Warrin. 

Page  398.  Lamb's  footnote.  Wither's  line  is  in  the  lines  "To  His 
loving  Friend  and  Cousin-German,  Mr.  William  Wither." 

Page  401.  Lamb's  note.  The  character  of  Richard  III.  was 
subjected  to  seaxching  analysis  by  Lamb  in  the  Morning  Post  in  1800 
(see  VoL  I.,  page  36).  Lamb's  notes  on  pages  34  and  5&  on  the  good 
man's  knowledge  of  evil  are  interesting  taken  in  connection  with  his 
remarks  here  on  the  bad  man's  capacity  for  good. 

Page  401.  "  The  Parliament  of  Bees."  Lamb  had  not  seen  a  copy 
dated  1 607  :  he  merely  repeated  an  ordinary  impres8i<m  as  to  the  date. 
The  earliest  known  o^y  is  1641.  Mr.  Swinburne  has  (in  addition 
to  that  on  page  628)  the  following  charming  sonnet  on  Day  and  his 
play,  which  stands,  in  Tristroim  of  LyoTtesse,  as  companion  to  the 
sonnet  to  Lamb,  which  will  be  found  on  the  threshold  of  the  jwesent 
volume : — 

So  many  a  year  had  borne  its  own  brij^  beet 

Aod  smId  tbem  since  thy  honey-bees  were  hived, 

}ohn  Day.  in  cells  of  flower-sweet  vene  contrived 
So  wdl  wim  cnf  t  cf  mookliiig  melodies, 

1  Tbe  play  is  by  Manday  and  Chettle. 
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Thy  soul  perchance  m  amaranth  Sclda  at  case 

Tbiought  DO!  to  bear  the  MtiDd  on  canh  revived 

or  lUfDTTirr  music  from  the  >priDg  derived. 
When  thjr  song  sucked  the  Oowcr  oT  flowchng  ti«e& 

But  Jimc  wu  not  the  chance  of  every  day : 

7'inic.  aTicr  inanf  a  darkling  hour,  grv%-  sunny. 

Atid  K^  lieiweon  the  clouds  crc  nioset  swan. 
Laoghing.  and  kissed  then-  darkness  all  away, 

UlKn.  touched  and  usccd  and  dppTuvt-d,  ihy  boney 

TocA  subtler  sw-ceinrss  f(om  the  lips  o(  Lnmtx 

Page  403.  "  Rnjards  of  Virtue."  Afttr  tht-  line,  "His  laurel 
sprungi  for  ever  dwells  uuknovm,"  page  W-i,  come  the  I'uUuwing  lines 
in  Lamb's  Note-Book  : — 

All  thai  I  say  is  what  I've  thought  upon. 
Some  honrs  <rf  iwcct  retirecnent,  when  I've  sal. 
And  view'd  the  fecliiie  Hutc  of  poor  mankind. 
A  tiling  lua  gitldy  lobe  undrr^ood. 

This  instalment  o{  the  Kxtntcts,  No.  JV.,  led  to  the  following  com- 
munication to  the  Table  Book  from  John  Payne  Collier,  some  months 
later : — 

in  Cbapmoji's  "  All  Fools,"  1605  (ns  (quoted  by  Charlea  Lamb,  in  TaUe  Book,  VoL  I., 
tga),  is  Ihc  Mtowii^  poange,  under  the  title  ol"  Love's  Pantgyric"  : — 

"  'Tls  niUnre's  second  Sua, 
Causing  a  spring  of  Vinuea  where  be  shii>cs ; 
Anil  aa  without  the  Sun,  the  world's  Great  Eye, 
AD  cfltoias,  beauties,  both  of  art  and  nntitre. 
Are  gtnn  in  vain  to  man  ;  so  without  Lova 
All  boautles  bred  in  won^en  are  in  vain, 
All  vinutt  bom  in  own  lit  buhed ; 
For  Love  tn/ormi  them  as  the  sun  dolb  colours ;  "  &c 

Chapman  might  UeaL-(|iiaintat  witli  Iiidian  poeu.  but  at  all  evcfits the  coincidence  between 
the  above  and  tbe  lottowtng  canj:oi>,  by  Andrew  Navagero,  it  remaikable^  Navagero  was 
the  friend  o(  Boscan,  the  ^AOish  poet :  they  liecaine  acquainled  at  Grenada  while  Navagero 
was  iber*  amhassador  from  Venice.  Boscan  died  before  1 144  ;  and,  as  be  tunudf  caoAsscs, 
ba  lasnt  the  soooet  and  other  Italian  forms  of  poetry  from  Navagera 

LOVE  THE  MIND'S  SUN 

"  Swto  ladiea.  to  who«  lovely  faoca 

Nature  gives  chiums.  indeed. 

If  iboae  ye  «  ould  exceed 
And  are  destroos.  too.  cf  toward  grmcei : 

"  Ve  first  nitist  ope  your  heart's  enclosure. 

Anil  give  Love  entnince  there. 

Or  ye  must  all  deepair 
Of  wnu  ye  wish,  and  Lear  it  with  composure. 

"  For  as  Ihc  nisbl  Itwo  day  13  duller. 

And  what  is  nid  by  nighi 

Glitters  with  momiog  light 
In  nil  Che  rich  variety  ot  colour ; 

"  So  the) ,  whose  dark  insensate  bosoms 

Lore  lights  not,  ne'er  km\  knoft 

The  \-irtim  tbenoe  that  grow. 
Wanting  his  beams  to  open  virtue's  hlossDois." 

Otr  venion  b  made  fram  the  onginal  in  Dcdcc's  Loiitttion  </  Jfime  iHvtnf.  I. ,  98.  It 
ou^  to  be  mentioned  that  Boscaa's  admlwion  of  his  obUgaiions  to  Navagero  is  to  be  found 
fa]  the  lotroductioi)  to  ilie  wcond  book  o(  bn  works. 

I  P.  C. 

Dtt.,  1837. 
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Page  -tog.     "  AnUn  0/  Ftverskam.*'     It  is  thought 
Shakesprare  may  have  revised  this  play.      Althoa^   Mr. 
i&  inclined  to  the  theory  that  Shakespeare  wms  the  author,  the  < 
of  opinion  is  Bgainst  him  in  this  matter. 

Page  ^IS.  Lamb's  footnote.  Alsatia  iras  the  name  given  ta  tk* 
precinct  of  White firian,  a  sanctuary  for  debtors  until  1 697. 

Page  423.  "  The  Txoo  Angry  Women  of  Abingdon,"  Thi«  eilnd, 
when  printed  in  the  TabU  ^ook,  led  to  the  followiug  letter  from  Laub 
to  Hunc : — 

"Darooable  trralmn  (can't  you  notice  it?)  in  the  last  line  but  t«« 
of  the  last  Extraet  in  So.  9»  Qarrick  Playt — 

"  '  Blushing  forth  golika  btli  and  glorious  rod  ; ' 

"  A  sun-lmght  line  spoii'd. 
"  67.  Biuth  for  Bltuhiiu}. 

"  S.B. — The  general   Number  was  exoellent.       Also  a  few  linf 

higher — 

"  '  Restrained  Libeny  attwn'd  ta  sweet  * 

should  have  a  full  stop.  'Tis  the  end  of  the  old  man's  speech.  These 
little  blemishes  kill  such  delicate  things :  ptxwe  feeds  on  gtomer 
punctualities.  You  have  now  three  Numbers  in  hand  ;  oae  J  tent  jo* 
yesterday.     Of  course  I  send  no  more  till  Sunday  week. 

••  r.S,— Omitted  above—'  Dear  Hone.'  C.  L" 

Page  428,  Heywood's  "  nUrarchie  of  Blessed  AngeJt,"  The  dste 
is  16.S.'),  not  \6S'\.  The  passage  which  Lamb  quutcs  (xee  page  243af 
l6.i5  edition)  was  to  have  formed  part  of  a  pmjented  work  by  Heywood 
called  "The  Lives  of  all  the  PueU,  Modem  and  Forei^." 

Page  4^8.  Lamb's  footnote.  The  full  title  was  "The  Fair  Maid  of 
the  ^change,  with  the  Pleasant  Humours  of  Faiichurch,  verv  dtUct- 
oAia  andftUl  of  Mirth." 

Page  437.  "  Tlie  Battle  of  Alcaxar."  In  Lamb's  Note-Book,  after 
the  last  line,  come  these  : — 


Cd/.  Thanks,  good  toy  Lonfe,  uid  Uk>'  my  itooiacb  bt 
Too  qooBS/  (o  digest  such  bloody  meat. 
Yn  sUtngth  I  it  with  rirtuc  <i  my  mituL 


U  (Jt^ 


Pige  439.  Lamb's  note  to  "  Ttoo  TraqedUt  in  Oru"  The  fiill 
of  the  plays  is  "  Two  Lamentable  Tragedies.  The  one  of  tlie  Morthcr 
of  Maistcr  Beech,  A  Chauudler  in  Thamcs-streete,  and  his  boye,  done 
by  Thomas  Merry.  The  other  of  a  young  childe  murthered  in  a  Wood 
by  two  Rutfiiis,  with  the  comeiit  of  his  Unckle."  Much  mj-stery 
attaches  to  this  Robert  Yfu-ringtoii.  It  is  even  suggested  thnt  his 
name  was  a  pseudonym  for  other  writers.  For  '*  God's  Revenue  against 
Murder"  sec  note  on  page  €o6. 

Page  440.     "  T/w  Arraignment  of  Paris."     In  his  Note-Book  Lamb 
added  to  the  song  "  Fair  and  True  "  CEnone's  wonls  : — 

Sweet  BhepLerd,  for  <£nofke'i  talu,  be  cuoaiog  iu  ihis  song. 

And  kssp  thy  love,  aod  love  ihy  choice,  or  else  thou  dosi  ber  wtdd^ 
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Page  443.  V,  N.,  to  whom  Lamb's  letter  was  addresKtl,  was,  of 
course^  Vincent  Kovello,  the  oi^anisl  wid  composer.  There  is  no 
record  of  N'ovello's  having  complied  with  Lamb's  suggestion. 

Page  +64.  "The  Antipodes."  The  manuscript  copy  of  this  instal- 
ment of  the  Garrick  Extracts,  No.  XXXIV.,  contains  the  following 
crossetUout  note  on  Brume : — 

"  The  writer  of  ttais  Hlny  had  been  a  menial  servant  to  Den  Jonson ; 
in  what  capacity  we  are  not  told  ;  but  if  he  had  been  his  lowest 
scnIUon,  or  his  hog  rubber,  or  something  worse,  Ben  could  not  have 
addre^ed  more  coarse  and  disgusting  lines  to  him  than  he  has  done 
in  what  he  was  pleuhcd  to  consider  some  '  Commendatory  Verses ' 
prefixed  to  one  of  Brume's  Comedies.  Ben  was  luckier  in  his  Servants 
than  in  his  Son&  ;  for  neither  Handolph,  Mayne  nor  Cartwright  (so 
dubbed  by  him)  in  their  comedy  ever  approached  within  a  shadow  of 
comparison  to  the  exquisite  felicity  and  pleasantry  at  this  scene,  in 
which  the  aiiti-nalural  is  made  jio^itively  natural  and  delightful.  To 
Brome  (besides  other  excellent  Plays)  the  Public  is  indebted  fur  the 
'  Jovial  Oew,  or  the  Merry  Beggars,'  which,  made  into  an  Opera,  gave 
them  so  much  satisfaction  a  few  years  since  at  the  Lyceum.  They  will 
not  easily  (I  shall  not)  forget  Miss  Kelly's  Meriel." 

Lamb  had  written  of  "The  Jovial  Crew,"  when  it  was  revived  at 
the  Lyceum  in  18I9>  in  The  Examiner  (see  Vol.  I.,  page  186).  On 
that  occasion,  however,  Miss  Kelly  played  Rachel,  and  Miss  Stevenson 
Meriel. 

Ben  JoiiNon's  verses,  to  which  Lamb  refers,  were  prefixed  to  The 
Northern  Lasse,  l632.  They  are  entitled  "To  my  old  Faithful 
Servant,  and  (hy  his  continu'd  Vertue)  my  loving  Friend,  the  Author 
of  this  Work,  Mr.  Uickard  Brume."  They  hardly  merit  Lamb's  strong 
words.  The  opening  indeed  is  handsome,  but  the  lines  end  with  ft 
sneer,  to  the  effect  that  once 

TtH  Cobbler  kept  him  (o  his  ciiaII,  but  now 
Itcll  be  a  rilot,  scarce  can  guide  a  Plough. 

Page  470.  "  Quer&r  por  Solo  Querer."  Concerning  the  printing  of 
this  instalment  in  the  Table  Book  Ijtmb  wrote  to  Hone  : — 

"  Poshcrijjt 

"Who  is  your  compositor?  1  cannot  praise  enough  the  beauty  and 
accuracy  of  the  Garrick  Play  types.  That  of  Zclidouraand  Felisbravo, 
2  or  3  Nos.  Back,  was  really  a  poser.  He  must  be  no  onliuary  person 
who  got  thro'  it  (so  quaint)  without  a  slip.  Not  one  tn  10,000  would 
have  done  it." 

In  his  Note-Book  I^rah  copied  four  more  lines  after  the  passage, 
"  The  True  Absence  in  Love,'    on  page  475  ;  thus  : — 

QUERER  POR  SOLO  QUERER 

Banisii'd  Lovki 
But  1  love  tbcE  with  all  my  bean. 
Whom  therefore  thou  cnnsl  never  fly  : 
Smce  in  whatever  place  tbou  art, 
Tbou'rt  pnaoH  ts  ny  faausy. 
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Page  489>  "Edward  t^  Third."  Coiam  resemblances  in  the  teit 
ot  th^  play  and  passages  in  ShakeapeaK  lead  to  the  belief  that  Sh^e- 
speare  had  a  hand  in  it.  Lamb's  manuscript  copy  of  this  instalmentj  Na 
XX V.J  of  the  Garrick  Extzacts  ccmtauu  the  following  crossed-out  note : — 

"  I  wish  to  believe  it  to  be  old  Heywood's :  it  bean  his  stamp  and 
likelihood,  as  does  more  especialiy  The  Yorkshire  Tragedy.  CtHnpare 
the  latter  with  The  Woman  Killed  toiih  Kindness.  But  in  those  days 
there  were,  I  was  going  to  say,  'five  huidred  good  as  he.'  " 

Page  507.  "A  Wovum's  a  Weathercock."  The  manuscript  copy  of 
this  instalment  of  the  Garrick  Extracts,  No.  XXX.,  contains  the  fc^knr- 
ing  CTOSsed-out  note : — 

"  The  affected  reluctance,  and  real  curiosity,  of  Nevill  to  see  the  letter 
is  to  be  vindicated  by  a  presumption  that  he  guessed  at  its  omtents  and 
the  fidseness  of  them.  The  whole  struggle  between  his  fiiend  to  show 
it,  and  himself  not  to  see  it,  is  a  vie  of  generosity  (as  these  old  play- 
writers  would  have  called  it)  nobly  plaid,  and  most  nobly  oonduded." 

Page  dfi6.  "  Love's  Dominion."  Lamb  placed  some  lines  from  the  In- 
vocation to  Silence  at  the  head  of  his  Elia  essay  *'  A  Quaker's  Meeting." 

IWe  5S0.  Lamb's  footnote.  The  reference  is  to  Edward  AUeyn 
(156&-I626),  the  actor,  and  founder  of  Dulwieh  Collie.  Heywood, 
in  bis  Apology  for  Actors,  I6IS,  says  of  him :  "Among  so  many  dead 
let  me  not  forget  one  yet  alive  in  his  time  the  most  worthy,  &moua, 
Maister  Edward  Allen ; "  and  In  his  prolt^e  to  the  "  Rich  Jew  fk 
Malta  "  (Cockpit,  1 633)  he  says  that  the  part  of  the  Jew  was  "  by  the 
best  of  actors  play'd." 

Page  5Me.  Footnote.  "  He  damns  the  Town."  This  sentiment  was 
^ipended  not  by  Lamb,  but  by  William  Heme.  The  line  is  presomably 
an  adaptation  of  Dryden's 

He  curses  God,  but  Ood  before  cuned  him. 

Aisalom  and  Achilofktl,  Part  IL,  467. 

Page  545.  Footnote,  "Inexplicable  dumb  show"  is  Hamlet's 
phrase.  III.,  ii.,   13. 

Page  566.  Serious  Fragment,  No.  4.  Lamb  quotes  this  passage 
in  his  EUa  essay  "The  Superannuated  Man." 

Page  571.  Serious  Fragment,  No.es.  At  the  end  of  this  extract,  from 
•*  Fatal  Jealousy,"  Lamb  copied  in  his  Note- Book  two  more  lines  :^ — 

For  tbejr  all  doubt  wbat  they  preteDd  to  ktxiw. 
And  fear  to  mount  lest  they  sbonid  foQ  bdow. 

Page  588.  Satiro-mastix.  Fleay  attempts  to  answer  Lamb's  query. 
In  ]ns  Biographical  Chroniole  of  the  English  Drama,  1891,  VoL  I.,  pages 
127-128,  he  sugsests  that  the  play  is  ''The  Life  and  Death  of  Captain 
Stukely."  Decker,  he  writes,  "had  patched  the  play  with  half  of  one 
by  Peele  on  the  Moor  Mahomet,  and  then  published  it"  Unfortun- 
ately, "  Captain  Stukely,"  so  iar  as  is  known,  was  not  published  before 
1605,  whereas  Satiro-mtistix  was  printed  in  1603. 

Page  588.  Captmn  Sannam.  Mr.  Bullen  thinks  that  the  Captain 
is  not  to  be  found  in  any  extant  play.  Possibly  in  one  of  those  men- 
ticmed  by  Gayton  in  his  Festivous  Notes  on  Don  Quixote. 


EPILOGUE 

CONSISTING  OF  MR.  SWINBURNE'S  SONNET  SEQUENCE 
ON  THE  OLD  DRAMATISTS,  FROM  TBISTBAM  OF 
LYONESSE 


SONNETS  ON  ENGLISH  DRAMATIC  POETS  (1590-1650) 

I 

CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE 

Crowned,  girdled,  garbed  and  shod  yritii  light  and  fire, 

Son  first-bora  of  the  morning,  sovereign  star ! 

Soul  nearest  ours  of  all.  that  wert  most  (ar, 
Most  far  off  in  the  abysm  of  time,  thy  IjTe 
Hung  highest  rI>ovu  thu  dawn-«nkindled  quire 

Where  all  ye  mug  together,  all  that  are, 

And  all  the  starry  songs  behind  thy  car 
Rang  sequence,  all  our  souls  acclaim  thee  sire. 

'  If  all  the  pens  that  ever  poets  held 

Had  fed  the  feeling  of  their  masters'  tbougbta/ 
And  as  with  rush  of  hurtling  chariots 

The  flight  of  all  their  spirit*:  were  impelled 

Towards  one  great  end,  thy  glory — nay,  not  tlien, 
Not  yet  mjght'st  thou  be  praised  enough  of  men. 


II 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE 

Not  if  men's  tongues  and  angeU'  all  in  one 

Spake,  might  the  word  be  said  that  might  speak  Thee. 

Streams,  winds,  woods,  flowers,  6elds,  mountains^  yea,  the  sea. 
What  power  is  in  them  all  to  praise  the  sun  ? 
His  praise  is  tbis^ — he  can  be  praised  of  none. 

Man,  woman,  child,  praise  God  for  him ;  but  he 

Exults  not  to  be  worshipped,  but  to  lie. 
He  is;  and,  being,  beholds  his  work  well  done. 
All  joy,  all  glory,  all  sorrow,  all  strength,  all  mirth. 
Are  his  :  without  him,  day  were  night  on  earth. 

Time  knows  not  his  from  time's  own  period. 
All  lutes,  alt  harps,  all  viols,  all  flutes,  all  lyres, 
Fall  dumb  before  him  ere  one  string  suspires. 

All  stars  are  angels ;  but  the  sun  is  God. 


'  From  Trittrom  of  Lyomst*  and  Oihtt  Pormt. 

1883. 


By  A.  C.  Swinbnrne.    L^orwlon, 
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III 

BEN  JOXSON 

BaoiU>-aueo,  braad-5T>nted,  bmmtcoaa,  maltifiinB, 

With  Bunj  a  ralley  implcmcfacd  vith  ivy  And  vinr. 
Wherein  the  sfrioffs  of  «II  the  ttreuas  ran  wine. 

And  tiutny  a  crafc  full  fiiecd  f^iuft  the  storm. 

The  mountain  where  thr  Mmc's  fcct  made  wmna 
Tbote  UvTM  that  rerelled  vith  ber  daoce  dii 
SHuncs  yet  with  fire  ms  it  wb»  waat  to  shine 

Fmni  taaini;  torches  nmnd  the  dance  sswaiiu. 

Nor  Ie«,  hi|^ -stationed  on  the  fprj  i^ran  befffhts, 
Hi^h'thouf^hted  seers  with  heaven'i  be.art -kindling 

Hold  canyerie :  and  the  herd  of  meamer  ttito^ 
Knows  or  by  fiery  scourfce  or  fiery  shaft 
When  wrath  on  thy  broad  brows  has  risen,  and 

Darkening  thy  soat  with  shadow  of  tbandenMs 


IV 
BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER 

As  hour  ere  sudden  sunset  fired  the  west, 
AroK  two  stars  upon  the  pale  deep  east. 
The  ball  of  heaven  was  elear  far  nl^t's  hif^h  feast. 

Vet  was  not  yet  day's  fiery  heart  at  rest. 

Lore  leapt  up  from  his  mother's  burning  breast 

To  see  those  warm  twin  lights,  as  day  decreased. 
Wax  wider,  till  when  all  the  sun  had  ceased 

As  sunfl  they  »hone  from  evening'x  kindled  crest. 

Acmsi  thf  ni  and  [>rtween,  a  quickening  fire, 

Flamed  Venus,  laugliing  witli  appeased  desire. 

Their  down,  scarce  lovelier  lor  the  gleam  of  tean. 

Filled  half  the  hollow  shell  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 

With  sound  like  moonlight,  mingling  moan  and  mirth. 
Which  rings  and  glitters  down  the  darkling  yearv. 


PHILIP  MASSINGER 

Cloi/ds  here  and  there  ariwn  an  hour  past  noon 

Chequered  our  English  heaven  with  lengthening 
And  shfldow  and  sound  of  wheel-winged  thunder-cars 

Assembling  strength  to  put  forth  tempest  soon. 
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When  the  clear  still  warm  concord  of  thy  tune 

Rose  under  skies  unscared  by  rttddening  M&rs 
Yet,  like  &  sound  of  silver  speech  of  stars, 
With  full  mild  Hame  as  of  Ihc  mellowing  moon. 
Grave  and  great-hearted  Massinj^er,  thy  face 
High  melancholy  lights  with  lottier  grace 

Than  gilds  the  brows  of  revel :  sad  and  wise. 
The  spirit  of  thought  that  moved  thy  deeper  song, 
Sorrow  serene  in  sofl  calm  scorn  of  wrong. 

Spcaki  patience  yet  from  thy  majestic  eyes. 


VI 

JOHN  FORD 

Hew  hard  the  marble  from  the  mountain's  heart 
Where  hardest  night  holds  fast  in  iron  gloom 
Gems  brighter  than  an  April  dawn  in  bloom, 

That  his  Mcmnonian  likeness  thence  may  start 

Revealed,  whose  hand  with  high  funereal  art 

Carved  nightj  and  chiselled  shadow :  be  the  tomb 
That  speaks  him  famous  graven  with  signs  of  doom 

Intrenched  inevitably  in  lines  athwart, 

As  on  some  thunder- bias  ted  Titan's  brow 
His  record  of  rebellion.     Not  the  day 
Shall  strike  forth  music  from  so  stem  a  chord. 

Touching  this  marble  :  darkness,  none  knows  how. 
And  stars  impenetrable  of  midnight,  niay. 
So  looms  the  likeness  of  the  soul,  John  Ford. 


VII 
JOHN  WEBSTER 

Thunder  :  the  flesh  quails,  and  the  soul  bows  down. 

Night :  east,  west,  south,  and  northward,  very  night. 

Star  upon  struggling  star  strives  into  sight. 
Star  after  shuddering  star  the  deep  storms  drown. 
The  very  throne  of  night,  her  very  crown, 

A  man  lays  hand  on,  and  usurps  her  right. 

Song  from  the  highest  of  heaven's  imperious  height 
Shoots,  as  a  fire  to  smite  some  towering  town. 
Rage,  anguish,  harrowing  fear,  hcart-craxing  crime. 
Make  monstrous  all  the  murderous  face  of  Time 

Shown  in  the  spheral  orbit  of  a  glass 
Revolving.     Earth  cries  out  from  all  her  graves, 
Frail,  on  frail  rafts,  across  wide- wall  owing  waves, 

Shapes  here  and  there  of  child  and  mother  pass. 
VOL,  IV. — 40 
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VIII 
THOMAS  DECKER 

Out  of  the  depths  of  i<iM'lrlitig  life  where  sin 

Laughs  piteously  that  sorrow  should  not  know 
Her  own  ill  name,  nor  woe  be  counted  woe ; 

Where  hate  and  eraft  and  lost  make  drearier  din 

Than  sounds  through  dreams  that  grief  holds  revel  in ; 
What  charm  of  joy-bells  ringing,  streams  that  Bow, 
Winds  that  blow  healing  in  eadb  note  they  blow. 

Is  this  that  the  outer  darkness  hears  begin  ? 

O  sweetest  heart  of  all  thy  time  save  <me. 
Star  seen  for  love's  sake  nearest  to  the  sun. 

Hung  lamplike  o'er  a  dense  and  doleful  city. 
Not  Shakespeare's  very  spirit,  howe'er  more  great. 
Than  thine  toward  man  was  more  compassionate. 

Nor  gave  Christ  praise  from  lips  more  sweet  with  pi^. 

IX 
THOMAS  MIDDLETON 

A  WILD  moon  riding  high  from  cloud  to  cloud. 

That  sees  and  sees  not,  glimmering  &r  beneath. 
Hell's  children  revel  idong  the  shuddering  healii 

With  dirge-like  mirth  and  raiment  like  a  shroud : 

A  worse  fiur  fiice  than  witchcraft's  passion-proud. 

With  brows  blood-flecked  behind  their  bridal  wreath 
And  lips  that  bade  the  assassin's  sword  find  aheath 

Deep  in  the  heart  whereto  love's  heart  was  vowed : 

A  game  of  close  contentious  crafts  and  creeds 

Played  till  white  England  bring  black  Spain  to  shame : 

A  son's  bright  sword  and  brighter  soul,  wbose  deeds 

High  conscience  lights  for  mother's  love  and  &me : 

Pure  gipsy  flowers,  and  poisonous  courtly  weeds : 
Such  tokens  and  such  trophies  crown  thy  name. 

X 

THOMAS  HEYWOOD 

ToH,  if  they  loved  thee  best  who  called  thee  T<Mn, 

What  else  may  all  men  call  thee,  seeing  thus  bright 
Even  yet  the  laughing  and  the  weeping  light 

That  still  thy  kind  old  eyes  are  kindled  from  ? 

Small  care  was  thine  to  assail  and  overcome 
Time  and  his  child  Oblivion :  yet  of  right 
Thy  name  has  part  with  names  of  lordlier  might 

For  English  love  and  homely  sense  of  home. 
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Whose  fragrance  keeps  thy  small  sweet  bayleaf  young 

And  gives  it  place  aloft  among  thy  peers 

Whence  many  a  wrreath  once  hifjher  strong  Time  has  hurled: 
And  this  thy  praise  is  sweet  on  Shakexpcjtre's  tongue 

'O  good  old  man,  how  well  in  tliee  appears 

The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world ! ' 


XI 

GRORGE  CHAPMAN 

High  priest  of  Homer,  not  elect  in  vain, 

Deep  trumpets  blow  before  thee,  shawms  behind 
Mix  music  with  the  rolling  wheels  they  wind 

Slow  through  the  labouring  triumph  of  thy  train  : 

Fierce  history,  molten  in  thy  forging  brain, 

Takes  form  and  Are  and  fashion  from  thy  mind. 
Tormented  and  transmuted  out  of  kind  : 

But  howitoe'er  thou  lihift  thy  strenuous  strain, 

Like  Tailor'  smooth,  like  Fisher'  swollen,  and  now 

Grim  Yarrington,  ^  scarce  bloodier  marked  tlian  thou. 
Then  bluff  as  Mayne's'*  or  broad-mouthed  Barry's*  g'cC) 

Proud  stilt  with  hoar  predominance  of  brow 

And  beard  like  foam  swept  off  the  broad  blown  Hea, 
Where'er  thou  go,  men's  reverence  goes  with  thee. 


XII 

JOHN    MARSTON 

The  bitterness  of  death  and  bitterer  scorn 

Breathes  from  the  broad-leafed  aloe-plant  whence  thou 
Wast  (ain  to  gather  for  thy  bended  brow 

A  chaplet  by  no  gentler  forehead  worn. 

Grief  deep  as  hell,  wrnth  hardly  to  be  borne. 

Ploughed  up  thy  soul  till  round  the  furrowing  plough 
The  strange  bUck  soil  foamed,  as  a  black  beaked  prow 

Bids  night-black  waves  foam  where  its  track  has  torn. 

Too  faint  the  phrase  for  thee  that  only  saith 

Scom  bitterer  than  the  bitterness  of  death 

Pervades  the  sullen  splendour  of  thy  soul> 

Where  Imte  and  pain  make  war  on  force  and  fraud 

And  all  the  Htreugtlis  of  tyrants  ;  whence  unflawed 
It  keeps  this  noble  heart  of  hatred  whole. 

>  Author  or  Thi  Hog  hath  lott  kit  Ptarl. 

'Author  of  Fii/wwi  Troft,  or  fht  Tnt  Trcjans. 

■  Author  of  Ttfo  Tragtdtn  in  One.  *  Author  of  Tkt  City  Match. 

*  Author  o(  Ram'Aii^,  or  Mtrry  Tritks. 
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XIII 

JOHN    DAY 

Day  was  a  fiiU-blown  flower  in  heavoi,  atire 

With  murmuring  joy  of  bees  and  trirda  anrarmf 
When  in  the  skies  of  song  yet  flnshed  and  wann 
With  music  where  all  passion  seems  to  strive 
For  uttenmce,  all  things  bright  and  fierce  to  drive 
Stru^ling  along  the  rolendour  of  the  stmm. 
Day  for  an  honr  put  off  his  fiery  tana. 
And  golden  murmurs  from  a  golden  hive 
Across  the  stnmg  bright  summer  wind  were  heard. 
And  laughter  son  as  smiles  from  girls  at  play 
And  loud  fivm  lips  of  boys  brow-lmund  with  May. 
Our  mightiest  age  let  &U  its  gentlest  word. 
When  Song,  in  semblance  of  a  sweet  small  bird^ 
Lit  fluttering  on  the  light  swift  hand  of  Day. 

XIV 
JAMES  SHIRLEY 

The  dusk  of  day's  decline  was  hard  on  dark 

When  evening  trembled  round  thy  glowworm  lamp 
That  shone  across  her  shades  and  dewy  damp 

A  small  clear  beacon  whose  benignant  spark 

Was  gracious  yet  for  loiterers'  eyes  to  mark. 

Though  changed  the  watchword  of  our  English  camp 
Since  the  outposts  rang  round  Marlowe's  lion  ramp. 

When  thy  steed's  pace  went  ambling  round  Hyde  Paik. 

And  in  the  thickenkig  twilight  under  thee 
Walks  Darenant,  pensive  in  the  paths  where  he. 
The  blithest  throat  that  ever  carolled  love 

In  music  made  of  morning's  merriest  heart. 
Glad  Suckling,  stumbled  from  his  seat  above 

And  reelnl  on  slippeiy  roads  of  alien  art. 

XV 

THE  TRIBE   OF   BENJAMIN 

Sons  bom  of  many  a  loyal  Muse  to  Ben, 

All  troe-begotten,  warm  with  wine  or  ale. 
Bright  from  the  broad  light  of  his  presence,  hail ! 

Prince  Randolph,  nighest  his  thnme  of  all  his  taea. 

Being  highest  in  spirit  and  heart  who  hailed  him  then 
King,  nor  might  other  spread  so  blithe  a  aaH  : 
Cartwright,  a  soul  pent  in  with  narrower  pale, 

Praised  of  thy  sire  for  manful  might  of  pea : 


MtrmJon,  whose  verse  keeps  always  keen  and  fine 

The  perfume  of  their  Apollonian  wine 

Who  shared  with  that  stout  &ire  of  all  and  thee 

The  exut>er&nt  clialice  of  his  echoing  shrine  : 

Is  not  your  praise  writ  broad  in  gold  which  he 
Inscribed,  tliat  all  who  praise  his  name  should  see  ? 


XVI 

ANONYMOUS    PLAYS:    'ARDEN    OF    FEVERSHAM' 

Mother  whose  womb  brought  forth  our  man  of  men. 
Mother  of  Sliakespcare,  whom  all  time  acclaims 
Queen  therefore,  sovereign  queen  of  EngHsh  dames, 

Throned  higher  than  sal  thy  sonleAS  empress  then, 

Was  it  thy  son's  young  passion-guided  pen 

Which  drew,  reflected  from  encircling  flames, 
A  figure  marked  by  the  earlier  of  thy  names 

Wife,  and  from  all  her  wedded  kinswomen 

Martied  by  the  sign  of  murderess  ?     Pale  and  greAt, 
Great  in  her  grief  and  sin,  but  in  her  dcatii 
And  anguish  of  her  penitential  breath 

Greater  than  all  her  sin  or  sin-bom  fate, 

She  stands,  the  holocaust  of  dark  desire. 
Clothed  round  with  soug  for  ever  as  with  fire. 


xvn 

ANONYMOUS   PLAYS 

Yx  too,  dim  watchfim  of  some  darkling  hour, 

Whose  fame  forlorn  lime  saves  not  nor  proclaims 
For  ever,  but  forgetfulness  defames 
And  darkness  and  the  shadow  of  death  devour, 
Lift  up  ye  too  your  light,  put  forth  your  power, 
Let  the  far  twilight  feel  your  soft  small  flames 
And  smile,  albeit  night  name  not  even  their  names. 
Ghost  by  ghost  passing,  flower  blown  ilown  on  flower : 
Tliat  sweet-tongued  shadow,  like  a  star's  that  passed 
Singling,  and  light  was  from  its  darkness  east 

To  paint  the  face  of  Painting  fair  with  praise :  * 
And  that  wherein  foreligured  smiles  the  pure 
Fraternal  face  of  Wordsworth's  Elidure 

Between  two  child-faced  masks  of  merrier  days. ' 


■  DteU»  DodfPoly 


'  Nobody  and  Somebody, 
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XVIII 
ANONYMOUS    PLAYS 

More  yet  and  mere,  and  yet  we  mark  not  all : 
The  Warning  &in  to  bid  fiur  women  heed 
Its  bard  brief  note  of  deadly  doom  and  deed  ;  ^ 

The  verse  that  strewed  too  thick  with  flowers  the  hall 

Whence  Nero  watched  his  fiery  festival ; ' 

The  iron  page  wherein  men's  eyes  who  read 

See,  bruised  and  marred  between  two  babes  that  bleed, 

A  mad  red-handed  husband's  martyr  &U ; ' 

The  scene  which  crossed  and  streaked  with  mirth  the  strife 

Of  Henry  with  his  vma  and  witchlike  wife  ;  * 

And  that  sweet  pageant  of  the  kindly  fiend, 

Who,  seeing  three  friends  in  s|nrit  and  heart  made  one, 

Crowned  with  good  hap  the  true-love  wiles  he  screened 
In  the  pleached  lanes  of  pleasuit  Edmontcm.' 

XIX 
THE  MANY 


Greene,  garlanded  with  February's  few  flowers, 

Ere  March  came  in  with  Marlowe's  rapturous  rage  : 
Peele,  from  whose  hand  the  sweet  white  locks  of  age 

Took  the  mild  chaplet  woven  of  honoured  hours  : 

Nash,  laughing  hard :  Lodge,  flushed  fr<om  lyric  bowers : 
And  Lilly,  a  goldfinch  in  a  twisted  cage 
Fed  by  some  gay  great  lady's  pettish  page 

Till  short  sweet  songs  gush  clear  like  short  spring  showen ; 

Kid,  whose  grim  sport  still  gambolled  over  graves : 
And  Chettle,  in  whose  fresh  funereal  verse 
Weeps  Marian  yet  on  Robin's  wildwood  hearse  : 

Cooke,  whose  light  boat  of  song  one  soft  breath  saves. 
Sighed  from  a  maiden's  amorous  mouth  averse : 

Live  likewise  ye  :  Time  takes  not  you  for  slaves. 

XX 
THE  MANY 


Hauohton,  whose  mirth  gave  woman  all  her  will : 

Field,  bright  and  loud  with  laughing  flower  and  bird 
And  keen  alternate  notes  of  laud  and  gird  : 

Barnes,  darkening  once  with  Borgia's  deeds  the  quill 

'  A  Warning /or  Fair  Womm.       '  The  Tragedy  of  Ntro.      '  A  YorksMirt  Tragtdy. 
*  Look  a6oH<  you.  •  Tki  Mtrry  DnU  of  Bdmomton. 
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Which  timed  the  pasiion  of  Parthenophil : 

Blithe  burly  Porter,  broad  and  bold  of  word ; 
Wilkins,  a  voice  with  strenuous  pity  stirred : 

Turk  Mason :  Brewer,  whose  tongue  drops  honey  still : 

Rough  Rowley,  handling  song  with  Esau's  hand : 

Light  Nabbes :  lean  Shvpham,  rank  and  raw  by  turns, 
But  fragrant  with  a  forethought  once  of  Bums : 

Soft  Davenport,  sad-robed,  but  blithe  and  bland  : 
Brome,  gipsy-led  across  the  woodland  ferns : 

Praise  be  with  aU,  and  place  among  our  band. 


XXI 
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Our  mother,  which  wast  twice,  as  history  saith. 

Found  first  among  the  nations ;  once,  when  she 
Who  bore  thine  ensign  saw  the  God  in  thee 
Smite  Spain,  and  bring  forth  Shakespeare  :  once,  when  death 
Shrank,  and  Rome's  bloodhounds  cowered,  at  Milton's  breath 
More  than  thy  place,  then  first  among  the  &ee, 
More  than  that  sovereign  lordship  of  the  sea 
Bequeathed  to  Cromwell  from  Elizabeth, 
More  than  thy  fiery  guiding-star,  which  Drake 
Hailed,  and  the  deep  saw  at  again  for  Blake, 

More  than  all  deeds  wrought  of  thy  strong  right  hand. 
This  praise  keeps  most  thy  fiune's  memorial  strong. 
That  thou  wast  head  of  all  these  streams  of  song. 

And  time  bows  down  to  thee  as  Shakespeare's  land. 
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"  Arden  of  FevefBham,"  409, 569,  589, 618- 

Swinbumc'B  sonnet  on,  639. 

Aristophanes,  "The  Birds,"  mentioned 

by  Lamb,  401. 
AriBtotk,  cited  by  Lamb,  439. 
"Antignmeni  of  Paris,  The,"  by  Pede, 

44O.  56S,  618. 
"  Athost'fl  Tragedy,  The,"  by  Tourneur, 

148. 
Ayrton,  William,  614. 
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Barkateed,  William,  the  actor,  606. 

"  Bastard,  The,"  ?  by  Manuche,  504,  583. 

"  Battle  of  Alcatar,  The."  by  Peete,  437. 

Lamb's  note  on,  437,  618. 

Beaumont,    Francis,    his    "  Triumph    of 
Love,"  279. 

Lamb's  note  on,  437,  618. 

—  and  Fletcher,  "Capid'ikevenKe/' 197. 

*' Maids  Tragedy,"  aSa. 

"  PbtlavtcT."  288. 

Lamb's  conmienU  On,  285. 

copy  of,  603. 

Swinburne's  sonnet  on,  634. 

Behn,  Aphra,  "  The  Dutch  Lover,"  563, 

579- 
■'  Belphcgor,"  by  John  Wilson.  536. 
■*  Bethsalie,  The  Love  of  King  David  and 

Fair."  by  Peele.  it,  453. 
Biblical  allusions  by  Lamb,  13,  123,  aiS. 

as  I.  3^- 

'•  Birth  of  Merlin,"  by  Rowley,  570. 

"  Blind  Beggar  of  Ateaandha,"  by  Chap- 
man, 570. 

"Bloody  Bfother,  The;  or  Rollo,"  by 
Fletcher,  322,  612. 

"  Blurt,  Matter  Consuble,"  by  Middletort, 

$57- 
"  Bonduca,"  by  Fletcher,  319. 
"  Braren  Age,  The.  An  Historical  Play," 
by  Heywood,  433. 

Lamb's  note  on,  436. 

Brewer,  Anthony,  play  attributed  by  Lamb 
to,  41. 

"  Love  Sick  King,"  587. 

•'  Bride,  The."  by  Nabbs,  joi. 

"  Broken  Hcari,  The."  by  Ford.  208. 

Lamb's   notes   on,  213,  215,  218, 

329,  600. 
Brome,  Richard,  "  The  Antipodes,"  464. 

"Jovial  Crew,"  619. 

"The  Sparagus  OardeOi"  468. 
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Caropball.  T..  Otn. 

Cww,   LAdy    EliiabMh,    ''Trmgedy   of 

MtrUm,"  570. 
Cftry,  Htnry  Frandi ,  friend  of  Lamb.  615. 
"  Caae  la  Altaiad,  The,"  by  Jouon,  X43, 

Au. 
"Catiline  Hia  Conipiracy,"  by  Jonion, 

358, 
Cavendiah,  William,  Duke  of  Newcastle. 

"  Tha  Tilumphant  Widow."  510,  562. 
C«rvant«a,   Don  Quixote,  menltoncd   by 

Lamb,  96.  19a,  610. 
"  Chabol,    Aamiral    oC     France"      S** 

"  PhUip  Cbabot." 
"  Challenge  for  Beauty,  A,"  by  Meywood. 

Chamberlain,  Kobeft,  vene*  by,  534. 

Chamberlayne,  William,  ■■  Love's  Vic- 
tory."  jfty. 

"  ChanKOa  ;  or  Love  in  a  Maxe,"  by  Shir- 
ley. 431- 

Chapman,  Oeoigc,  "  All  Pools,"  407. 

*'  Blind   BegKiu   of    Alexandria," 

_  »  ••  Buaiy  d'Amboia,"  74,  4S7,  5S7. 

—  —  "  Byron'*  Con«piracv,    78. 
'*  —  Traiedy,"  81. 

—  —  "  CtSflftT  and  Pomp«y,"  72,  569. 
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— .  —  "Revenge   of   Biuay    D'Amboia," 
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—  —  Lantb^  lenerc  to.  *m.  oA. 
"  Oso™x    59a. 

CoUicT.  John  Pavne;,  603.  617 
ColURm  William.  "  Ode  to  Ute^,' 

tioacd  by  Lamb, 
Commcrulalory    Venca    befkw    PI 

Sir  W.  Kinigrrw,  by  T.   U,  _ 
Congre^e.  William,  "  Ijo-w^  for  Lovq 

meniioBod  by  Laxnh,  452. 

"  Conspiracy.  The"  by  Hcory  KiU 

447-  587.  572,  $74- 
Cooke,  Joaepb.  "  Greea's  Ta  Qaoqa 
Cowley,  Abraham.  "  The  Gi»r£asJ 
588.  ^ 
Saufragimm  yocmlmrt. 

by  LaJnb,  too. 
Cowper,   William,  "The  Taak,"  a 

by  Lamb,  4O4.  ^ 

Crowne,  John,  "The  Amhitioas 

man."  535,  574. 
"The  English  Friai,"  s6a. 

—  —  "  The  Married  Beau,"  445   e 

"  Thyeaie.,  ■  546.  57t- 

"Cnpid'a  Revenge,"  by    Bcaumoa 

Fletcher,  357,  61a. 


Dabom,  "  Chiiatian  Tum'd 

Daniel,   Samuel,   "Hymen's   Trim 

"Tcth>V  Festis-al,"  458. 

mentioned  by  Lamb,  43 

Lamb's  copyoF.  6ia, 


Davcnanl.    Sir    William,    "Qondibert," 

quoted  by  Lamb,  152. 
Davenpoft.    Robert,    "The   City   Night. 
Cap,"  444. 

—  ■—  "Kingjohnand  Matilda,"  jo8jS6. 
mentioned,  631, 

"  David,  The   Love  of  King,  and  Fair 
BethMbe."  by  G.  Pede.  11, 

453- 

Lamb's  note  on,  13,  604. 

Day,  John, "  Humour  out  of  Breath,"  373. 

—  —  "IsIcofGolU,"  586. 

•■  Parliament  of  Bees,  The."  401. 

— '  —  Swinburne's  sonneu  on.  616, 618. 
I>ecker,  Thomas,  "  Honest  Whore,  The." 

54- 

Second  Part,  54. 

"MagnificentEnteriamroent,The," 

595- 

''Old  FortunatuB,"  48. 

—  —  "  Satiro-Maatix,"  36,  464,  56g,  388. 

—  —  "  Whore  of  Babylon."  390. 

_  —  and  Masisingei,  "  The  Virgin  Mar- 
tyr." 357- 

and  Rowley,  Ford,  etc.," Witchof 

Edmonton,"  143. 

and  Webster,  "  Westward  Hoe," 

59- 

Lamb'i  comment  on,  358.  426. 

Swinbarne's  wjnnet  on,  6^. 

•'  Devira  Law  Case,  The,"  by  Webster, 
162.  49S. 

Lamb's  notes  on,  164. 499,609. 

Digby,  Sir  KcfMlm,  RuHer'i  verses  on, 

59a. 
"  Don  Quixote,  The  ComicaJ  History  of,"* 
by  D'Uifey,  527. 

S«  C«vantes.  528. 

Donne,  John,  verus  quoted  by  Lamb, 

295,  604,  6n. 
Dorset,  Thomai  Sacltville,  Earl  of.    Sm 

Sackvilie. 
Dosa,  Luke,  his  iron  crown,  609. 
"Downfall  of  Robert,  Earl  of  Hunting- 
ion,"  bv  Munday,  478,  613. 
Drayton,  Michael,  mentioned  by  Lamb, 

42,  46. 
Diewe,  Thomas,  and  Heywood,"  Duchess 

of  Suffolk,"  450. 
Dtummond  of  Hawthornden,  605. 
Drydcn,   Jobn,  "  Sigi*monda   and   Guts- 

cardo,"  mentioned  by  Lamb,  423. 
"  Duchess  of  Mulfv,  Tragedy  of  the,"  by 
Webster,  169. 

— mentioned  by  Lamb,  11. 

Lamb's  note  on,  179, 

"—  of  Suffolk,    The   Life  of  the,"  by 

Heywood  and  Drewe,  450. 
Dulwich  College,   payment  by,  to  Ben 

Jonson,  10  ;  mentioned,  620. 


D'Urfey,  Thomas.  "  Comical  History  of 

Don  Quixote,  The,"  527. 
"Old  Mode  and  the  New,  Tfae," 

561,  579- 

"  Virtuous  Wife,  A,"  564. 

"  Dutch   Lover,  The."  by   Mrs.  Apbra 

Behn, 563,  579. 
Dykes  Campbell.  Mr..  hi<i  article  on  thi 

S^imiHt,  597,  610,  613. 
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■'  Edmonton,  The  Merry  Devil  of,"  4». 
■'  — ,  The  Witch  of.'  by  Rowley,  Decker 

and  Ford,  dc,  145. 
"  Edward  the  Second.  A  Tragedy,"  bjr 
Marlowe,  17. 

Lamb's  thMc  on,  24,  604. 

mentioned,  26. 

"^  the  Third,  An  Historical  Play,"  489, 

619. 
Elli&,  George.  S^cittUHS  0/  Uu   Rarlf 

English  Potts,  599, 
Elton,  Sir  Charles,  Lamb's  letter  to,  606. 
"  English  Friar,  The,"  by  Crownc.  56a. 
"  —  Monsieur,    The,"  by  Hon.  James 

Howard,  520,  582, 
'■  —  Traveller,  The."  by  Heywood.  95. 
—  —  Lamb's  note  on,  100. 
"  Example,  The,  A  Tragi-Comedy."  by 

Shirley,  524. 


Fair&x,  Edward,  Godfrty  0/  BtiiMg»#, 
by,  598. 

'* —  Maid  of  Ihc  Exchange,"  by  Hey- 
wood, 426. 

Lamb's  notes  on.  418,  429. 

■* of  the  West,"  by  Ilevwood,  565. 

"  Pair  Quarrel,  A,"  by  Middleton  arid 
Rowley,  104,573,588. 

Lamb's  note  on,  II4. 

"  Faithful  Shepherdess,  The."  by  Flet- 
cher, 301. 

Lamb'i  notes  on,  jia.  443. 

^  —  Commendatory  Vetsea  before,  533- 

—  —  Dedications,  Lamb's  notes  to,  54a, 

544- 
"  False  One,  The,"  by  Flctdicr,  312,  61a. 
"  Famous  Hi&iory  of  T.  Stukely,"  586. 
Fane,  Sir  Franda,  "  Love  in  the  Dark," 

565.  574.  5^3- 
Fanikhaw,   Sir    Richard,    Translation    ol 

Mendoxa's  "Querer  por  Solo  Qacrer," 

470,  584. 
"  Fatal  Dowry,  The,"  by  Masstngei  and 

Field,  350, 
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"  PftUl  Jetlousy,  The."  by  Scnl  n^wc, 

—  —  LunVt  notea  to,  539,  6ao. 

"—  Union  ■•     Sti  "  Sicily  ftad  NaflH." 
"  Ptuttui.  The  Traeica]  Hntory  of  tlw 
Life  and  Death  of  Dooeor.* 
by  MaiIowc,  27. 

Limb'i  note  00,  54,  604. 

"  Fawn.  The,"  by  Marvton,  5ii. 
"  FsitivaU  at  Aranwhei,"  5&f. 
Field,  B«ron,  b  tend  of  Lamb,  Ai  i. 
^  Ntduukl, "  Amendji  for  LadJa,"  361, 

386. 
*'  Woman'i  a  Weather-Cock,  A." 

507. 

—  —  nwntjoned.  A13. 631. 

—  and  Maadng*!,  "The  Fatal  Dovrfy," 

FiahCf.Tupcr,  "  The  True  Trojaiu,"  517. 
Fletcher jj oh n.  "  Bondoca,"  319. 
^.  ^  '•  The  Bloody  Brother."  jaa. 
•—  ^  "  Cupid'i  Rev-enge."  329. 

—  ■—  "  Double  Harriage."  3>g. 

—  —  "The  FaUeOne,"  31a. 

"-  —  "  Faithful  SliephefdcM,"  301,  54a. 

—  —  "  Lovo'n  PilKfiin.i^e,"  316. 

—  —  "Thierry  and  Thcodoret,"  325. 

"The  Two  Noble  KinEmen,"  332. 

-_  —  "  Wife  fo*  a  Month."  329. 

•'  Wli  Wlthotit  Money,"  330. 

^  ^  1.4unb'iiCominentiion, 319,328,333. 

—  —  mentioned,  426,  432, 

—  and  Beaumont,  "Maid's   Traj^y," 

28a. 
"  Floating  Uland."  by  Strode.  $37.  565. 
Ford,  John,  "  The  Broken  Heart,"  208. 

—  _  "  The  LAdtcft'  Trial."  195. 

"  Love'H  Sacrifice,"  196,  574. 

MB  ^  ■■  Lover's  Melancholy."  194. 
"  Porkin  Warbcck."  199. 

_  —  "*Ti»  Pity  She'*  a  Whore."  «w. 
207. 

—  ■»  Lamb'iComnientAon. 218,329,350. 

—  —  Swinburna'a  Mmnct  on,  623. 

_,  _  Rowley,  Decker,  etc..  "  Thu  Witch 

of  lidmonlon,"  145. 
"  Fortunatim,  Otd."  by  Decker,  48. 
*'  Fortune  by  Land  and  Sen,"  by  Hey- 

wood  and  Rowley,  410. 
Fountain,  John,  "  The  Rewards  of  Vir* 

lue,"  403,  5(ji.6l7. 
Puller,  Thoniaa,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  616. 


■'Oamc  at  CheM,  The,"  by  Middlelon. 

4ao. 
Oarrick  Plays,  extracts  from  the,  397. 
notes  on,  613. 
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—  Lamb's  note  on,  5. 
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lant."  by  Ciooluv  47- 
Gretfaam,   Sir    Thooiaa, 

Lamb.  71. 
Grevill^  Palke.  Lord  Brooke, "All 

Lamb's  note  00.  «a. 

"  Mnatapta,"  aji. 

"Guardian.  The,"  by  Cowley.  43*. 

—  —  Lamh't  note  on,  43a. 
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Haughton.  — .  604.  630. 
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—  —  mentioned,  Cuj,  605. 
•'  Hector?,or  The  False  Challenn 

by  Prcstwick,  5*2.  57©. 
"  Hey  for  Htynesty,*'  by  Ramlol;^ 

583. 
Heywood.  Thomas,  •'  The  Br%aea  i 
433- 

'A   Challenge   for    Beauty •• 

530,546- 

"fhj  English  Traveller."  95 

"  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  ExchJu 

426. 

"ThcFair  Maid  of  the  West,**' 

"The  Golden  Age."  461, 

"Hierarchic  of  Angels,** 

Lamb.  428. 
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Keywood.  Thomas.  "The  Silver  Age, 
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An  Hi&torical  Play,"  458. 

"The  KoyaJ   King  and  the  Loyal 

"  Jack  Dnmi'B  Entertainment,"  439.                     ^^^^| 

Subject,"  88,  573. 
"A   Woman    Killed    with    Kind- 

Jacob's blessing,   mentiorted  by  Lamb,            ^^^^H 

123.                                                                 ^^^^H 

ness."  Sg. 

Jeffrey.  Francis.  600.                                              ^^^^H 

tiUppo«ed  plays  by,  478. 

"Jew  of  M&lta.  The  Rich,"  by  Marlowe,                    ^H 

Lamb's  notes  on,  95,  loo,  350,  419, 

24, 530, 620.                             ^^^^H 

41S,  429. 

—  —  ^  Lamb's  notes  on,  36,  245.                      ^^^^H 

tnentioncd,  426,  530,  620. 

"John.  King,  and  Matilda."     St*  "  King             ^^^^H 

Swinburne's  sonnet  on,  626. 
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—  and       Btoomc,       "Lancaahire 

Jones,  John,  "  Adratta.  BTragi-Comedy,"             ^^^^H 

Witches,"  101,  408, 
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—  and   Drewc.  "  Ltfc  of  the  Duchcse 

Jonfton,  Ben,  "The  Alchemist,"  263,  604.             ^^^^^1 

of  SufTolk,"  450. 

"  The  Ca&e  is  Altered,"  243.                       ^^^^| 

—  and     Rowley,     "  Fortune     by     Land 

"  Catiline,"  258.                                               ^^^H 

and  Sea,"  416. 
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"Hieraichie  of  Angela,"  by  Heywood, 

—  —  "  The  Northern  Lasse,"  619.                        ^^^^| 

428. 

"  Poetaster,"  245.                                        ^^^^H 

"Hoffman,  The  Tragedy  of,  or  Revenge 

xTbe  Sad  Shepherd,  or  A  Tale  of            ^^^H 

for  8   Father,"  by  Chettle, 

Robin  Hood,"  254.                                  ^^^^H 

559- 

"  Sejanus,"  256.                                          ^^^^^| 

—  Lamb's  notes  to,  559. 

"  Volpone,  or  The  Pox."  371.                     ^^^H 

"  Hog  bath  Lost  His  Pearl,  The,"  by  R. 

Lamb's  comments  on,  loo,  238,             ^^^^^| 

Tailor.  35. 

365,           419.                                         ^^^H 

Homer,  606;  Chapman's  translation  o(^ 

mentioned,  464.                                           ^^^^H 

„     ^3. 

and  Mrft.  Behn.  $80.                                    ^^^^H 

Hone,  William,  Lamb's  letters  to,  599, 

his  grace,  582.                                              ^^^H 

614,  615,  61B,  619. 

and  Decker,  588,  605.                                     ^^^H 

menlioned,  6ao. 

Swinburnc'9  sonnet  on,  624.                        ^^^^H 

Hone's  Table  Book,  extracu  originally 

"  JoviaJ  Crew,"  by  Brome,  O19.                           ^^^^M 
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^^^^^H 

"  Honest  Lawyer,  The."  bySimson,  569, 

^^^^H 

572. 

^^H 

"—  Whore,  The,"  by  Decker,  54. 

^^^^^^^^M 

Lamb's  notes  on,  55,  s5. 

Kelly,  Mine,  actrcM,  619.                                           ^^^^H 

Hopkins,  William,  author  of  Psalm  tuna, 

Killigrew,    Henry,  "  The    Conspiracy."             ^^^^^| 

S- 

447.                     574-                                          ^^^H 

Horace,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  258. 

—  Thomas,  "  The  Parson's  Wedding,"             ^^^H 

Howard,    Hon.    James.    "  The    Engltth 

^^M 

Monsieur,"  520,  5S2. 

—  Sir   William,  Commendatory  Verses             ^^^^^| 

—  Sir  Robert,  "  The  Vesttl  Virgin,"  574. 
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before  Plays        531.                                     ^^^^H 

"  King  John  and   Matilda,"  by  Daven-             ^^^^H 

Sti  "  Saiiro-Mastix." 

port,  398,  s86,  615.                          ^^^^H 

"  Hnmour  out  of  Breath."  by  Day.  573. 
'•Huntingdon   Divcrtisemcnt,  Trie,"  by 

Lamb's  notes  on.  398,  400.                   ^^^^^| 

Kirk,  John,  "  The  Seven  Champions  of            ^^^^^| 
Cnristendooi,"  437.                                            ^^^^^| 

W.  M.,  541. 

"Huntington,    Robert,    Earl  of."      Su 

Kyd,  Tbonus,  "  The  Spanish  Tragedy,"             ^^^H 

"  Downfall  of  Robert,  Eail  of,"  etc. 

^^^1 

"  Hymen's  Triumph."  by  Daniel.  ai8. 

L.  T..  Commendatory  Venes  by,  531.                   ^^^^M 

I 

Lacy,  John,"  Sir  Hercules  Buffoon," 564.             ^^^^H 

"liuatiate  Countess.  The,"  by  Maraton, 

"  Ladies'  Trial,  The."  by  Ford,  194.                       ^^^^H 

69.606. 

"  Lady  ofFleasure,The,"by  Shirley,  39t.             ^^^^| 

•*  Isle  of  Gulls,"  by  Day,  $86. 

^  —  Lamb's  note  on,  393,                                      ^^^^^H 

"  Italian  Husband,  The,"  by  Ravcnscroft. 

Lamb,  Charles,  on  "  Goiboduc,"  5.                      ^^^^H 

581. 

—  —  on"  The  Spanish  Tragedy,"  lo.                ^^^^H 
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Lamb,  Cbailcs,  on  Marlowe,  14, 530. 

on  "  Lust's  Dominion,"  14. 

on  the  cheapness  of  Uood  in  the 

old  drama,  i^. 

on  "  Tamburlaine,"  16. 

on  "  Edward  11.,"  24. 

on  "  The  Rich  Jew  of  Malta,"  26. 

on  Jews,  26. 

on  "  Dr.  Faustns."  34. 

on  atheistical  spMulation,  34. 

on  "  The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmon- 
ton," 45. 

on  Drayton's  Polyotbion,  ^6. 

on  •■  Old  Fortnnatus,"  53. 

on  lovers,  53. 

on  "  The  Honest  Wfaoce,"  55. 

on  satire,  55. 

on  "  Satiro-Maatix,"  59,  464. 

on  "  Antonio  and  Mdlida,"  6a, 

on  "  Antonio's  Revenge,"  6a. 

on  costume  in  old  England,  71. 

on  George  Chaianan,  83,  6og. 

on  Homer  in  translation,  83,  606. 

on  neat  genius,  84. 

—  —  on  Heywood,  95,   100,  419,  428, 

429.  436- 
on    Shakespeare,   95.      Sw    also 

under  Shakeq>eare. 
on  the  hypocrisy  of  audiences,  114. 

—  —  on  "  A  Fair  Quarrel,"  Z14. 

—  —  tm  frankness  in  the  old  playwrights, 

126. 

—  —  wxQutmaHdtAlfttrttch*,  ia6,  245. 
on    "  Women   Beware  Women," 

129. 

on  Chaucer,  139. 

on  the  witches  of  Middleton  and 

Shakespeare.  144,  607. 
on  "  The  Witch  of  Edmonton," 

148. 

on  parenthetical  descnption,  150. 

on  Sidney,  53,  150,  285. 

—  —  on  Qondtbtrt,  152. 

on*'The  Revenger's  Tragedy,"i6o. 

on  Webster,  179,  499. 

on  "  The  Duchess  of  Malfy,"  179. 

on  the  terrible  in  art,  179. 

00  Webster's  dedication  to  *'  The 

White  Devil,"  181, 190. 
on   "  The    Lover's   Melancholy," 

19?. 

on  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  207. 

on  Ford's  "  Broken  Heart,''  218. 

on  Lord  Brooke's  tragedies,  243. 

—  —  on  avarice,  245. 

on  "  The  Poetaster,"  253. 

—  —  on  Ben  Jonson,  253,  265,  271,  619. 

on  "  The  Alchemist,"  271. 

on  the  grace  of  the  old  poets,  385. 

on  '•  The  Maid's  Tragedy,"  283. 


Lamb,  Charles, -^n  Beaumont  and  Flet- 
cher, 285,  295,  328. 

on  confusions  of  sex,  295. 

on  Donne's  Elegy,  295. 

on  "The  Faith&l  Shepherdess," 

31a. 

on  "  Love's  Pilgrimage,"  319. 

m"  Thierry  and  Theodoret,"  32S. 

on  Fletcher  and  Shakeq>eare,  329, 

on  "  The  Two  Noble  Kmsmen," 

341. 

00  Massinger,  345,  350,  358. 

on  *•  The  City  Madam,"  345. 

on  "  The  Picture,"  35a 

Ml  •*  The  Vinin  Martyr,"  358. 

on  "  The  OM  Law."  368. 

on  Shirley,  373. 

on  *'  The  Lady  of  Pleasure,"  393. 

letter  to  Hone,  397. 

on  serious  puns,  398. 

on  "  King  John  and  Matilda,"  400^ 

6x6. 

on  "  The    Pariiament  of  Bees," 

401,  403. 

on  Cowper,  404. 

on  "  Tanored  and  Gismond,"  423. 

on  '*  Two  Angiy  Women  of  Ab- 
ingdon," 426. 

on  the  less-known  old  plays,  426. 

on  "  Pair  Maid  of  the  Exchange," 

4*8. 

on  "Hierarchie  of  Blessed  Angds." 

4*8. 

on  Cowlqr's  "  Guardian,"  43a. 

on  "  The  Bttaen  Age,"  436. 

on  "  The  Battle  of  Alcazar,"  437. 

on  "  Two  Tragedies  in  One,"  439. 

on  "  The  Arraignment  of  Pane," 

to  N^cent  Novello,  443. 

on   "  Querer   por    S(UO   Qoerer," 

on  "  Bussy  D'Ambois,"  488. 

on  bis  DramatU  Spteim*iu,  597, 

600. 

on  Shakespeare's  tragedies,  607. 

on  reviewers,  600. 

00  the  Garrick  Plays,  614. 

on  Maid  Marian,  616. 

on  Richard  Brome,  619. 

on  Ben  Jonson,  6ig. 

on  "Bdward  IIL,''^6ao. 

on  "A  Woman's  a  Weather-Cock," 

6aa 
~  Mary,  603,  607. 

"Lancashire  Witches,  The    Late,"  by 
Heywood  and  Brome,   loi, 
408. 
_ Lamb's  note  on,  103. 
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"  Lascivious  Queen."  Sh  "  Lust's  Do- 
minion." 

"Lear,"  altered  by  Tate,  581. 

"  Lingua,"  by  John  Torakina,  41. 

Locker- Lanipson,  Godfrey,  owner  of 
Lamb's  note-books.  J9S.  615, 

"  Locrine,  Tragedy  of,"  by  Tilney,  603. 

Lamb's  comment  on,  10. 

Lodge,  Tbotoas,  "  The  Woundu  of  Civil 
War, '  569 ;  mentioned,  630. 

and  Greene,  "  A  Looking-Gtass  for 

England  and  London,"  456. 

"  London  Chanticleers,  The,"  415. 

'•  Looking-Gla«K  for  England  and  Lon- 
don, A,"  by  Lodge  and  Greene,  456. 

"Love  and  Revenge,'  by  Settle,  573, 

"  —  in  the  Dark,"  by  Fane,  565.  574.  583. 

" —  in  Infancy,"  noieiion,  6ia, 

" —  Sick  King,"  by  Brewer,  587. 

" —  Tricks,"  By  Shirley,  505. 

"  Love'a  Dominion ;  a  Dramatic  Pas- 
toral," by  Flecknoe,  526,  620. 

•' —   MetainorphoHis,"  Ijy  Lyiy,  514. 

*' —  Pilgrimage,"  by  Fletcher,  316. 

^  —  Lamb's  comment  on,  319. 

" —  Sacrifice."  by  Ford,  196,  574. 

" —  Victofy,"  by  Chamberlayne,  567. 

"  Lover's  Melancholy,  The,  by  John 
Ford,  194. 

Lowetl.  James  Russell,  on  Lamb,  Cot, 
fin. 

"  Loyal  Sabjcci.  The  Royal  King  and 
the,"  by  Hcywood,  88.  529,  573. 

"  Lust's  Dominion,  or  The  Lascivious 
Queen,"  13. 

LyIy,  John,  "  Love's  Metotnorpbosis," 
514. 

"Sapho  and  Phao,"  514,  594. 
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M.   W.,    "The    Huntingdon    Divertise- 

ment,"  54I. 
Mabbe,  James.  607. 
Machtavel,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  243. 
"  Magnificent   Entertainment,  The,"   by 

Decker,  595. 
Maid  Marian,  616,  630, 
"  Maid's  Revenge,  "The,"  by  Shirley,  373. 

Lamb'&  note  on.  373. 

'* —  Tragedy,  The,"  by  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  38a. 

Lamb's  note  on,  385. 

"Malcontent,  The, "  by  Marston,  66. 

Lamb's  note  on.  67, 

"MalU,  The  Rich  Jew  of."    S/f'-Jewof 

Malta." 
"  Mamamoucbi,"  by  Ravenscroft,  313. 
Manning,  Thoma&,  Lamb's  letter  to,  600. 


Manuchc,  Cosmo,  "  The  Bastard,"  attri- 
buted to,  504,  583. 
"  Martam.  Tragedy  of,"  by  Lady  Eliza- 
beth Carew,  S70. 
Marlowe,    Christopher,    "  Edward    the 
Second,"  17. 

"The  Rich  Jew  of  Malta,"  14. 

*■  Tragical  History  of  the  Life  and 

Death  of  Doctor  Faustus,"  27, 

—  —  "  Tamburlaine,"  13. 
play  supposed  by,  13. 

Lamb's  notes  on,  14,  436,  437,  330. 

—  —  Swinborne'B  sonnet  on,  623. 
"Married  Beau,  The,"  by  Crowne,  345, 

573- 
Marston.  John.  "Antonio  and  Mellida," 
60. 

—  —  *'  Antonio's  Revenge,"  62. 
"  The  Fawn."  531. 

"The  Insatiate  Countess,"  69. 

"  The  Malcontent,"  66. 

'•  What  Vou  Will,"  70. 

"  Wonder  of  Women, "  67. 

—  —  play  nippoMd  by.  439. 

—  —  Lamb'a  comments  on,  55,  464. 

Swinburne's  sonnet  on,  627. 

Martial,  Epigram  of,  6ia. 

Mason,  J.  M.,  631. 

Maasinger,  Philip,  "  The  City  Madam," 

"  The  Piciwe,"  3*8. 

-A  Ne«  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts," 

345 

"The  Parliament  of  Love,"  350. 

"  The  Unnatural  Combat."  355. 

— .  _  ••  A  Very  Woman ;  or,  The  Prince 

of  Tarent,"  350. 

and  Decker,  "  The  Virgin  Martyr," 

357- 
and  Field,  "  The  Fatal  Dowry," 

35?- 

Middleton  and  Rowley.  "  The  Old 

Law,"  362. 

' Lamb's  notes  on,  345, 350, 358, 368, 

Swinburne's  sonnet  on,  624. 

"  Mayor    of   Qucenborough,    The,"    by 

Middleton,  565,  367.  568. 
Mendoza,  Hurudo  de,  "  Querer  por  Solo 

Querer,"  470.     Stf  afio  Panshaw. 
"Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton, The,"  43, 575. 

notes  to,  605,  630. 

Middleton.  Thomas,  •'  Blurt,  Master  Con- 
stable," 557, 
"A  Chaste  Maid  in  Chcapside." 

4»3- 

"The  Qame  at  Chest."  420. 

••  The  Mayor  of  Queenbwougb," 

565.  567.  568. 

—  •"More  Dissemblers   Beside 

Women."  131. 
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Uiddleton,  Tbomaa, "  No  Wit,  Help.  like 
■  Woman's,"  134. 

"The  Witch,"  136. 

"  Women  Bewsre  Women,"  137. 

—  —  Lamb'B  conmentB  on,  1x5,  144, 

368. 
Swinbome's  wnnet  on,  6a6. 

—  Masunger  and   Rowley,   "The    Old 

Uw,^'  363. 

—  and  Rowley,  **  A  Pair  Quarrel,"  Z04, 

573.  588. 
Miltcm,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  34,  6a,  73, 
83,  ai8, 426. 

—  COKHU,  312,  600. 

—  Paradiu  Liut,  606. 

—  PanuUn  Rtfoiiud,  6ix. 

—  Pamon,  605. 

—  Samum  AgomaUa,  388,  606,  611,  6i«. 
Montagu  House  (Biitidi  MuBeum),  6x5. 
Hoatm,  Bdward,  l,amb'B  notebooks  ^en 

to  B.  M.  l^,  615. 
Monday,  Anthony,  "  Down&ll  of  Robert, 

Earl  of  Huntington,"  478. 
"Mostapha,"  I7  Fulke    Qreville,   Lord 
Brooke,  23a. 

—  Lamb's  note  on,  242. 
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Nabba,  Tbomaa, "  The  Bride,"  501. 
..  —  ••  Tottenham   Court,"  4^ ;   men- 
tioned, 631. 
Navagera  Andrew,  617. 
"  Neio,  The  Tragedy  of,"  4a. 
Newcastle.  Duke  o£  S«  Cavendiah,  Wm. 
"New  Inn,  The;  or  The  Light  Heart," 
by  Jooson,  afii. 

—  —  —  Lamb's  note  on,  265. 

« .  Wav  to  Pay  Old   Debts,  A,"  by 

Massinger,  345. 
•■—  Wonder:  A  Woman  never    Vcxt, 
A,"  by  Rowley,  1x9. 

Lamb's  notes  on,  133,  607. 

Norton,  Thtnuas,  play  by,  i. 

—  —  an    associate   of   Stemhold    and 

Hopkins,  5. 
Novello,  Vincent,  Lamb's  letter  to,  6x8. 
"  No  Wit,  Help,  like  a  Woman's,"  by 

Middieton,  134. 


"  Old  Fortunatus,"  by  Decker,  48. 

—  —  note  to,  6c^. 

** —  Law,  The,"  hy  Masunger,  Middle- 

tmi  and  Rowley,  36a,  613. 
"—  Mode  and  the  New,  The,"  561, 379. 
•<  Osorio,"  by  Coleridge,  598. 
Otway,  Thomas,  quMd  by  Lamb,  116. 


Otway,  Thomas,  mentioned,  436. 

Ovid,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  25S,  428,  607. 


Pandndlns,  mentioned  hy  Lamb,  306. 
"  Parliament  of  Bees,  llie,  a  Masque," 

by  Day,  401,  451. 
—  —  Lamb's  note  on,  403. 
"—of  Love,  The,"  1^  Massinger,  350^ 
Payne,  NevU,   "The  Fatal  Jealousy," 

538.  571. 

"  Pearl,  The  Hog  hath  Lost  His,"  by  R. 
Taikir,  35. 

Peele,  George,  ■*  The  Arraignment  of 
Paris,"  440,  568. 

"  The  Battie  of  Alcaear,"  437. 

"  David  and  Bethsabe,"  453- 

other  plays  by,  ix. 

a  Christ's  Hospital  boy,  604. 

Perillus,  braxen  bull  made  by,  6og. 

"  Perkin  Warbedt,  Chronicle  HistoryoC" 
by  Ford,  199. 

"  Philaster ;  or  Love  Lies  a-Bleediog,"  br 
Beaumont  and  Fletdier,  388. 

Lamb's  note  00,  295. 

■*  Philip  Chabot,  Adnural  <rf  nance,  The 
TrageiW  trf;"  by  Chapman  and  Shir- 
lev,  368,  483. 

"  FhUlis  of  S<7KM,"  by  Sir  Edward  Sher- 
burne, 481. 

niilonax  Lovekin,  "  Andronicos,"  s>7< 

"  Picture,  The,"  by  Massinger,  348. 

Lamb's  note  on,  349. 

"  Poetaster ;  or  His  Anaignment,"  by 
Jonson,  345. 

Lamb's  notes  00,  249,  258. 

"  Politician,  The,"  by  Shirley,  383. 

Lamb's  note  on,  384. 

Pope,  Alexander,  cited  by  Lamb,  aSx,  C04. 

Porter,  Henry,  "  Two  Angry  Women  of 
AUngdon,"  433. 

Powell,  O., "  The  Treacherous  Brothers," 
583. 

Prestwick,  Edmund,  "The  Hectors,  or 
The  False  Challenge,"  333,  576. 

"  Prince  of  Tarent,  The."  Stt  "  Very 
Woman." 


Quartes,  Franci^  "  The  Virf^  Widow," 

430,  585. 
QutwUrly  lUvhm,  treatmentof  Lamb,6oo. 
"  Qnerer  por  Solo  Queter,"  Kr  Ridhard 
Fanshaw*s    transbtioD    of, 
470,584. 

Lamb's  notes  to,  47X,  473,  474, 

475.  47*.  477.  6x9, 
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"Sapho  and  Phao,"  by  Lyiy,  514,  594. 
"Satiro-MaKtix,  or  The  UntTussinRof  the 

^M 

R&lcigh,  Sir  W.,  604. 

Humorous  Toet,"  by  Decker, 

^^^^^M 

*'Ram  Alley,"  by  Lodowick  Barry,  528. 

56.  464.  $09.  5&8. 

^^^^M 

Randolph,  Ttiomai,  "  Hey  for  Honesty," 

—  Lamb's  note  to.  464,  605. 

"  Scythian  Shephod."  S»  ■*  Taraburlaiite 

^^^^^M 

524.  58a. 

^^^^M 

RavenscTon,  E.,  "  Mamamouchi,"  512. 

the  Great." 

^^^^^M 

"The  lulian  Husband."  581. 

Sedley,  Sir  Cbailea,  mentioned  by  Lamb, 

^^^^M 

Rawliiiii,  ThomaK,  "  The  Rcbcllioiv,"  334. 

34. 

^^^^^M 

"  Rebellion.  The,"  by  Rawlins,  554. 

"  S^januit  His  Fall,"  by  Jonson,  256. 

^^^^H 

Reed,  I^^iac,  6oj,  £13. 

Seneca,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  34^,  438. 

^^^^^1 

"  Reformed  Wife,  The,"  by  Buinaby,  564. 

Settle,  Elkanah.  "  Lo\e  and  Revenge," 

^^^^1 

"  Revenge,  The,"  by  Young,  mentioned 

573- 

^^^^M 

tw  Lamb,  11^,  607, 
*•  —  of  BuKsy  D'Ambois,"  462,  575, 

"  Cambyses,  King  of  rersia,"  581. 

^^^^^H 

"  Seven     Champions     of     Christendom, 

^^^^^H 

"  Revenger's  Tiagcdyi  The,"  by  Tour- 

The,"  by  John  Kirk,  437. 

^^^^1 

neui,  151. 

Lamb'fe  note  on,  438, 

^^^^H 

Lamb's  nute  on.  i6u,  60S, 

Shakespmrr,  Lnmb'H  atluittona  to^ 

J^^^H 

•■  Rewards  of  Virtue,    The,"    by    John 

"  AH's  Well  that  Ends  Well."  285. 

^^^^^M 

Fountain,  40J,  591,  617. 

"  Cumedy  of  Eiror.'i,"  426. 

^^^^M 

Reynolds,  John,  God's  Kcvengt  againit 

"  Hamlet,"  59,  160,  545,  608,  6og, 

^^^^H 

Uurdtr.  71,  606,  618. 

612. 

^^^^^1 

Richardson.  Samuel,  mentioned  by  Lamb, 

"  I  Henry  IV.,"  604. 

^^^^1 

34- 

"  3  Henry  IV.,"  604. 

^^^^H 

Rider,  W..  '■  The  Twin*,"  519. 

"  Henry  V,,"  15,  429,  604. 

^^^^H 

Rivers,  a  Jesuit,  play  ftuppoacd  to  have 
been  written  by,  540. 

"  King  John,"  400. 

/     ■ 

"  King  Lear,"  62. 

^H 

"  Robin  Hood.  A  Tale  of."      Stt  "Sad 

"  Lo\'c'b  Labour's  Lost,"  605. 

^H 

Shepherd." 

"  Macbeth,"  144,  609,  612. 

^^^H 

Kochcjiter,  Earl  of.     6'<v  Witmot,  John. 

"  Merchant  of  Venice,"  aft. 

^^^^^1 

"  Rollo."     St*  "  Bloody  Brother." 

"  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,"  604. 

^^^^^M 

Rowe,   Nicholas,   mentioned  by    Lamb, 

■*  Midsummer  Night'ft  Dream,"  401. 

^^^^M 

436.  436. 

"Othello,"  47,  56,  71,  609. 

^^^^H 

Rowfan:,  Lamb's  MSS.  at,  598,  613. 

"Richard  11  ,"  24,  a6.  398. 

^^^^^1 

Rowley.  William.  "  \\i\  Lost  by  Luitt," 

"  Richard  111.,"  401.  616. 

^^^^H 

115. 

"  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  20a. 

^^^^M 

—  —  '"  Birth  of  Merlin.    570. 

^  —  "  A    New    Wonder  :     A   Woman 

"  Taming  of  (he  Shrew,' '  100. 426,603. 

^^^^^M 

"  Tempest."  102.  338,  610. 
"  Timon  of  Athene,"  67. 

^^^^M 

never  Vexl."  iiq. 

^^^^^M 

—  —  Lamb's  comments  on,  115,  368. 

"TwcLfth  Night,"  604. 

^^^^M 

meniioned  bv  Swinbtirne,  631. 

"  Winter's  Tale,"  384,  6i3. 

^^^^^M 

—  Decker,   I-ord,  etc.  "The  Witch   of 

—  compared  or  critictMrd,  45,  53,  83,  95, 

^^^^M 

Edmonton,"  145. 

148,  242,  329,  332.  419. 

^^^^H 

—  and   Heywood,  "  Fortune    by  Land 

—  meniioned,  10,  42,  150,  530. 

^^^^^1 

and  Sea,"  416. 

— -  sonnet  quoted  by  Lamb,  toa,  6to. 
—  fiuppos^    author    of    "  "rwo    Noble 
Kinsmen,"  341. 

^^^^^1 

—  MaMinger  and  Middleton,  "  The  Old 

^^^^1 

Law."  362. 

^^^^^1 

—  and    Middleton,  "  A  Fair  Quarrel," 

^  Swinburne's  sonnet  or,  623. 

^^^^H 

I04.  573.  5«8. 
"  Royal  Kmg  and  Loyal  Subject,  The. 

"  Shakespeare's  Improvers,"  615, 

^^^^1 

Sharpbam,  Edward.  631. 

^^^H 

88.  529,  573- 

"  Shepherd's  Holiday,"  by  Rutler,  59a. 

^^^^H 

Rutlei,  J.,  hU  "Thyraia,"  592. 

Sherburne,    Sir     Edward,    "  Phyllis    of 
Scyros,"  481. 

^H 

s 

Shirley,  James,  "  Change*,  or  Love  in  a 

Maze,"  431. 

^H 

SackvilEe,  Thomas,  Lord  Buckhurst,  and 

"The  Example."  524. 

^^^^1 

Earl  of  Dorset,  i. 

.  "  The  Lady  of  Pleasure,"  391. 

^^^^^^ 

Lamb's  note  on,  5. 

"The  Maid'ii  Revenge,"  373. 

^^^^H 

"  Sad  Shepherd.  The ;  or  A  Tale  of  Robin 

■'  The  Politician,"  382. 

^^^^H 

Hood,"  by  Jonson,  254. 

"The  Traitor,"  J40. 

^^^^1 
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Shirley,  Jame»,   "The   Wedding,"  5M, 

369. 
and  Chapman,  "The  Tttf^y  of 

Philip  Chabot.  Adtntra)  of  France." 

168. 
••  Sialy  and  Naplea,  of  The  Fatal  Union." 

by  Hardinjj,  557. 
Sidne>',  Sir  Phtlip.  ptaiM*  "  Gotbodoc,    5. 

mentioned  by  Lamb,  53,  150. 

Arcadia,  150,  aS},  311,  Aia. 

"  SiWer  Age,  The,"  by  Heynvtwd,  458. 

Lanib'a  note  to,  460. 

StmKm,  S.,  "The  Honest  Lawyer,"  569. 

57'- 

"  Sir  Hercolca  Buffoon,"  Iw  Lacy,  564. 

Skipwiih,  Sir  William.  Dedication  to,  543. 

Sophocles,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  34;!. 

"Sophomsbx,  Tiagedy  ot"    Sm"  Won- 
der of  Women," 

Soathey,  Roben,  59S,  599,  6to. 

•'Spanish  Tragedy,  The,"  by  Kyd,  ). 

—  —  Lamb's  note  on,  10,  603. 

"  Span agUA  Garden,  The,"  by  BfOme,468. 

Sptitator,  608. 

Spcn&cr,  Edmund,  cited  by  Lamb,  245. 

—  —  mentioned,  429.  612, 
Sloevcmt,  George,  613. 

Sterne,  Lawrence,  quoted  by  Lamb,  389, 

613. 
Sicinhold,  Wiliiain,  Psalm  tunes  by,  5, 
Sioddwt.  Sir  John.  603. 
Stiada,  Prolviiomi  Acadtmictr,  6to. 
Strode,  William,  "The  Floating  laland," 

537.  565- 
"  Stukely,  Famous  KiMonr  of,"  3B6. 
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574. 
ViUiers,  Charles,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

mentioned  by  Lamb,  34. 
Virgil,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  258. 
"  \^gin  Martyr,  The,"  by  Massinger  and 

Decker,  357,  613. 
*'  —  Widow,  The,"  by  Quarles,  420, 585. 
"Virtuous  Wife,  A,"  by  D'Urfey,  564. 
"  Vittoria  Corrombona,  a  Lady  of  Venice." 

S«  "  White  Devil,  The." 
"  Volpone ;  or  The  Fox,"  by  Jonson,  271. 
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"  —  a  Weathercock,  A,"  by  Field,  507, 
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Middleton,  131. 
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569. 
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One,"  439,  618. 
Young,  Edward,  mentioned  by  Lamb,  426. 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 


THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.     Edited 
by  E.  V.  Lucas.     With  numerooi  lUaitntions.     In  Seaem  Vtimmus. 
Dtmy  &va.     -Js.  6J.  each. 
This  new  ediiion  of  the  workf  of  ChMrl«    and  MafT  lAinb,  in  five  voIbmcs  (to  ht 
followed  bjr  two  volume*  containing  the  LetunX  wilt  m  found  to  cootain  a 
Urge  quaniity  of  new  raaiter  both  io  pcoM  and  renc — MT«nJ  thoaund  wonli  ia 
alL    Mr.  K.  V.  Lucu,  the  editor,  has  aitcnptcd  In  tb«  notes,  not  oolr  to  nhic 
Iamb's  writing!  to  his  life,  but  to  account  (or  all  bis  qnoTariwis  and  allniioni 
an  ideal  of  ihorotuhnass  far  saparior  to  any  that  ptcvioos  cdilocs  have  act  btfcn 
tbemsclvet,    A  lift  of  Lamb  by  Mr.  Loos  will  foUow  next  year. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER  CROMWELI- 
By  Thomas  Carlylk.  With  ui  Introdactioa  by  C  H.  Fiktb, 
M.A.,  and  Notes  and  Appendices  by  Mn.  S.  C  Lomas.  Tim 
Volumts.    6s.  each.  [AftHuun^i  StaMdard  Ukrmry. 

This  edition  is  brought  up  to  the  standard  of  modem  scbolanbn  by  tba  adtUtioa  of 
numerous  new  lelten  of  Cromwell,  and  by  the  ootrectioa  of  naDy  «n«n'«hicb 
recent  reitearcb  has  discovered. 

CRITICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  ESSAYS.  By  LORD 
Macaulay.  Edited  by  F.  C.  Montague,  M.A.  Tkrt*  Volimti. 
Crown  Stv.     6f.  ecuh.  \MtthiuiCs  ^andard  £.^rarj. 

The  only  edition  of  this  book  completely  annotated. 

IN  MEMORIAM,  MAUD,  AND  THE  PRINCESS.  Edited 
by  J.  CHUiTON  Collins,  M.A.     Crown  Sob,     fa. 

[Metiu^s  Stamdard  Library. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  By  Thomas  Carlyle. 
Edited  by  C  R.  L.  Flbtciier,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  Collie,  OxfonL 
Thru  Volumes.     Crown  Stv.     6j.  each. 

{Meihuen's  Standard  Library. 
This  edition  is  magnificently  equipped  with  notes. 

LORD  STRATHCONA:    The    Story   of    His    Life.      By 

BeCKLES  WiLLSON.     Illustrated.     Dtmy  8iv.     ^s.  6d. 

OTHELLO.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart.    Dtftty  Svo.     y.  6d. 

[  Th4  Arden  Shakespean. 

ROBERT  HARLEY,  EARL  OF  OXFORD.     By  E.  S.  RosCQE. 

Illustrated.     Demy  $rv.     7*.  6d. 
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WALTER  RALEIGH.      By  Miss  J.  A.  Taylor.     With  12 

Illustrations.     Cloth^  31.  bd.  ;  leather,  4^.  tut, 

[Little  Bicgrapkiei. 

LORD  TENNYSON.  By  A.  C  Benson,  M.A.  With  13 
lUustiBtions.     Cloth,  31.  dd.  \  leather^  4/.  net, 

[LittU  Bu^raphies. 

ERASMUS.  By  E.  F.  H.  Capey.  With  Illustrations.  Cloth, 
3^.  6<£;  leather,  41  tut.  [Little  Biographus, 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray.  Edited  by 
Stephen  Gwvnn.     Pott  %vo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  zt.  6d.  uet. 

[The  LittU  Library. 

ESMOND.     By  W.    M.  Thackeray.     Edited  by  Stephen 

G\VYNN.     Two  Volumes.    Potttmo,  etoth,  is,  6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d, 
net.  [The  Little  Library, 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  By  CHARLES  Dickens.  Edited  by 
Stephen  Gwvnn.  Two  Voluntts.  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  u.  6d.  net; 
leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [The  LittU  Library, 

THE  INGOLDSBY  LEGENDS.  Edited  by  J.  B.  Atlav. 
Two  Volumes.    Pott  8tv,  cloth,  is,  6d.  ntt ;  leather,  zt.  6ti.  net. 

[The  LittU  Lihrary. 

A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  SONNETS.  Edited  by 
J.  B,  B.  Nichols.     Pott  Sw,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[  The  Little  Library. 

THE  SCARLET  LETTER.     By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Edited  by  PeeCY  Dbaxube.     Pott  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather, 
2t.  6d.  net. 

[7%e LittU  LUrary, 

THE  INHERITANCE.  By  Susan  Ferrier.  7«w  Volumes. 
Pott  %vo,  cloth,  IS.  6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d,  net. 

[The  LittU  Library. 

PARIS.    By  Hilaire  Belloc.      Illustrated.    Crown  &vo.    6s. 

CORNWALL.  By  A.  I-  Salmon.  Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
Boulter.    Pott  Svo,  eloth,  3J.  ;  leather,  3*.  6d.  net, 

[  The  Little  Guides. 

KENT.  By  G.  Clinch.  Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Pott  8vo,  cUth,  y. ;  leather,  y,  6d,  net.  [The  Little  Guides. 

BRITTANY.  By  S.  Baring  -  Gould.  Illustrated  by  J. 
Wylie.     Pott  Svo,  tleth,  3*.  ;  leather,  31.  6d  tut. 

[The  Little  Guides, 

THE  ENGLISH  LAKES.  By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New.     Pott  8w,  cUih  as.  ;  Uather,  41.  6rf.  net 

[The  Little  Guides. 
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ON  COMMANDO,    By  D.  S.  yak  Warmklo.     WiHk  PoftrwL 

THE  BRUNT  OF  THE  WAR.    By  Emily  Hobuovse. 

THE  HEART  OF  JAPAN.     By  C  L.  BsowHELU     HIi 
A  n*«ly  dwcriprioB  of  J^paa  urf  Um  JiyMcit. 

OLD  PICTURE-DOOKS.     By  A.  W.  PoujLRik,  M-A.    With 

many  niuMimliutu.     /ViN|r8cv.     7;.  6^  mrt. 

A  KEY  TO  THE  TIME  ALLUSIONS   IN   THE    DIVINE 
COUEDV.     By  G.  PHAOIAU.   Witli«Dt«l.    SmmllfmmwU,   ^jl  M 

THE   STRUGGLE   FOR    PERSIA.      By  Captain   DokaUi 

Stuaxt.    WUh  a  Map.     Crtmm  Sm.    6«. 

THE   VISIT  TO   LONDON.     Described  in  verse  by  E.  V. 

LfCAf,  and  in  cokwrcd  picture!  by  K.  D.  Buirattfit.      Smtsil^ff,    fii. 

TUtchArwns  book  ilcKnbmfcf  iiitraduriMM  ofacouatrrchSd  Is  ll>«iU%te««^ 

rigbtiofLowdoit.    hi*  tb*  tVMUco/^ft  w«ll4ao««  ^mnMitiny  trtm^mn ami^^ 


THE  BOOK  OF  THE  COUNTRY  AND  THE  GARDEN. 
By  II.  M.  Batson.  lUnstnted  by  F.  Cakilthhs  Goou>  b»4  K 
C  Gouui.     /Vm/  8w.     iCf.  6J, 

MODERN  SPIRITUALISM.  By  Frank  Podmose.  Tw 
y»lumtt.    iv*.    at  I.  *>//. 

ANCIENT  COFFERS  AND  CUPBOARDS  :  Thkir  HlSTOmv 
A5D  DiscxiPrtON.  With  Buny  mostimtioiu.  By  Fksx>  Roc 
QMarta.    /j.  j/.  tut. 

THE  INNER  AND  MIDDLE  TEMPLE.  By  H.  H.  I_ 
Bkllot*  .M.A.     With  nuncrou  lUiutntiuat.     Ormmttm.   6m.  juL 

SIDELIGHTS  ON  THE  GEORGIAN  PERIOD.  ByCsORGE 
Paston.     \Vlth  many  illiutntions.     /Vm/Stw.     itu.  64. 

THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  'NEWSPAPER  GiRU"  By 
Emcaketk  I»  Basks,  Author  of  ' Canipfticu  ofCiiriiwty.*  Wli^ 
PortruL     CrovH  8r#.     61. 

THE  DEVOTIONS  OF  ST.  ANSELM.  Edited  by  C.  C  J. 
WeBB,  M.  A     rut  Sve,  elptk,  is.  ;  faUAtr,  U.  6J.  mrt. 

[  Tkt  L  iknry  ef  ZJvsmmw. 

THE  DEVOTIONS  OF  BISHOP  ANDREWES.  By  F.  E. 
BiiGiirMA!*,  M.A.,  of  Puswj-  Houw,  Oxfonl.     Crvwn  Ssw.     61. 

THE  AMERICAN  COTTON  INDUSTRY  :  A  Study  in  Work 
and  Woilcers.  By  T.  M.  Young.  Crvwu  Siw,  daik,  u.  61/.,  /u^ 
b*ardi,  lu  6d. 
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COMPARATIVE  THEOLOGY.    By  J.  A.  MacCulloch. 

CtwH  Sw.     6f.  ( TA^  CAmtrMmam'j  Lit>nry. 

SECOND  STRINXa     By  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.    F'tap.  «m 

A  vo)«Bia  of  ligbt  vvne. 


Educational    Books 


By  A.  F.  Barker.     Iltus- 


DESIGNING  AND  WEAVING. 
Ira  led.     Demj  Siw. 

AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.    By  J.  E.  Mark,  F.R.S.    With 

numcroot  Illustraiion.'i.     Cmim  tvt. 

ARITHMETIC  AND  MENSURATION  FOR  THE  WORK- 
SHOP AND  TECHNICAL  SCHOOL.  By  C  T.  MiLUS, 
M.I.M.E.,  Principal  of  Ihe  Borough  Polytechnic  College.  WUh 
Diogruni.     Crtwn  8tv. 

EASY  DICTATION  AND  SPELLING.  By  W.  WiLLWMsoN. 
B.A.,  Hevlmulei  of  the  We»t  Kent  Grammar  School,  Bruckley. 
Feep.  Stv.     U. 

THE  ROSE  READER.  By  EdwaRD  Rose.  With  Four 
coloured  and  other  Illu^traiinnft.  Crown  8pt».  ai.  6J.  And  in  4 
Parii.    Ptm  I.  ind  11.,  td.  ttui ;  Put  ill.,  &£  ;  Part  iv.,  tot/. 

JUNIOR  ENGLISH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By 
W.  W1U.IAM50N,  B.A..  Headmuter  Wert  Kent  Grammar 
School,  Brockley.     Fea^  Soe.     li.        {Jmnior  MxantiuaiioM  Strut. 

JUNIOR  ARITHMETIC  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By 
W.  S.  UbaRD,  Headmaster  Modern  Schivil,  Farrhvm.  /rn/.  8w. 
ij.  [/uMtor  Examinatitn  Strut. 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES.  Edited  by  A.  E.  RUBIK, 
M.A.,  Hc»dmMlCT  Royal  Nayat  School,  Ellham.     Crenn  8i«.     2/. 

{Mtlhmtm'f  Junior  S^Hvo/  /i«»ks. 

THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDING  TO  ST,  LUKE.  Edited  by 
W.  Wll.t.lAMSON,  B.A.,  Heaalraiuter  of  Ihe  Weit  Kent  (ttamuiat 
School,  BtocMcy.  CrcvmZvw.    u.b<i.[Afetkuin'i/MnwrS(k»«iIiMks. 

A  JUNIOR  FRENCH  GRAMMAR.  By  L.  A.  Sornft  and 
M.  J.  AcATOS,  Modem  Lsuigwage  Masters  at  King  Edward'*  Sctiool, 
Birmingham.  [Mrtkutn' t /untar  Sik^oi Bocii. 

THE  STUDENTS'  PRAYER  BOOK.  Part  i.  MORNINO 
AHD  Evening  Pkaykr  and  Litany.  Edited  by  W.  II. 
FLicKcit,  M.A.,  D.C.L.,  He«dmastet  of  Ihe  Dean  Close  School, 
Cbellaohun.      Crvwn  Vm>.      v.  6^. 
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a  junior  chemistry.    by  e.  a.  tvlkr,  b.a.,  f.c.s., 

Science  Master  tt  Fmnlingham  College.    With  73  Illustntions. 
Crown  Svo.    2t,6d.  IMtikueu's  Jtuuor  School  Becks. 

JUNIOR  ALGEBRA  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.    By  S.  W. 
Finn,  M.A.     Crovm  8iw.    u. 

Zhc  Xittle  JSlue  Sooto  foe  Obildren 
Edited  hy  E.  V.  Lucas. 
Jllustraied.    Square  Feaf.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
Messrs.  Methuen  are  puUishing  a  series  of  children's  books  under 
the  above  general  tftle.    The  new  volumes  are : 

A  SCHOOL  YEAR.    By  Netta  Syrett. 

THE  PEELES  AT  THE  CAPITAL.     By  T.  Hilbert. 

THE  TREASURE  OF  PRINCEGATE  PRIORY.    ByT.COBB. 

Fiction 

TEMPORAL  POWER :  A  Study  in  Supremacy.    By  Marie 

CORBLLi.     Crown  8tw.     6s. 
THE  SEA  LADY.     By  H.  G.  Wells.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
A  FIVE  YEARS'  TRYST  AND  OTHER  STORIES.    By  Sir 

Walter  Bbsant.    Ovwn  Svo.    6s. 
THE    HOLE    IN    THE    WALL.     By  ARTHUR  MORRISON, 

Author  of  *  A  Child  of  the  Jago/  etc.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
OLIVIA'S  SUMMER.    By  M«.  M.  E.  MANN,  Author  of '  The 

Patten  Experiment.'    Crovm  Svo.    $f. 
A  BAYARD  FROM  BENGAL.     By  F.  AnsteY,  Authorof'Vice 

Vers&.'    Illustrated  by  Bernard  Fastridce.     Crown  Svo.  is.  6J. 
THE  WHITE  WOLF  AND  OTHER  FIRESIDE  TALES. 

By'Q.'    Crown  Svo.    6s. 
THE  RIVER.    By  Eden  Phillpotts.    Crown  Svo    6s. 
A  ROMAN  MYSTERY.  By  Richard  Bagot.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
JAIR  THE  APOSTATE.     By  A.  G.  HALES.     Illustrated  by 

A.  H.  Bdckland.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
FELIX.      By  R.  Hichens,  Author  of  'Flames,'  etc.      Crown 

Svo.    6s. 
CHILDREN  OF  THE  BUSH.    By  HARRY  Lawson.     Crown 

Svo.    6t. 
THE    FOUNDING  OF   FORTUNES.    By  Jane  Barlow, 

Authorof*Irish  Idylls.'    CrownSvo.    6s. 
THE  CREDIT   OF  THE   COUNTY.     By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Illustrated  by  N.  T^NISON,     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
THE  LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR;  Being  the  Romance  of  a 

MotOT  Car.    By  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  N,  Wlliamson.    Crown  8m.   fir. 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Announcements        7 

HONEY.    By  Helen  Mathers,  Author  of  'Comin'  thro'  the 

Rye.  *    Crown  8iw.     6x. 
HOLY  MATRIMONY.    By  DOROTHEA  Gerard,  Author  of 

*  Lady  Baby.*     Crornn  Svo.     6s. 
MISS  QUILLET.     By  S.  BARaNG-GoULD,  Authorof  'Mehalah.' 

lUustntted  by  G.  Gkenvillb  Manton.     Crown  Stw.    6j. 
BARBARA'S  MONEY.    By  Adeline  Sergeant,  Author  of 

•The  Story  of  a  Penitent  Soul.'    Crmtn  Svo.    6t. 
JIM  TWELVES.    By  W.  F.  SHANNON,  Author  of  'The  Mess 

Deck. '     Crown  8tv.     Jj.  6d, 
THE    ADVENTURES    OF    SIR    JOHN    SPARROW.     By 

Harold  Bsgbib.     Crevm  Svo.    fts. 
THE    FATE   OF  VALSEC.    By  J.   BloundelLE  Burton. 

Croum  %vo.    (a. 
PAPA.     By  Mrs.  C.  N.  Williamson,  Author  of  'The  Barn- 
stormers.'   Cromn  %vo,    fa. 
MRS.  CLYDE.    By  Julien  Gordon.    Crown  Zvo.    ts, 
THE    BRANDED    PRINCE.      By    Weatherby    Chesney, 

Author  of  'John  Topp,  Pirate.*    Crown  Svo.    (w. 
A  PRINCESS  OF  THE  HILLS.    By  Mrs.  Burton  Harrison. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Szv.    ts. 
THE   TWICKENHAM    PEERAGE.    By  RICHARD  MARSH, 

Author  of 'The  Beetle.*    Crown  &vo.    6s. 
THE  PUPPET  CROWN.     By  Harold  Macgrath.    IUus- 

trated.     Crown  Svo.    6t. 

WITH  ESSEX  IN  IRELAND.     By  the  Hon.  Emily  Law- 
less.    CAea/er  Edition.     Cromn  8iw.     6j. 
A  cheaper  edition  of  ft  book  which  won  CMwiderablc  popnlMily  in  a  more  expensive 
form  some  f^tct*  ago. 

THE     INCA'S     TREASURE.      By    Ernest     Glanville. 
Illustrated  by  A.  H.  Buckland.     Crovm  Zvo.    3;.  6d. 

Ube  novelist 

Messrs.  MsTHUEN  are  issuing  under  the  above  general  title  a  Monthly 
Series  of  Novels  by  popular  authors  at  the  price  of  Sixpence.     Each 
Number  is  as  long  as  the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel. 
No.  XXXII.  THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.    By  Ernest  Glanville. 

/Detbucn's  Siipcnn^  Xibrar^ 

THE  MILL  ON  THE  FLOSS.    By  GEORGE  Eliot. 
PETER  SIMPLE.    By  Captain  Marryat. 
MARY  BARTON.    By  MRS.  Gaskell. 
PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE.   By  Jane  AuSTEN. 
NORTH  AND  SOUTH.    By  Mrs.  Gaskelu 
JACOB  FAITHFUL.   By  Captain  Marryat. 

SHIRLEY.     By  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE. 


'V«  law  wuirjs.  y  v*r.  «aDS  as  qJ^j> 

jt  --■.TiiB  .11   wrj  -.Ojc  vjiiiwir«ri-;i'i  'am  rf  J:"* ' 

ii     "-I.!   e-.'ia.    -j-^^r;     -y  Eua^  tuw  aad  tirr  '-r-~r  fiaf  1 1  X  J..J^^ 
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'  Hr.  Balfour  bu  clone  hi*  work  cKrenclr 
Mctr — rlnnf!  it,  in  fnct,  ii«  Stcreiuon  blmierf 
WTJulii  bavc  wi>.liiMl  ll  ilunc,  wIJi  cars  ui<i 
kkill  tiiiil  affeclioiule  ■pprecuii'Mi.  KL< 
own  ptrv^nal  tnbuie  In  the  Ia«I  cSdj^ler  «i( 
ihe  •r<c-n<l  vc-hime  »•  »n  aitmiiiblc  piece  <-  f 
militi^,  ihclriliutcof  artlMivvandadtnini, 
but  none  ihe  Icm  faiibfol  »n(l  dUooiUDE.'— 
U-'ftlmiiuler  CastlU. 

B.  BaTiaS-Oould,  Aulhcr  of  ■  MrhaUh,'  «lc. 
THI-.  LIFK  Of  NAPOLKON  lU^NA- 
PARTR.  Wiih  u%«i  45a  lllaittsiions  m 
lh«    Text,    »iul    1 1    PhotoETAVTite    PUia. 

'Th*  naun  fotnrq  of  ibi«  MtfMMt 
Votvina  u  iti  gi*^  weAllti  of  bcaullfiil 
pbotngTatvrrs  and  finely  eirLulFil  wumI 
cncTSvingi,  cant!itDtini>  a  complete  pic- 
lonal  cliioniclt  of  Napokon  I,'i  personal 
hUtofy-'— i*"//  TtU^Mfk. 

THR  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  CT.SARS. 
Witb  ■luneraui  lIltLitratiomi  froai  Kmii, 
Gemi,  CuneoA,  «tc-  F^h  Edition. 
iVo/n/ 81VV    15/. 

'A  tiuMl  tptendid  xnd  faicinatiag  book 
on  s  *ub;ict  of  undrine  iniHcM.  Il  ii 
Iwilliindr  wT^tlrn,  and  xtwi  illutmuuM*  arc 
Mpplkdon  aicAleof  pr«fu*«naffnifkci)c«.' 
—Dmity  CMrwmitit. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRV  TALES.  Wild 
ncinfroni  Illanraiuin«  aari  Initial  l-citrri. 
iiyAamUK  J.  CUcL'iN.  Sttthd  F.dilit*. 
Crm-H  SfA     BtKkrmii.     t*. 

OLD   ENGLISH  FAIRV  TALES.     With 
niameraui   inuMraciont  by  F-  I>.  ilSt>f\>iiD. 
Stcattd  Kdit.Qi.     Cr,9'v,     Buiiram,    6*. 
'A  channing  toIiihic.' — CmardiMm. 

THE  CHOCK  OF  GOLD.  F^nr  Stories. 
Crwnm  >n>.     61. 

'  Twelve  deli^hlful  fairy  tatcK.'— /'mcA. 

THE  VICAR  OF  MORWUNSTOW:  A 
Bi'>ci'>(i)^T'  A  new  and  KvviMd  Kdtiii^n. 
Willi  i'iKlr»il.     Cr»^m  ftw.     3/.  6J. 

A  campIelelT  new  adttlon  of  the  wetl- 
linown  lfio£Tajihy  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 

DARTMOOR:  A  IVirripiive  nnd  HUionVnl 
Sketch.  With  PUa*  and  nunx^Tcn*  lllu«- 
IrXioot.     Crvtm  9t«.     &t. 

*  A  TiM«ldeliElurulg«Mlc,coRipaiuan  ami 
irutractor.  '—Se»t*tiaM. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  WEST.  Wiih 
mmerouii  IlUHtrfttion*.  T*r«  vtJtimti. 
Vol.  r.  Uevoa.  Stcemd  Bdititt.  VoL  ii. 
CorawalL    Semul  Editicm.      Crvwn  8p«. 

'  Qtacia^  as  the   ait  of   Dwtnoor,   the 

!r][cn(l  weiril  aiiwllicl>tov«r  DiunaiHa  Pool, 
they  fciv  u>  a  vm  eood  iilea  of  ihii  ci). 
chaniinitUKlbetMiltfuUliMricl.'— <riMrA««. 


A  BOOK  OF  BRITTANY.  Wiib  miiMraiu 
llhitcralioiik     C'vontivM     fi(. 

UniraTtn  in  kdm  and  aite  with  Mr. 
RarinK-i'>oiild'i  ocll-kHowa  books  on  Devon, 
Cornwall,  and  Dartaiivr. 

OLD  COUNTRY  MFF,.  WJihS?  Iltiuna* 
tions.     Ai/iA  £ditien.    Largt  Cr.  fc*.    6«. 

AN  OLD  ENCLL<iK  HOMF-  Withnunef 
oui  Ftantand  Illuitratioiu.    Cr.  Sittt    6r- 

HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS,     f-'i/th  Xdili^n.     Cr.  bv.     ti. 

VORKSTIIRE  ODDITIES  AND 
STRANUB    KVENTS.     Fi/tA  EMthn. 

.STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPER- 
STITIONS.   StroHii HdilioM.    Cr.hM.    tt. 

A  GARI-AND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
FneliAh  Folk  5^r■ns*  with  ihcir  Tndiiioiul 
Melodiei.  Collected  and  airaoged  hy 
S.    ItAr:NC-GoL<Lu  and  H.  T.  StnrrAUu. 

SONGS  OF  THE  WR.ST;  TradiiwBaJ 
Itallad*  and  Sons*  ol'the  W«it  of  Ensbod, 
with  tbcii  Mdodiea.  Collected  by  S. 
Barinc-Oovlt),  M.A.,  and  H.  F.  Shcp- 
ntan,  KLA.     In  4  Paru.     P»rU  /.,  //., 

///.,    J*,   tatii.       Part  IV.,    51.       /«    Om 

'A  rkb  cvlleciiun  of  hitiBMif,  paihot, 
Srace,u)d  poetic  far) cy.'~.S'afan<a/Vr<v>V<«^ 

&B.BaUr.  A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL 
REAItER.  WitK  Voc-aIwIwt.  Xtfnd 
B.Hli«n.     Crvwit  8w.     it, 

(Commercial  Seiiof. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRL- 
SPONDENCE.  With  Vocabulary.  TAird 
AJilrpmt    Crwn  9tw.    x. 

(Commndal  Serl^t. 

A  GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  READER. 
With  VixrabulBf)'.    C'pfvmtr*.    at. 

I  Commercial  Scrie*. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. WlthVocalnilar^.  CmcM 
Bt«.    at.  6d.  |Comm«tct>l  Series 

W.  B.   BaraM.   D.D.    IsaIaH.    t^^ 

yrlmmei.     f-ca^,tiv»,  ti.  tut  taeA.   Vol.  1. 
With  Map.  tCliurchinan'k  Bible. 

Kn.  P.  A  Banwtt  A  L1TT1.E  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  iV«  8l■<^ 
Cl»lA,  11.  U.  mtt!   itmtktr.  u.  6J.  met. 

{liiik  Library. 

R.  B.  V.  Buon,  M  A,  FRENCH  PR05K 
COMI-OMTION-  Cr^-m  Sfv.  v.  ^. 
Ktf,  )i.  ■*/. 

B.  K.  BailTOO,  MA..  Wadkam  CoII«|ce. 
fUfotd.  TEXTS  lOR  SERMONS  OS 
VARIOUS  OCC.V^IONS  AND  SUIl- 
J  ECTS.  With  a  Picface  by  Canon  Scorr 
If  ot.LAXD.     Crevm  tvm    y.  id. 
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C.  E.  D.BlCBLKD  THK  rPISTI.F.  TO 
I'lflUCIIAMS.  S:4iu4ir.  Fff. 
t».»AiUt.  [Cbu»r>Mii.'>ltibfc. 

js*  writ  U  *«rr  lkm«cb,  aarf 
k«  hw  mtmft'*  *•  wfiM  »  (flod  dal  el 


E.  «.  ■■  !■■      TIU  KXAKPU  or 

Bifcfti  1  Iit«cMM  iar  mc*   D»t  !■  tW 

S.  B««B*kv.  THR  linCT^l-yc  Off 
THK  VORKlXr.  CI-Vs.v»:s.  ir>«M 
b«.    •••«£  t Social  QmammSh^ 

u.  ;  iMfArr,  u.  c/.  ar/.        1  iJuk  a 

*AociiTa(c,eo«pktc  Md  iimi^yj  wril- 
Ua  '—Lii*'»titwr. 

■Ortoo.  A  r.-.NClSE  HAlftMODC 
Of  tr.  VI-TIAN  AKCHiCOtJOGY. 
WtAnuoyllhiitmMm.  CmmmCm.  )«>M 
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E.  V.  BnwkB-     Spc  f.  J.  Hamihan. 

0.  Bnnrnlag,  M. A.    A  SHORT  HISTORY 

Oi  MbDI.fcVAL  ITALY.  *.».  ujo-isio. 

/m  TmM  y»lmKHM.     Crvan  tr*-    ji-  t*ti. 

Vol.  I.  i>so-i«09— CaitlphsmndGbibatlHMt. 

\v\..  II.   i««9'is**— The  Age  of  tti«  Con- 
ilouicri. 

i.  BuollUI.    5«c  Ituk  Walton. 

WwBansr-    Sm  L*<ly  Dllkt. 

Jeka  Sanraa.    thk  pilgrim's  PRO- 

CRI'-S'N.       Kdked,  with  on    lnlra«laciion. 
by  C.  H.  FivTM.  41.  A    With  w  l»tu»a- 
tlombr  R.  AnHinc  Beli..     (.>.  JW.     d(. 
•  Ttw  b««  "  Pilf  rim'*  Pros»«»»-"'— 

fiJmtaliimal  Timt». 

0.  J.  BVTClL  MA,  K.R.S.     A  MANUAL 
OV    Kl?fCTRICAl.    SCIKNXH      Wth 
noBieiwJk  llluuriUlonL     C^iotx*  Sva     >«. 
|Ui>iver*itT  EiUBMMi  SarU*. 

0«lcU  BnrgttSft.  fK>OPS  AND  HOW  TO 
KK  THKM.  With  nnineraui  IltukirAlkinb 
SmAiitlf.    to. 

B.  Bbrl  [LO..  Examinics  Ckftpkin  lo 
IHe  llUhop  of  UchfiiM.  AN  INTHO- 
DUCTION  TO  THK  HISTOBV  QV 
THE  CREEDS.    Drmyivs.    lot.U. 

[Handbook!,  of  Thcolory. 

'Thk  book  iiMY  be  «ap*ci«<J  to  bold  lu 
pUc<   u   «■   auinotitr  on   k*   lufajicL'— 

J.  B.  Ion,  R  n.,  F.RJLP.  A  MANUAL 
Of  CONSOLATION  THOM  THK 
SAINTS  ANT>  FATHKRS  /■*;/  h* 
CiU*.  U. ;   irmtAtr,  ■/.  tn/.  nr/. 

I  Librw)-  of  I>c«04iOn. 

lOtMTt  Bnnu.  THK  POEMS  OY 
kODEKT  «URN*S,  K«)iieJ  Uy  ANtwr.w 
Lan>^  BDil  W.  A.  CuAifinr.  With  PorUnit. 
.SWmU  Extilr^m.     Dtmy  Bcv,  e>h  t»^     U- 

3.  B.  BtUT.  LI.I>.     Sec  Gitfbort. 

Alfred  c»l(l»eoti  i>n.     thk   ph'l- 

(iMTdV  OK  RKLICION  IN  KNC- 
1,ANI>  AND  A.'klbKICA  /Vmv  U^ 
lot,  M,  I  Hsixltiuokt  iM  Tbeotofir- 

'  Dr.  CttldeCMt  tnait  i)ic  imbieci  M  w* 
twn  loaf  hoped  it  would  evcniaally  b« 
tnmna.'—CkmnA  Timti. 

*A  Inciil  and  in(bTtnali*e  kccowic,  Hbiiti 

D.  S.  Oaldenrood.  Hm4n><f  of  the  >•'•>*- 

mal  Sthao).  lulml^urch.  TKST  CAROS 
INEUCLinANn  AI.r.F.BRA.  In  three 
jnelie<»of  40.  with  An«we*».  u.  r»ch.  Or 
in  threa  Buoks,  prkt  td.,  h/^  WkI  >/. 

K.  M.  utd  A.  J.  CArtTlS,  M.A.  BISHOP 
LATIMER.  With  Potwii.  Cnmm  Bt*. 
}i.6il  (Leaders  of  ReHfion, 


C.  0.  Ohuuur  uid  M.  1.  Kebcrti. 
LACfc-.MAKiN(;  IN  THE  MIDLANDS. 
PAST  AND  PRt-'^KNT.  With  iS  (nll- 
pagc  Illuitralionk     Cmmi  Sr«.     tf.  4^. 

'  An  intnett'ms  book,  iltaalrated  by  faici- 
Bating  ^KtOKiapht. '— J>(ia4(r, 

Lord  CbMteraeU.  THE  I.F.TTK.KS  Of, 
TO  HIS  hOS,  Khi*tl,  with  an  lotr* 
(lucti'Mi,  by  C.  Stiachf-V,  and  Note*  by 
A.  Caltmroi'.  '/nv  i'»lmmtt.  Crvm*  Vr*. 
tt,  t*tk,         tMcthMca'kSlaadafd  Libfmry. 

P.  W.  Chilrtian.     THK.    carolinf 

tSI-\NP:S.  Wiih  malty  lllatrraliMii  and 
Mapa.    Ifrmjif^.     m- d^. -4l. 

Olsera.    UK  ORATOKE  I.    Traiulal«lhy 

£.  N.  P.  MoOK,  M.A.    Cmfm  irv.    j^.tJ. 

fCIakikal  TrBBilatton«. 

SKLECT  orations  (Pro  MiIom.  Pn> 
Marma,  Pha)tppii:ii.,lBC.;ililtnain).  Traii*- 
lated  hr  H.  E.  U.  Ht.aKtvT>  x,  \l.K.,  Fctln* 
aod  Tuior  of  Trialty  ColUcc.  Oxford. 
Ciw  Sow.     Jf.         ICUMtcal  TrMMlal>OM>. 

DK  NATURA  nF.ORl'M.  Tr«niIai*<J 
by  r.  BBonKi,  M.A,  Ule  SchoUr  of  Balliol 
Colkc«,  Oxford.     Crrmat  8fw.     u.  6/. 

tCUxMcal  TraMlaCioni. 

DE  OFFICIIS.  TrwMlated  by  G.  H. 
UaKtMMEii,  M.A.    Cfvwi*  8t«.    w.  W. 

[CUaaial  Tra«uhiio«t>^ 

P.A.  Clarke,  MA  rishop  ksn.  with 

Poriraii.     Crvtrv  kv.     St.  M. 

I  Lc*d«ri  of  Religion. 

B.H.  ceito^.  M.D.  disf.ask:softhk 

HK~\RT.  With  nunerou  llhninuiain. 
Dfmj  if*,     tw. 

V.  0.  OoniBCWoed.  »LA.  THK  UFK 
OF    JOHN    KUSklN.     Wkh   Pottnib. 

J.  a  OOllUU,  M.A.    SwT«H>r>«>> 

W,  1.  OoniM.  M.A    THK  PI-JUNNINr.s 

OF  KNCLISH  CHRISTIANITY.    WiUi 

Map.     Crvam  liw.     v.  W. 

fChurclnBBfi'*  Ubnr>'' 

A.  ■- Cook.  M.A.    Sc«  E.  C.  MaKhanl. 

R.  W-  Ceoke-Tarlor.   the  Factorv 

(Social  (^iMUtofii  Sen*a. 

■hrtaConm.  THKPASSINT.  ofthk 
i;RKAT  gUKEN  :A  l.iUtatotlMNoiik 
Ltfe  of  Vktoria  Raima.    Jtmut/ltt*.    if. 

A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING.  i«.v«.  m. 

Boaemarr  Ootw-    DANtT.'S  GARDEN. 

With  a  Frotiiitpitc^  Smmd  EMIi*it. 
>ca/.  Sm.  *Uth  mt.  6J.  ;  itmlkir,  jf  ^■ 
mit. 
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Ladjr  DUke.  Mlis  BoUey.  nnd  HUs  Whit* 

l«y.    WuMLN  S    WOKK.    CViw-  S(v. 

F.H.  Ditohfleld,  M.A..F.S.A.   ENGLISH 

VILLAGKS.    l!lutitat«tl.    Crwtux  8m.  6t. 

_'A  book  irhikti  for  ii»   in«ruciiv«  knit 

piciorLkl  vju«  ibvulU  finil  »  iiUn  in  «*«iy 

lUlase  iihtaiy,'  —XmtitHiim. 

'Ona  ol  tttB  l>«4.t  ^Hv^k'i  on  vUlAge  aatl- 
qgitic*  we  tu.r«  kco.' — L'l/J'Mif, 

THE  STORY  OF  OUR  ENGLISH 
TOWNS.  Wiih  ]nirodBcliaii  by 
AunuvTim  Jxtv>i>,  U.U.    .'ietamd  KJiibm, 

OLD  ENCLISIf  CUSTOMS:  E*tw<l  »( 
iha  pMMM  Time.  An  Acc-Mint  ol  Local 
DtMcrvAnc«t,  Fc^liTal  ("u^lomi.  nnd  Anricnt 
Cemnonitiytt  Siirvivjoj  in  Great  Hriuiiit. 

W.    K.    SiXOn,  >LA.     A    PRIMER    OF 

Tli.SSY.SON.     Setmd  BdUt^m.    Crvmm 
Bm.    *i.td. 

'Muchxoigml  luid  wc1l-erpTes*cd  criticJm. 
Tb*  btU!o|[r»|>l))'  ii  a  li>^;>a.'— .iy<i*A^a'<-. 

KNGLlsn  POETRV  FROM  BLAKK  TO 
UKOWNINU     :iK»nd  Sdttign.     Crmrt, 

(TJalw^iy  Extention  S«riei. 

E.  Davdia.  Vai.T>.    Sm  SJukn^xaix^ 

J.  Dowdeu.  U.U.,  Lard  RuhuB  or  lultn 
btiiib.  THE  WOKKMANsHIP  OF 
THK  FHAVER  BOOK:  lt>  Literary 
•nil  I4ni)ziol  AtpectK,        Srent.1  KJilitu, 

IChuichman'i  Library. 

8.  K.  ZMtiT-,  D.D..  Canon  ofChriu  Churc>i. 
Kmius  f  luleuuruf  HeLi«w  iri  In*  Uiiivvnity 
arO>f«.l.  SKKMONS  ON  -SUBJECTS 
CONNK(n"Kl>  WITH  THK  OI.Ii 
TF,STAMKNr.     Cr^vmttv.    U. 

'A  orlcumc  <>>i)<paAio<i  lo  tb«  author '■ 
(amoui "  ii]ir,xlui;(kKi."'— CiM^fan. 

S.  i.  Dnaean  (Mn.   Cutch),   Aatbut   of 

•A  V'.yace  of  Cunwiatiin-'      OS    THK. 
.iTHI-.R     SIDE     OK    THE     LATCH. 

).  T.  Xmnn,  aSc.  and  T.  a.  KuBdeUA. 

<:F.NF.KAt.F.LKMIiN'TARYSCIENCt':, 

Wilb  114  I  Uuilralion*.    CnmiN  liv.    y.  6if. 

(Methuen't  Scmoc«  Piimcrt. 

The  Eul  of  SoitiUD.  A  RtPORT  ON 
L'AS.VOA.  Wlih  an  IniiwIuctiHy  Noie. 
l>tmy  %v«.     7*.  bd.  lit. 

A  leprtQt  or  th*  cdebralsii  R*l»n  wlucb 
LorU  Ihuham  mailc  lu  the  Ki iliib  GciTern- 
mcni  Ml  ■))«  Kuie  at  Orjilih  Nmh  Anurica 
ill  i£}9.  Ii  U  proliaUy  itM  mom  in(>ainatii 
uitcrasca  on  lllilub  ootoatiJ  policy  avw 
(niLiliklMil. 


V.  A  Dntt  NORFOLK.  lUtubaMd  by 
a  C.  II->LLrK>.  rw/  IM.  cut*,  tf.; 
UalJur,  y.  6d.  ntU  { Ul  lie  Culdn. 

Olament  Xdvards,     RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION.  Crfwn  B*#. 
M.  (Ul  ISmuiI  Quulium  S«ricL. 

w.  Douctu  Edwarda.    commkrcial 

l-VW.   Cr^Tum  Hr>«.    at.  [CoBiiiMrcial  Snin. 

H.  B.  Ecorton.  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
BRITtbH  COLONIAL  POLICY.    Dn^ 

'Il  ii  ■  (ood  boolc,  dintincubliMl  l>]r 
aocurxcy  in  ilet^il,  cltai  arranscMMU.  uf 
faci(,  luid  a  bI^Akd  B'^P  ^  prind^ilM.'— 
MmiuAttlrr  iiitarJimit. 

Tbomat  EUwQOd,  THF.  HISTORY  OF 
IH).  I.UFOF  K<Jii«ai,yCC.C«iiMf, 
M..V.    C"'P7^«  8"«,    6*. 

IMcikuca'i  StoiuUrtl  library. 

Tliii  ntiiioii  il  tbe  unly  um«  which  con- 

■lint  ihe  cDmpleic  book  at  oriEinally  piib- 

lldtod.    It  bjt  a  Ionic  Inrodoction  and  iHaiiy 

F<Ootaolc*. 

Z.  BDXeL  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLI<;K 
iJrRRATrRF.:  Fium  Itt  BvElnnbc  to 
I'ennyMri,  TrantLiKd  from  ibe  Ceiaun. 
Dtnty  llm>.     ^^.  <mL  uti, 

Thit  it  a  very  coin|tlaU  and  conrenient 
&lre(cb  of  ibe  rvolntion'of  oiirlircT:tiurcfnim 
early  ilayt.  Tbc  iicaiineni  U  bsofrafibKal 
xti  well  at  criiica],  and  U  rdviered  mote 
tntCTCvTlne  by  th«  qtimalton  olcharacimuic 
p«MBC«i  rrom  the  chief  Milbon. 

V.H.ralrbrother,  M.A.   THEPMILO- 

S'lfHY  OF  T.  11.  OKKKN.  St*»iU 
Kdiliam.     C'ranett  lev,     y.  6./. 

Susan  Pflnier.  MAKRIAGEl.  EJiiMl  by 
Mm  G(>'>i>iiic>i  F«rii«  ijhI  LoiJ  Iui.'»,'- 
litl'JM.  Twrt  ytiamli.  t*iiH  8rv.  Ak.A 
vfitittir,  iMk,  ti.  6tf.  Htl;  Umtktr,  u.  td. 
mtt.  |I.iiil«  Library. 

aH.FirUl.M,A.    CROUWKLL'S  ARMY: 

A  Hiitoryof  the  KogliiihSotdicrdiiriaa  the 
Civil  Wart,  tbe  Couunoaa-fallh,  aad^  Ute 
PivWctotmic.    Cr^tvm  iv».    •ji.dJ, 

An  elaborate  uudy  and  dru-ripilon  iJ 
Cronwetl'i  army  by  which  Ibe  vioiory  of 
(li«  Pariiamcflt  wu  KCuied.  The  *  New 
Model'  li  dcaonbod  in  pninule  d«tail,  uid 
U»e  antboi,  uha  ii  ddb  of  the  nimi  dit- 
iiocuiJird  tiUiurinni  of  ih*  day,  bat  nuule 
(real  UMof  unpuUulMd  uy*. 

Q.  W.  FUhtr,  MA.  ANNALS  OF 
SlIRKWMiUKY  SCHOOL  With 
nuneroiu  niuttralionv    Dtmy  8e-i>.    lor.  &J. 

Edward  FitiOenJd.    THE  rubaiyaT 

OF  UMAK  KH.VVVA>r.  Wub  a  Com- 
Bieiilftry  liy  H.  M.  Uai  sum,  awl  a  Ilii.-xrapby 
of  Okuu  1^  E.  U.  V-cv*.     Ci. 
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CMorS*  QlMlllC.    Sec  Dkkiu. 

A.  D.  Oodley.  MA...  Fellow  of  MkC'J'lMt 
C^.tlrc.  C.fMd.  I.VkA  FRIVOLA. 
Tkirii  CJtlttm.     F'tuf.  Ei«     m.  (id. 

VERSES  TO  ORDER.  Cr.Wa.  tt.%J.»tt 
Klai  Qoodrlcb-FrMT.  Set  Siuan  FMTiet. 
P.  Andtrwn  Onliua.     THS  RURAL 

7.  t.  Onaftr,  M.A.,  Uild.    psvch- 

OLOO^'.      .'i^mi/  JiJiiutm.      Crtnrm  Saw. 
•«.  6^.  [Univemitr  KiWnsioA  Serio. 

THS  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.    Crtt^ 

A  book  daalipg  with  th«  •votulion  of  lb* 
rtligluwt  li(«  wid  •«)>«(  i«IC«L 

'Aranurkoble  book.' — Clutfvm  Htr^U. 
Sm  tkt  VnivETiiiy  Kitcation  Smm*. 

■.irOnMBOrar.  CER>fAN  PASSAGES 
FOR        UNStE^f       TR.\NS1,AT10N. 


F.  L  On^,  R.Sc.,  formerly  I^ecturrr  in 
Pbyiicf  in  Maion  Uolvcrtity  CoUeec,  Bir- 
minKhMn.  THE  PKlNC!PI.>is  OF 
UAl.NKTISM  AND  KLtCl  RICITV  : 
an  KUmBnuiyTaxi-liaQlt.  Witb  iBi  Uia- 
Cruiif.    Crvn»  Sn*.     yt.  iJ. 

O.  BncltUB«1  QrMn,  M.  A,  AuUuini  Muui 
ftt  lUinburab  Aadwny,  Utt  Fellow  of  St. 

Jobn't    cJlcoc,    OxM>.        NOTKS    ON 
^REER  AND  Latin  SYNTAX.  Cnw« 

low.      Jl.W. 

WwmmmI  •wlMMiidM  oa  the  chief  dilG- 
cnliiM  cf  CtMc  and  Latin  Synus,  wiib 
MUtttrau*  pM<ttf«i  fcf  «>«dN. 

B.  T.  Or««n.  MA  THE  CHURCH  OF 
CHRIST.    Cnmmtp*.    6t. 

IChnrcbman't  Librvy. 

R.  A.  QnmVT.  THR  VAULT  OF 
HEAVEN.  A  Popular  InuodHCtioct  to 
AMronawy.  With  nuin«taat  IlIuiUaiKiQ!> 
Crvwa  Sm.    u.  AW. 

lUni*cn!|y  Eil«rMlon  Sarirv 

W.  HAU  (MffiU.  MA.  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  EARLY  POLMS  Of 
ROBERT  BROWNINU,  E<Jitcd  by. 
P«tt  tv*.  CM*,  u.  M,  mtt;  ItmtMtr, 
M.  U.  mtt. 

a  H.  OtinUtU.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
UREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY. 
■84Si)^     Witb  IHiutmiatH.     Ifetmy  Uv. 

lot.  a. 

'Mr. Crinlu^hudoncfota  Railway  ohiAi 
Haonbiy  di>l  Tm   EssliUi   lliitofy.— rif 

T.  HlndM  Oroonw.    Se«  r.eocx*  Dorraw. 


K.  L.  awFlUL  A  BIRTUUAV  UOQK. 
Ji.-ni/&i*.     tit. 

Thn  if  a  butbdny-book  of  «a:y<i<WMl 
SfOtUf,  anJ  ibc  extncti  luva  bwtn  cboata 
VI  tb  pailicuUi  can. 

8t«plMa  QrwniL    Sec  Tb*clicny. 

John  HmckOtt,  B.a  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  Okr(IOI>OX  CHVBCH  OF 
CYPRUS.     With  M>pt  Ut-i   lUuilraLiuni. 

A.  0.  Haddon.  ScD..  r.R.S.     FTF-An. 

HUN1KK.S,  ItlwVCK,  WUITK.  AND 
BROWN.  With  nuuiy  lUiuiraxiou  aoaa 
Map,     littmji  hut.     I  J/. 

A  naiTMiva  of  Adtxatnte  and  uploraiinn 
in  Northctn  Borneo.  It  CooUifut  nuch 
malter  of  lbs  bisbnt  Kiantific  tBtcwI. 

B.  A.  Ht'"'*'^    Sn  H.  <1«  B.  GibbtM. 

E.   M.   HaU  ud  W.  a.    HmL     THE 

ANCIENT  RIMNS  OF  RHODESIA. 
With  numcratu  llhMtiUioas.  Vtmj  S<v. 
m\M.  lut. 

Tlii*  book  ooNivns  drscrinioni  of  two 
handred  tiiini  of  tcmpleii  anif  fottt,  and  of 
ttwt)  typei  and  apci  of  UchitecTur*.  It 
drtcrlMt  alM  lb«  Sjlicgin  Mid  PbtEniciAB 
oecupathxik  ot  Rbod«u»;  King  Salomaa'i 
cold,  aDricM  buriala,  aaciHU  gold-wiilhn, 
Mc  It  It  piofaM)yilIa«(r»i«d,andcaBnlni 
nwri)'  tuaft  nod  pljiok 

F.J.  Runllton.  n.n.,  and  E.  V.  Brooks. 

/At-li.VKtAH  <JY  MITYLLNK.    Ttaiar 

LUed itttu Enf Jish.   Dtmjtiva.    ttt.M.iut, 

\  Ryzaniioe  Tcxth 

D.  Haunay.   a  short  history  ok 

THE  ROYAL  NaVV,  F»o>i  Eabi.v 
Tiuiu  TUTHft  Pmlu.nt  Uav.  llJuKnied. 
7'tM  y^mtmti.  Drmv  Inr.  ;«.  A/,  tmek. 
VoLL  iMO-idSl 
A.T.Kan.M.A.  THKCONSTRL'CTIOK 
OF  I^RCE  INDirCTION  COILS.  With 
DBOicrvta  DiagTUM.     Dtmtj  9i«.     it 

CUirort    Rarrlaon.      reading    AND 

RKAUKKS.     yi^f.  Iv*.     It.  bd. 
'  \n  ejttTcmcIy  writihle  tiiil«  book.' — 

Ummhuttr  Cntinli^n, 

STttn  BatUn,  Guld  MoiIulliM  of  the  Royal 

<:«otfr>I>l"<:>l Society.  THROUGH  ASIA 

With  yio  IUu«ir»iK)««  dam  Slcaickct  &nd 

PbolO|p3[Ji«  by  the    Author,   anil    Uaprt. 

'One  of  the  ncueit  booki  of  tht  kiikd 
tented  durinr  tne  c«nitiry.  It  I*  imaonibta 
10  (tv*  ui  MequMe  idtA  of  tbc  rkaacn  of 
IhaceMeaU  af  Ibi*  book,  or  of  Its  abouDding 
Miraction*  ■*  ■  iiorr  of  travel  nuurpAMta 
iaKeofraptttcalaivdniitnan  tatemt.  Much 
of  it  i*  »Tcv«lMiot).  Altocelber  ibt  wotlc 
ia  OM  which  bi  toUdltn  Bov«)iy.  «Ht  iM*r«U 
nan  lake  *  ftru  ruK  aaong  pHbBcaUotii 
of  iu  daw.  *— r/MM. 


l6 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


T.  p.  aeodBrton.  a  LITTLE  DOOK  OP 
SCOTIlMi  VhKSt.  J\-ttU».  CMA, 
ti.  6d.  tut  i  U^iUr,  «i.  6J.  Mfl. 

&M  aUo  £).  KL  Mob. 
W.S.Hral*r.    KNCLISH    LVKICS. 

W.  E.  Henler  utd  0.  WUblar-  A  HOOK 
OF    KM.llSH     FHOSh.     C-v9i-t    li«. 

B-tt(Jtram4,gt!t  trf.     b, 

B.  H.  Bansooa.  U.A.,  TtOom  of  All  SmU.', 
Oxfoxl.  Lmkm  •(  WmntiMi**.  APOS- 
TOUC  CHRISTIANITY  :  .\i  lUiutnuad 
byika  IMmImo/ St.  Pwil  loUiaConniluaM. 
CVmh«0mi    6i. 

LIOHT  AND  LEAVEN:  RitTOtiCAt  Axo 
Social  S«uioni.    Cmmm  lew.    te 

DISCIPLINE     AND     LAW.     Ftm*.  ftw. 
Omtc*  Herbert.     THK    TEMPLE. 

t'^ilcd,  oicli  an  Inlrodutlioii  ami  Notc», 
by  ¥..  C  S.  liiuuK,  D.U.  Vicof  uf  L«d%. 
/•«//  Saw.  CJMil,  M. ;  Itatker,  u.  W.  •»/. 
( Ln«UY  of  D««Mion. 
Tkb  tditioa  cenuuu  Walion't  L!tt  of 
H*rli«t,  ukI  Ittc  UKt  u  tlut  of  the  fall 
ediiion. 

H«n>d0tiu:  KA5V  .SEI.KCTIONS.  Willi 
Vocabulan'.  By  A.  C  LlOSELL,  M.A. 
Fcmf.  %v*.     It.  Ul 

W.A.8.Hewliui.BA.    KNCLISHTBADE 

AN*n    FINASCf.    I.V    THK    .-^liVE.S- 
TEhNTH    CKMUKY.    CrMna  Scwt 

lUniveruiy  EiicDtiMi  Safic*. 

T.  Hlltwrt.  THK  AIR  GUN:  w,  H«» 
l)t«  Mki4etnun<arHl  OotHOti  M^Jot  viraily 
luit  lh«f  Huiija)-*.  liluariLtn).  .Syii«r( 
>V«/.  Biw.     u.  6<r.  { Uule  lllu«  iWl^ 

Clar«  Eia.  Kcffiuer*.!  TrAchei  in  ihv  Ciir  ^ftd 
Cuildi  of  t>>nrtoii  [Tiitiiucc.  MII.I.IN- 
ERV.  THKORKTICVU  ANl>  PR.\C- 
TICAL.  WiUi  BUfDMOtu  I>wgnau. 
CiviPM  tew.    */. 

[  Tntbook  t  of  I'echnotoc)'' 

BMUT  Hill.  n.A..  H(»r)nia^<icf  tif  the  B«y'( 
Hiuh  Scboul.  Wuc-nlec,  Cain  Culony.  A 
HOUTH      AFRICAN      AKITHMKTIC. 

ThU  ttoolc  tu«  }>MB  tpecUIly  written  Cm 
utc  ia  S«uib  ATricMi  Kbovl*. 
aBlTktMOkBUl,  Ll.a     Sm  Gibbon. 

Howard  C.  HUlMM.  WITH  THE  BOER 
fOKCKS.  Will  j«  IlliuttAlioM.  Stcmd 
F.JthaH.     Crynvn  Srv.     (u. 

%.  L.  Hlnde.    the   fall  or  the 

CONGO  ARABS.    With  PIilm, etc   Dtmy 


X.  T.  BobhoaM,  leUow  of  CCC,  OdM. 
THK  THKOkV  OV  KNOWLEIXJE. 
Dtmf  &*».     -ixt. 

i.  A.  BObSOB,  U.A.  PROBLEMS  OF 
POVEKTV:  An  ltw|utry  into  ib«  Inila*- 
trial  Condilion  of  tb«  Foar.  F*mnk 
Ettitio*.     Crnpii  !(<«.     m.  6^. 

(Social  QtinUiMi*  Sam  and  L'mvonur 
P.aiwitMM  Scciea. 

THE  PR0BIJ-:M  OF  THK  UKEM- 
PLOYED.    Ct^wm  ftv.     «t.  6/, 

ISoEial  QiMOioM  Sv^ 

CEORGR 


T. 


BodgUB.    I>  C.U 

heouak; 


Siw. 


rox. 

I  Lt»Att»  ol  RotJcn. 

ChMtor Holcomb*.  THE  REALCHIN- 
K.St:  l.VUlb'lIUN.     Crvmrflau.     61. 

'  It  U  an  impoftMit  addition  10  |b« 
maicriata  bctav  IM  miibllc  for  teniof  •■ 
vpiakMi  00  ■  DMA <ti»cult  mhI |ii ■■■Ii^,  |k» 
bl«iB.' — Timtt, 

Sir  T.  H.  Holdiob,  KX.IE.  THK 
INDIAN  )H>RI>EKI^KI(:  Uia«aP«< 
tonal  Rocord  »f  Tw«iAy  Vean.  llttttMMd. 
Dfff  Bm.    iji.  <uf. 

*  lalvmtinc  ABd  iiHpiritiae  rroiBoontu 
cover,  ii  wHl  Monradljr  talc*  tu  nine*  as  iIm 
rbnical  wof  k  an  lb«  histofy  of  ib«  ladiaa 

fronlier,— AV*f. 

Canon  Scott  BoUaad.  lvra  jU>0& 
lOLIC-'V.  WiOi  art  liitrodnciioa.  Nmm 
byll.C.  PracmNcM.A.  rmtthm*.  CiMi, 
III.;  /talAtr,  u.  6J.  mrt. 

ILihnwy  «r  DvmkA 

G.  J.  Holroaka.    THE  CO^PaRATfVE 

MOVKMKNTTO-DAV.  Jwv»WA«Mp>. 

(SockKloadMHSoiK 

Horace:  THR  OOES  AND  ERODES. 
TtawUwd  W  A.  CODLVY.  M.A.,  Fdimr  a( 
lilastlaltA  C«llt(«.  Oiford.  rmM*  fcw. 
!M.  [Claaak-Al  Tmt4atMtu. 

Z.L.B.  Horabu-^  it  A.  WATERLOO : 
A  Narrative  artd  Critkuin.  Witk  Plam. 
Stt*Hit  Eilititn.    CnnM  Saw.     }i. 

*A  biiltiani  «u»  —  tintilr,  uvad.  ^id 
ihotonch.' — /W^  Ckr^miti*. 

THE  LIFE  OF  SAVONAROLA.  Wok 
Pontaii*  and  IDoUralions.  >'£d>.  Im, 
Cb/*,  y.  61/. .-  fatrArr,  4#.  M-iL 

lUltle  mocnpUw- 
B.    F.   BortOo,   n.n.       JOHN    HOWK. 
W'ili  i'urltaiu    C^rn-*  8tw,     j/.  6^. 

( Leaden  of  Kcfiaios- 

Alesaod«rBoal«.    MANCHURIA.    Will. 

|[|ii«imloB>aDdaM>p>  iV<«v&*»^  iok.U. 
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a.  How«lL    TRADE  UN'IOKISM-NEW 

AND  OLD.     Thirti EJilif*,    C'^mi-ttft. 

H.  O.  HntClllaseiL  TIIKOOLriNUFlL- 
r.RlM.     rrwunSt*.     6*. 

A.  W.  Hntton.  M.A.  CARDIKAI.,  MAN- 
NING. Wtih  Portrait.  Cnnmi  Bw..  y. 
6d.  I  Lcaulnt  of  KcUxion. 

Sm  aUa  Tavlsh- 

Edward  Hutton.    See  RichwJ  Cnthiir. 

R.  R.  RDttOQ.  CARDINAL  NP:WMAN. 
M  ith  I'urtfail.    Crnfnb>*.     y.  6J. 

I  Ukd«n  of  R«ll|idn. 

W.  H.  HnttOO,  M.A.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 
T110.MAS  MOKE.  WUb  Purtraiu. 
SitanJ  Jidilirm.     CrwwN  Ssw.    34. 

WILLIAM  1..AUD.  With  Ponntii.  SeeatJ 
£dili*m.     CrMvm  Btv.     y.  fc/- 

(LcaJeii  of  Religion. 

BanrlklbflaiL  ItRANI).  A  l>->ina.  Tram- 
1a:c.[  fcvWii  t.iA»  Wil  v>X.    Third KJilian. 

Lord  IddCllalfb.    See  Siuan  Fcrrter. 

W.  R.  iRSe.  M.  A..  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Hen- 
Khi)  CcTlcKe,  Oiford.  CHRISTIAN  &IV.H- 
T1CISU.  The  BMiipton  Lociurcf  for  iS^. 
JLVmt  8»a     im,  64.  tut, 

'  It  i«  full)'  worthy  of  tlie  twU  Irattilioni 
cxmnolcd  with  the  ifanptoa  Lectumbip.*— 
ftiunl. 

A.  D.  XUWa.  M  A.    A  HISTORV  OF  THE 

BRITISH  IN   INDIA.    With  Map*  and 
Plin*.    Crvam  trtf.    jt.  titL 

'  Wthlen  in  ■  visgnous  ami  effectiT*  uyU 
...  1  ibwuKlitful  •!»)  linurtial  occouai. — 

'  Mr.  IrTvrf  hai  don«  a  ilifllcutc  pifct  of 
worlcwcH.  He  l>a>  taVoi  the  hUioryinia 
}d\  mind:  tirr.rt  it  th-i|t«,  f^ntiir*,  Uid 
viuliiy  there  ;  llierFfdtv  il  cumei  aJ(T«  aoil 
frcih  fiDOt  bit  laiiiiL' — .Vc^/jntiui. 

B.  JftCkaon.  M  A.     A  PRIMER  OP  BUSL 

NtSS.       r*<W  KJitu'H.       CrtM^  8tv. 
■  '.£•/.  ICoounvtul  SvriaSk 


r.  Jacob,   MA.      ii;nior 

KX,\MINATinN  PAPKRS, 


FRENCH 

Ftaf.  Sr^, 

ti.  [Jonio*  Ejuminaliofi  SeriML, 

J.  BUplMa  Jmu.     TRUSTS.   POOI.S, 
ANUCORNLKS.    tftm^Bi-*.    at.  6J. 

lAocial  Quruioiw  Keiic*. 

B.  L.   Joffteion.     A    NEW   RIDE  TO 
KHIVA.    lUuttraUd.    CrwtvM  Sm.    U. 

E.  JeakI,  M.A.,   Ptafcttrr  of  Ijtw  at  Vnl- 

vtruty  Collfcr.  T,ivrrt<va.  l-:N(;LIbH 
LOCAL  iiOVKRNllKNT,  Crvu^-,  Bevl 
aA  M  [Unircnily  >^t«>ulanS«rias. 


C.  S.  Jemin.M.A.    SnPuoL 
AiiSiuttuJeMop^,D.n.  JOHHI}OXNK. 

[L«ad«is  of  RctiiiotL 
F.  B.  Jeroni.  M.A..  L«ti.D..  Ptindpal  «f 

H»ineld    Hall.    Durham.     KVOLtrTION. 
Crwin  81V.    jr.  M.  (Charchman't  Library. 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
HISTORV  OF  RELIGION.  SttjimJ 
F-ditimt.    Demriv*.    lot.  6J. 

[  Hand  boolct  of  Tlieolog) . 
'The  laeritof  thUbooVIleim  thcpciMir*- 
tion,  lh«  tinsuliu  aculcucM.  aotl  l\>rce  of  ihr 
author's  ju>l);ineMt.  He  is  at  nnce  nilical 
aiul  luminout,  ■!  a*K«  Jutt  uid  tuct«tii««. 
A   eo«p*(bcf»lw«    and  ihorousli   book.'— 

Sir  H.  B.  JobnittOD.  K.CII.  BRITISH 
CENIKAI.  AFRICA.  With  ocaily  too 
llliutnlk»u  and  Sis  Map*.  S/timd 
Editimm.     Cremtt  ^t«,     liU.  <■«/. 

H.JODai.    A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS 
AND  BUSINESS.    Crtmtmtv*.    t,.  6d, 
ICoamxtcU  Serici. 

T.  W.  JOTOO.  M.A.  TKR  LIFE  OP  SIR 
FkEDtklCKGORKOCSELEV.  ji.bd. 

ladT  Jallm  of  Monrlcti.  revela- 
tions OF  DIVINE  I.OVE.  FJlted  by 
Gmack  Wakkack,    Cranm  Srv.    tt, 

A  pftrtlaliy  nodcrnLMf I  rciMon,  frofn  lb« 
MS.  in  ih«  Rriiith  Mutram  of  a  book  whkb 
Dr.  DalKJiirTi*  term*  'One  «f  ibt  mMt 
remukablc  Iwoiiof  tb«  Middle  As«l.*  Mr. 
Inge  in  hit  Dasi^teii  Lecture*  on  Chriitian 
MyaticiuB  calU  It  'The  beautiful  but  link 
known  Rrvitlatictu,' 

X.  Kaannann.    SOCIALISM   AND 

MODERN    THOUr.HT.       Crt^n    B.m. 
i«.  £>f-  I  Social  t^cttkoiSerlM. 

J.  F.  Kaatlllf ,  D.D.    THE  ACAPK  AND 

THE  hUCHAKIST.    t>oi«  8ru.    y.id, 

Jolm  Keble.  THE  CIIRISTLVN  VEAR. 
Wiih  an  Inttoluclivn  ainl  Note*  l>y  W, 
Lock,  D.D.,  Wanltn  of  Kchia  Collcsc. 
Illiultatcd  ^  R.  Annimi  IIfi.l.  Stcamd 
AMtuM.      Ft«f.    a*v.       y.    f^i    f-adJai 

'ThepreMntediiwabjumouicd  whh  all 
il»c  care  and  in«i;bi  la  be  enactMl  fron 
Dr.  \jxiL:—C.u»rdimm. 

I.VRA  INNOCKNTrUM.  Edited,  w^ih 
InirodiKiion  an^l  N jict.  by  Waltiui  Lock 
D.1X,  Wanlrn  cf  Keble  C«ll«(e,  Oafotd. 
Pftt  Sev.  C'Utk,  1/. ;  U.iHi*r,  %t.  td.  «</. 
I  Ltbriry  uf  Devotion. 
'This  tweet  and  fner»ni  book  hni  Mawr 
been  pwblicliMl  nonailraclivcly.'— 

Atadfiirr. 
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THE  CHRlSTtAK  VEAH.  Wnk  latro- 
dsction  and  Hole*  by  WALm  Lock, 
P.D.,  WudcB  of  K«V.U  Coltcgi.  SximJ 
EdiliMi.  Felt  %vo.  Clflh.  %x. ;  ItaiHtr,  v. 
Ad.  nrl.  [Library  o(  I>evalu]n. 

Thomai  A  KnnpU.  THK  IMITATION* 
OK  CHRIST.  Wiih  an  Inirwdwtion  W 
UuK  KABHAa.  Illuitraled  bjr  C.  U. 
CSKB.  Sufui KdUiaH,  /■'tn/.Svit.  jt.  U, 
w/;  f*djt4  m*^«t{«,  y. 

'Aamiiai  kll  tb«  laBuncnble  EdkIuB 
«dh[oi»aT  (Im  "ImiutiDn,''(h*i«can  Ka«« 
Iwai  few  whidi  were  nrctiwr  iban  thb  one, 
print«4  Ui  iiroBC  and  nMdtem*  <!n»«,  wiih 
■  II  the  gtoY  of  nd  luitlal*.'— o'/<ur"* 
Jftrald. 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHKIST.  A  R«. 
viwd  TrmntlBiion  by  T.  Biuc,  L>.D.,CaBcn 
«r  Cluut  Cburcb.    Viltb  an  InuodtjctJoiL 

Cr»W  few.     Jf .  &/. 

A  Dew  ediliott,  car«fullf  rcvliol  koA  tet 
in  Iktrc   tjrpe,  uT  Di.    B>eg'a  wcll-fciuiwii 

'DisntA*!!,  hvnoalout,  and  KboUrly.' 
— CA«rrA  Kft-irw. 

THK  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.  A  R«- 
vtied  TraniUiion,  with  an  Inlrodticliao  by 
C    Bigg,    P.I>.,    late     Stuilmt     of     Chritt 

Cluucb.  Sf(,md £:.iiti.'-.  /'^Uiv^.  L'/«ti. 
ai.  ;  ItiUJur,  u-  (W.  iw/. 

(Library  of  Devodcm- 

A  practioilly  new  irsntluiao  of  ibli  b>v>lf 

•rlikli  Ihe  rculet  luu,  aloMsl  fnr  Ibe  lira 

tiiM,  cnctiv  In  the  ilupe  In  which  it  left 

th«  haivdi  of  the  aaibor. 

Jamu  Houshton  Xiimwly,  i).D.,  Auut- 

ont  Lcctum  in  Uivinuv  In  tbe  UninsMlv 
of  Dublin.  ST.  PAUL'S  SKCONI> 
ANI>  THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THK 
CORINTHIANS.  Willi  I,iirod«lion. 
DitMrUlioiu  aAd  Nmh.    Ctwm  Svw.  &t. 

0-  W.  Ktinmlni.  M.A.  THK  CHRM- 
ISTRY  OF  I.IFK  AND  HEALTH. 
lUtutrated.    CrmM  Bu*.    u.  t-d, 

(Uaivtnity  Ealraiion  Sarin. 

A.  v.  XlB«Uk«.  EOTHEN.  With  nn 
Introdunioa  aiul  Hoin.  Fttltrw.  CUti. 
li.  ftJ.  mt:  Itutktr.  SI.  M.  Hit. 

[I.iitleLilrao- 

BUdnrd  ElpUllg.  UAKKACIC-KOOM 
BALLADS.  lydTluitimmd.  CrMn<  Sm 
6a. ;  Untktr,  it.  Ktt. 

'  Mt.  RipUog't  ftstt  ia  »tron|,  vivid,  Tull 
of  cbatmcta.  .  .  .  UnmulakaUe  geoiut 
rinnlnvvcry  Mne.'—Tiuiti. 

'TIm  ballaiU  teem  with  touKifiatMn,  thev 
ptlpiuu  with  HBOiMa.  Wc  reaJ  ibcm  iriih 
lauKbtcr  and  («an :  Iba  tiielrn  ibruti  in  dut 
[iii1(c«,  ihe  cunnincl/  ordeicd  wnnli  tincle 
»hI|  tifr;  aixJ  If  IM«  Iw  i»«  pociry,  wlial 
la  !  '—/■«//  -Vo//  Gaultt, 


THK    SEVEN     SEAS.      6tmi  Tt^aimU, 

Umthtr,  «t.  mtt. 

*  Ilia  £npirm  b«»  fo«utd  a  aii^e* ;  ii  ic 
no  dtfUBciatian  of  the  waiti  ta  lay  that 
itat«imen  may  bav«,  one  iny  or  ot&s,  M 
ulce  Account  of  ibtm.'— 

P.  0.  KittotL    .Sec  Dickena. 

W.  J.  Knox  tmi«.    SmSl  PnodadaSslaa. 

Oh&rUl  LUBb,    THE  F.S.SAVS  OF  KLIA. 

VSiili  uvei  lao  lllualratina*  by  A.  (iaHTn 
Jaxu,  and  aji  lotrodaction  by  E>  V.  Local 
Oemytv^    lat.  6d. 

'"n'a  cJilioa  It  !n  ouny  letpecU  «f 
peculiar  b«auty.'— ZW/f  CkfrnmAir. 

*I|  ii  ill  mnrarayan  «lmiraUa  rfirion 
aimI  the  illuunnoa*  an  dcBcKrfaL'— 

ELIA.  AND  THE  LAST  ESSAYS  OF 
KLIA  lMUiwlbrF..V.  LtiCAi.  PHttr*. 
C'/WA,  M.  id.  ntt:  h*ilUT,  tt.6d.iut. 

I  Uutp  LittrvT- 

THP.  KING  AVr>  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS : 
An  1S05  Hook  tot  Cbtkli«iL  Hliutraiol  by 
WiLLtAU  MuuiBAiMr.  A  new  tditun,  in 
AniBtle,  edited  bv  K.  V.  Lvcai-     ir  id. 

Tliit  little bonh  ft  -i  literary  cunoHty.  and 
hu  been  di»C«Teinl  and  idenlilinl  a>  tba 
tvolk  of  Cluwltt  l^unfa  by  E.  V.  Luca^ 
ll  ii  an  rsaci  [antmile  of  the  orifiniJ 
edition,  which  waa illuitrated  W  Mntnu*:):. 

ProfeMor  lAmbm.  P.CTHKSIS 
CHRONICA.  E<tU«l  W.  /^^W  IM. 
;j.6i.  w/.  (BynatiBtt TttOb 

Btanley  L&aa-PDOlfl.  TUB  LIFE.  OF 
.SIR  H.>lKKV  PARKINS.  A  fffw  m»d 
CAtn/^r-  i^JiiUH.     Crv^m  Sew      6*. 

A  HISTORV  OF  EGYJT  IN  THE 
MIDDLE  AGES.  Fully  III tuttaled. 
CrwH  Stv.     b. 

r  LUXbridge,  M.A.  ballad;^  OF  THK 
)lR.VVKiT.>4nt  of  Cbtrtilnr,  EniciptUc, 
Coarace,  and  Conitaocy.  Skm»U  £Jtli»n, 
Crptpn  tv*.     3t.  id. 

'  Tbe  booA  ia  full  of  aplendid  drinci.'— 
tlW/d. 

WminmLaw.  A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A 
PEVOUT  ANO  HOl-V  LIFE.  Edital, 
with  ail  Intruductlan,  by  C  £lun,  DiU., 
tale  .Siudeot  of  CbfitI  Oiurcb.  f*Mt  Spm, 
Ci*t*,  M. ;  Uttk4r,  u.  UL  a/^f. 

[  MhTATy  of  D«««tioa 
Tbu  it  a  reprinl.  word  foe  wcid  and  tine 
fat  line,  of  the  Hditie  FrtiKfft. 

a.  s.  Layard.    the  upk  or  UR£ 

LYNN    LINTON.       llluMtaUd.     X^my 

'  Un.  Lynn  Unton  li  bm  iwiaaiiiiil  to 
tu  in  nil  bet  tnoodt.  She  Uvea  !■  tbe  'b«otL ; 
(he  ii  |ir«Mtited  to  ■>«  10  that  wa  really 
know  \iaC—Liier*tmrt. 
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CApUln  H«lTUlft  !.««.  A  HISTORY  OF 
POLICK  IN  ENGLAND.  Cfvnm  Srv. 
71.  M. 

'  AkomcilbiMk,  ramptiung  nujtycuriou^i 
drtflilt  In  inlrrcsi  the  CFner'l  tcadcr  lU  veil 
»9  che  it«d«nl  who  will  contult  It  for  cxaci 
tnfojcnaeion-'— /TUi//  AVtw. 

'  Th«  h-xtV  r<»ti  on  accurate  t«UAicli  antl 
oivei  a  vail  amy  ot  lacti  and  nalulic^' — 
Gt'tv^tv  Utrmid. 

V.  B.  Umi,  M.A.    AIR  AND   WATER. 

Illutii^lciL     Ctvwm  Sftf.     3J.  bd. 

|Uni»e«ity  KMcnnion  Series, 

Walter  Lock.  D.tl..  WatJ*n  of  K.l>k  C.>1- 
lem.      ST.    PAUL,   THE    MASTER- 

S«c  alio  Keb1«  and  Orfprd  Commmiariti. 

JOHN  KKtILK.  Wiih  Ponrait.  TrM.-i. 
iw.     31.  6>/.  ( LcJiJcn  of  Rclislon. 

E.  V.  LQCaa.  Sco  Jaae  Au»t«n  And  Ikln. 
Caikcll  ami  Cbvlei  Ijinth. 

Ladiu.  SIX  DIALOGUES  (NIftlimt, 
lcaiu-&Iei<i«nit,  Tbe  Cock,  The  Ship,  Th< 
i^aMin.  Tli«  Lorar  of  FabcbonlX  Traiu- 
tated  by  S.  T.  Invin,  W.K,  Autuant 
Uuier  M  Clirtoa;  laie  Srholar  of  Kieicr 
C<rfUt«,  Oxfonl.    Cr*mm  Bn>.     y.  &•/. 

[CUmimI  Tran^atKlrl^. 

L.  W.    Lrde.   M.A.      A  COMMERCIAL 
UliOGRAl'HVOKTHEllRITISH  EM- 
PIKE,     rkint  EtUthm.     CfvwmStv.     3t. 
[ConuDcrcial  Serin. 

HoQ.  Hn.  LTttelton.     WOMEN    AND 

THI-IR  WuRK.    Cn*tei.»ri».    m.  W. 

*  rbauKhUul,  in tetn tins,  practical.' — 

Gt*Tt/i<fK. 

'The  Urak  ii  full  if  MaBtl  precept  ((Even 
wiiS  «j-iTip»ihy  and  wit. ' — Piltt. 

i.  E.  B.  H-AU«a,  MA.  THE  FRINCIPI.KS 
Ot  ItLXJRKEEPING  ItV  UOUKI.F. 
ENTRY.    CfMMifiMi    M. 

[CoiaBCfwl  Series. 

r.  U&cCnnn.  JOHN  KNOX.  WUb  Pot- 
liuL.    C>VTv«  grv.     y.  td. 

A.  n.  UftckBT.  THE  CTIURCHMAN-S 
INiRUULCllON  TO  THE  OLD 
TEST.IUKNT.     t'rwt-tt  Sr-.     v  M. 

I  Church  man'*  Library. 
'The    book    ibroustinul     w     frank     and 
cowaceottk' — C/jtt^nr  Htmld. 

XAOXl*  JUCOIU,  M.A.  A  PRIUER  OF 
WORDSWORTH.    C^mpmBm.    w.  W. 


J  P.  M»ll*iry,  Uti.T).  A  HISTORV  OF 
THK  YaaVx  or  THE  PTOIEMIES, 
Fully  lltuilrAled.     Crvnmtv*.     &/. 

F.  W.  Mttltland.  LL.D..  Dowainic  ProfeMoi 
or  ihe  Lawi  of  England  in  ibe  Uiiiveruty  of 
Cambiids*.  CANON  LAW  IN  ENG- 
LAND.    Ssjmlirv.     71. 6rf, 

B.  E.  Mtldao,  M.A.  ENGLISH  Rt;- 
CUK1>S.    h  Campaninn  10  itie  Hiiiory  of 

THE  ENGLISH  CITirEN:  HIS  RIGHTS 

AND  L>Urit:.S.     Lrvtfn^w.     it.td. 

£  C.KlUrcIia]lt,M..V,  Fellow  of  Petcrhouir, 
Caoibtidfic,  and  AhtUtanl  Master  at  St.  l*iiQl't 
ScfaooL  A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 
Citmn  tew.    y.  td. 

E.  C.  Harcliuit,  >f-A.,  an<I  A.  M.  Oook, 

M.-V         P.^SS.MJE.'i      Ktik      U.NSEKN 
TKAS.$l,AT]t)N.     C/KwuStM.     v- (>■'. 

'  W«  Vnow^  HO  book  of  tbU  ctaM  better 
lilted  for  n»c  in  tbe  bisbei  lotmauf  tchoolk' 

—  CtMrdMlt. 

J.  K.  KlUT,  F.B.S.,  F«now  of  Si.  JrAn's 
CoIUk-«.  Cambridce.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Illu.lr»i«d. 
Crv«ni  Bp*.     6«. 

'  A  voltinve,  moderate  in  (lae  and  reaiUkte 
in  tiyte.  which  will  be  acccpfsMe  alil^e  )>:> 
the  tludent  ol  geolosy  and  geography,  aiui 
to  ttt*  t<iatitl.'—ji  titK^nm. 

A.  J.  M&Ha.    THOMAS  CRANMEK. 

With  Portrait.     I'rmi-n  Bi-i».     y.  M. 

[Lendrr>  of  RellEKtn- 

Owrn  MUIW-  THE  EVOLt'TION  OF 
PLANT  LIFE:  Vywtt  Fceni*.  Wtib 
llluabationa.    CnrmBTV-    M.id. 

(UiMverMty  Exiecuion  Series. 

0.  F.  G.  Kutsrmaii.  M.A     TENNYSON 

AIJ  A  RF.I.ICIOUS  TEACHER.    Crrwn 

'A  t^oushifnl  an]  peneiiaiinc  appeecia- 
lion,    fall    of  inrcrMi    and   mcgKMioii.' — 

Annie  KathewUL    So*  Mn.  Crmik. 

Bmma  8.  HbUowb.    A  short  .storv 

OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.    Cr^-m 
Stv.    y.  td. 

'A  Iticnl  and  well-airaneeJ  accoaal  of 
the'  crowlb  of  En^liLh  literature.' — fatt 
Ma/lGtieUe. 

L.  a  MUai,  F.R.S.    See  Gilbert  White. 

E.  B.  MlchBU.  THE  ART  AND  PR.\C 
TICK  OF  HAWKING.  With  j  Phnia. 
ffravuret  by  G.  E.  L.ot>cs,  an^  otbef 
intUtTatMcn.     Drn^  8t«     >of.  6a, 
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J.a.Hlllall.  THEUFF.ANDLETTERS 
or  &1R  JOHN  EVEKETT  MILLAIS. 
PTMdetii  of  lb*  Koyal  AcaiJemy.  Wiih  319 
llliuuatioiu,  of  which  9  are  PholoEimTure. 
•  tWr,    R^yml  8«tf.     •ot.  m#/. 

•'n)bf|4eadidwMV.--»VM. 

*  Of  nich  kWnbiAg  intcratt  is  it,  of  inch 
CoiDptMvnni  in  icc>p«  and  buuty.  StvcibI 
UibuU  noil  \x  paiil  10  ih«  ritraonJinary 
OMnpl«l«iM*A  of  ihe  illauraiionh'— Crq/iA(V. 

J.  a.  MUlM,  U.A.  A  HISTORY  OP 
KOMAN  EtiVPT.  KuUy  Illiulnicd. 
Crvwn      Btw.     fj. 

P.ChalinonMlt<:luU.Nt.A.  OUTLINES 
OF  lilOLOUY.  Iltuviraled.  Sntnd 
Editwm,     Cmna  Snw,    6f. 

A  text  •  booh  d«UK>Mi)  In  cover  the 
Kckidiile  l«ta«4  by  ib«  Roful  Col1«B«  o\ 
Pbruciant  and  Surf  «o(w. 

D.  X.  HolT.  MANSIEWAUCH.  Kdiwd 
by  T.  Y.  HuNunum.  P^t^tn.  Cfstk, 
u.  M.  met :  UMlMtr,  n.  id,  mtt. 

[  Little  Lihnay. 

H.  E.  Hoon.  HACK  TO  THE  IJVND: 
An  liHiairy  iiilu  the  cure  for  Kunil  Dcpupa- 
iMiion.     CrataH  Snr.     u.  fj. 

ISoci&l  QiH«to(u  ScTMi, 

W.  K.  MorflJl.  Ori«l  College,  Oiford.  A 
HISTOKV  OK  KUSSIA  FROM  FI-rrRK 

THE  t:BKAT  TO  ALEXANDER  II. 
Witli  Map^i  anil  Plant,  Cnnca  ^v».  7/.  M. 
ThU  hiaiMT,  it  Innnded  on  »  ttudy 
of  original  docWKCBIi,  and  iboosh  nccei- 
Mrily  brief.  U  the  moct  C0Bipf«lMft*ivt 
iMtrtalivo  ill  eminence.  CocuiJcrable  atten- 
tion h«i  iiecn  |iai<l  to  the  tcicial  iind  litcnuy 
(I«Tcln])mFni  of  th«  cauntrjri  and  )))•  rvceni 
ctcpanMon  of  Ruuia  in  A«i«. 

R.  J.  Moiitdl,  Idte  of  CUfton  Collcce. 
HERMAN  KXAMINATKJN  PAPERS 
IN  MlSCKLI^ANKOirs  CRAMMAR 
KSn  IDIOMS.  Fi/lK  Edition.  Crvm, 
Sti<.     >t.  6d. 

(School  ExaaiiiLition  Series. 

A  Kkv,  iuucd  U  Tuton  and  Prirals 
Studentt  onlrt  to  ^  h*(l  on  aptdieniion 
to  the  PublUher*.  Strand  £diti^m. 
CrvtpH  Vrv.     6».  n/f. 

HIM  Axul«T«oii  Uortoa.    Stc  Mtu  Urad> 

lick. 

B.  0.  a.  Molds.  D.D.  CHARLES 
SLUEON.  With  Portrait.  Cwe-  an>. 
31.  6^  ( L«adcT«  at  Religioo. 

M.  K.  P&ttliDn  Umr,  M..V  THE 
CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  Tb<  Ele- 
mentary Ptiaclplet  of  Chomittry.  lllni* 
Irvted.     C'rvaneSpp,    u.  M. 

[Univcrtiiy  Exlenuon  Seriet. 


T.A.Mlind«lU.M.A.    S«e  J.  T.  Dnan. 


W.  a  Heat    5e«ILH.  HaJL 

H-  W.    MfTlnMa.     LADVSMITH: 

X>iaiy  u^i  ^Met,-c.    With  16  ILItislration*  and 
a  Plan.    SeciHtd  F.di/iffm.     Crvtvm  Sew.    tu. 

James  Hortbiwte.  Ra.,  THE  caN\'ER. 
SAFIONS  OF.  AND  JAME.«:  WARD. 
Edited  by  En Nnr  ■''lktchkb.  Wiihnuny 
Porlnuta.    Dtmf  Bm.    lu.  ftd. 

'Mr.  FktcbeisbooV  will  ranfe  nnd  nnk 
with  H^itl'i.'— C;.*^ 

*  Ewy  r<ail«r ,  >riiii  any  ta^te  for  nn,  wiD 
And  iIm  Mole  Cdcrttouis.  ^}'arktkirt  PmU 

A.  H.Honray.Arthoror'Hij(hw«y»»»dPy- 
wjiviin  Devon  And  Cornwall'  NAPLKS : 
P.AST  AND  PRESENT.  With  40  lltiM- 
Iralion*  by  A.  G.  FucAM).    Ci»w  iMh    fet. 

Btandlsh  CGrady.  THE  STORY  Or 
IRELAND.     Cf^m%t*.     U.  &d. 

Mr>.OUpIuUt.  THOMAS  CHALMERS. 
With  Pudrait.     C'nMW*  8m^     }/.  6^ 

t  Lead  en  of  Kelicina. 

C.  W.  Oman.  M.A..  Fellow  of  All  SonU', 
Orfjrd.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART 
OF  WAR.  Vol.  It.:  The  MiddW  Age*, 
from  the  Fourth  la  the  Fuurteenili  Cmlary- 
lUnitraicd.     DimfStv.     sir. 

'The  whole  art  of  Wat  in  It*  hi  tiotk  evolu- 
tion liai  nerci  been  treated  od  lucb  an 
nnpin  and  oocnprebcaaivn  icaJn^  mmd  tm 
qneilicm  if  any  receni  caatribviiaB  to  fke 
«zaet  hlitMy  of  the  world  haa  |MMCw«d 
tnorr  einiarini;  vsjo*.'— £>«j7y  Ckromielf. 

Prtooe  Henri  of  Orleans.  FROM  TON* 
KINTOlM'tA.  TtamlaledbyMAMiav 
Bkxt,  M.A,  With  too  lltuslnUMna  nndn 
Map.    Cratrnt  tia,  {iJl  /«/.     ejt. 

R.  L.  OtUer,  M-A.,  late  Fellw  of  Mafdalen 
College,  Oion.,  and  Prindpa]  orf  Ptwrr 
Hiuvr.  THE  DOtTIRINE  OF  THE 
INCARNATION.  Sfe^nd  mtut  clt*^ 
Editiam.    Dtmjr  &r-i\    t  w.  id. 

1  Hjuulboolc*  of  Ttwolocr- 
'A  dear  and  remarkablr  fnll  accoonl  of 
ibt  main  cturwnis  of  tp«culUM<k  Scbolafty 
pNCision  .  .  .  nnwnB  lolcrmoon  .  .  . 
iiHenM  Interest  in  hli  wh)eci— «r«  Ml. 
Olllcy*  meriit.  '—Gmandlmm. 

LANCELOT  AMDREWKS.  With  PW> 
trail.    Crvwm  Stw.    yi.  U. 

(LtBden  of  Rctipao. 

J.  H.  Owrton.  MA.    JOHN  WKSLXY. 

Wrtb  PoTtrait.     irsraii  is^     y.  fid. 

ILnodmoriUUdan. 

U.   V.   Oxford,    of   Guy'i    HommuI. 
HANUUUOK.  OF   NUKSINgT    Cwwmm 
St«     ii.  lid. 

'  The  moat  luefiil  week  of  iba  \uad  thu 
wc  hare  teen.  A  noai  nlubU  nod  pcAC- 
Ikal  niainud.'— ^«Mr4«rf(r  r 
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W.   a  C.  PakM.      THE    SCIENCE   OF 

HYGIKNE.  WiiK niUDeioiu  llluumiotu. 
litmf  Sr^     15A 

'A  iboTauKhKoinx  wotViOf  lejrt-lwA  of 
iu  iuL'j«:l.   pnclicjil  juid   «r«U-»toclie<i.*— 

Prof.  Lten  Paxmentier  and  V.  Bidn. 

KVAUKIUS.  tditea  U-.  Dtiny  Im. 
loj.  6^.  ntt.  1  BymniiiK  Tcjiu. 

B.  V.  PftuL    S«c  I^uftnec  Sietne. 

E  H.  Pe*roe,  MA.  THE  ANNALS  OT 
CHRISrS    HUSPITAL.       Wild    Bwar 

'A    wdl-wnllcn,  copious,   aitlbcniic  US' 
Kax^.'—Timu. 

S-  Z.  PmI7,  GnM  McdAHiti  of  (h«  Rcnl 
G<t«rivphK»I  Sotiely.  NORTHWARD 
OVER  THEGKflAT  ICE.  WiihoytrBoo 
llluitralionv  a  iv/i.  Kej^lttvo,  -yiLmtU 
'Hii  brwk  will  mVc  tl»  pTtnftnOBff  the 
pdnMneai  liUfaiure  of  Arctic  «Jip)otu>oa.' 
—  Timti, 

Sldnay  Peel,  tue  Fellow  oT  Triniir  Collect, 
Oifiitil,  fcoiJ  SeCTCWry  IQ  th«  R«nil  Cora- 
miuionan  lk«  LJcenMiut  Law*.  PRACTl* 
CAL  I-ICKNSISG  REFORM.  StWfU 
tldilicn.     C'rvR-M  Scwi     it.  6^ 

n.  PerasltiL    SF.i.r.cTiONS  from 

WILLIAM  BI..\KR.     /■#//  a«v.     C/*f*, 

[Liitlg  Libnnr. 

J.  P.  Pttin,  D-D.  THE  OLD  TIvSTA- 
MICNT  AND  THK  NKW  KI:hOI-\R. 
SKIP.     {.'rvWM  ivv.     ti. 

t  Clutch  rnan't  Librarr. 
'Y.vetj  page  icrcalt  »idc  fc«kluiiE,  ujed 
wttli  aouM  Mid  Klioluly  JudgDMDi. 

— il*mJkttUr  Gm»rJi»n. 

W.  BtPUnden!  Prtrte.n  C.T~,  l.I_n,.  T^o- 
fevtot  of  l-'.;»j'Wlo«)f  M  Vnivcniiy  CoIUe'- 
A   HISIUkV   OF    EGYPT,   rnon    tmb 

tUaUKXT  TlUU  TO  Tim  PXKSKNT  DaV. 
Fully  lll«wlriilecL  /a  iiJi  tvlumti.  Crvm 
aiM.     6r.  MfA. 

'  A hiilory  wrilwn  in  ihe iptrit  of  icteatific 

Kiciiioil  to   worlbily  irprvMnteJ   by    Dr. 
Iiic  uid  liii  Khool  cannot  bin  prQfiiate 

>oar<j   ■[)<!  accurate   itudy,   and   upply  a 

vacant  plkCv  ia  tbc   Eagliib   Ittuatdra   of 

EtTptoUwr-'—  7'iiM'f. 
Vii[.  I.      Pbbhistouc    Tiun    to    XVIth 

DvxASTV.     fttirtk  F.dititm. 
V01.lL    Tmk  XVHtk   «m>  XVIIItk  Dv- 

NA!inB&.    TAiVrf  i:,iiiin. 
Vol.  IV.    Tmb   Eovrr  or  iitK  Ptolkmiiu. 

J.  P.  MAHArrv,LilLD. 
Vouv.    RoMAM  EcYpr.   J.  Ch  MiLXR,  M.A. 
Vuu  VL      Ejcrvr    m   thh    Mibbi.K   Aci^. 

Stamlbt  Lamb-Poo«x,  H.A. 


RELIGION  AND  CONSCIENCE  IN 
ANCIENT  EGVPT.  Fully  lUuurated- 
Cn»fp>  Sni.     Bf .  tJ. 

SYRIA  AND  F.GVPT,  FROM  THBTELL 
KL  AMARNA  TABLETS.  Crvuna  hw. 
M.fxi. 

EGYPTIAN  TALES.  HlwlTaled  brTw"- 
MAM  Kllik.   /h  Tvo  \'*iMmtt.  CrVNnvSM. 

EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVK  ART.  Wiih 
lao  lllualntionft.    Cmnt  Biv.     jj.  6^- 

*  In  thcM  laclwaa  ha  dbplay*  f  at*  iltill 
in  cloi^irlAiinK  ibe  derelopmtnl  of  dacota- 
lire  art  in  Etypl.'— Ti"*!. 

Philip  picnaiT.    with  stevn  and 

])KWKT.    S$umd  Ediim:    CtvwaSiv. 

A  rarrstlvB  of  ihe  adi'cntnres  of  k  Bucr 
IdcgiBtihUl  of  Ibe  Orange  Free  Siaia 
dnnrig  tlM  wu. 

PUDtua.  THF.  CAPTIVl.  Eait«*J.  with 
an  fnirodDCiion.  Ttaiual  Nates,  and  aCimH' 
nMntan'i  W  W,  M,  t.iMii%*,  Felluw  <i( 
j**a«  College,  Oxford.  Dtmy  In*.  lOr.  Srf, 
lar/. 

Fof  ibia  edition  all  tha  iinpoitani  M"' 
have  bteo  rc-cullaied.  An  appraJia  d>a)« 
with  lh«  acccnlual  •le'fKnt  tn  m\f  Latin 
vene.    Tha  Conaianlair  ii  very  full. 

'A  wnricaf  cnat  ituditioo  and  fine  Khol^r- 
ibtp.  '—SeMtma  m, 

THK  CAPTIVL    Atrapttd  for  I^ww  foniK. 

by  1.  H.  rar:K««.  M.A..  lat*  Fellow  ofSt. 

John'*,  Camlj(i<i(<.     u.  iJ. 
J.   T.   Plowdtn-Vardl&w.   It.  A..   Kinc'* 

CoJItcB.  CAmUiilKt  KXASIINATU'N 
J'AI'KKS  IN  KNr.l.fl  HtSTOKV. 
C^mnM  ftrw,     i  <.  bf  . 

[School  EMtiinai^  ScKea, 

M.  C.  Pottw.  M.A  .  F  I-S.  A  TFXT. 
lilKiKUt  AGRlCL'I.TURALIIOTAN\. 
IDtinrBleil.  iiu/  AViVitfu.  C»*wa  9iv, 
41.  &/.  [UnirerMty  Exienaion  Sctiea. 

L.  L  PrtO*.  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Otlrl  Cill«|te, 
Oxen.  A  HISTORY  or  ENGLISH 
I-Ol.lTICAL  ECONOMY.  TkirJ 
/■MiitieH.         Cnxi'M  8m.     »/.  (Ml 

|lTniv«r«ity  Kaiatnlon  Seriet. 

-Q."  THE  GOLDEN  POMP.  A  Proe«. 
aion  ofEtuEliUi  Lyrici.  Atnnged  b}-  A.  T. 
QviLLm  OmciL  Cr9mm%v4.  BtiAratH, 
St. 

B.  B.  BaOkbUO,  M.A.  THE  ACTS  OF 
THS  APOSTLES.  Wiib  IniradiwlioM 
kw)  Notes.    /Vav  8e«-    >»■  ^d. 

[ConuMSiariat  on  (h<  R.V. 

'AreaDybelpfutbDok.    BoOiinirodiictlon 

Mid  ooauMnUry  sra  marked  by  coauiwa 

aenac  and  adaqnsta  Ium  wM|[«.  '— owflfufriM, 
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Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


B.  W.  Randolph.  D.D.,  PnndwU  rf  lt»« 
Theolocivsl  Collcrc.  Kly.  THK  PSALMS 
OP  DAVID.  With  an  Initotluciion  Ktd 
Now*.  P^tt  Am  ClMk,  M. :  leather. 
M.  id.  Met.  (UbiuT  ofDevocioa. 

A  dcratioaal  ami  practical  cdilioo  of  th« 
PnT«r  Book  vm ijon  o(  i]i«  PmIrh. 

HuUnSi  Hashdall.  M.  A. ,  rctlow  and  Tuinr 
of  New  C.>ntiie,  OxforJ.  DOCTRINE 
AM>l>t-:vt:LOPMi::NT.  C'twMkv.  6f. 

W.  KeEUa,  H.A.  UNTVKRSITV  AND 
SOCIAL  SKTTI.KMF.NTS.  Cuni-m  «»■«. 
M.  <^.  [SocUI  ijuc*iian»  Scries 

CbATlea  UchardBoa.  THF.  EMGLtSll 
TUKF.  With  niimeiotis  lUmnalioin  and 
PIsM.    Pfmy  9tv,     15/. 

'  rroiaiuxeatiMcmtroduciEon  10 ill  rtrr 
ca«i|i4i«  UmWx.  Ihit  ti  about  tka  betl  boot 
that  we  are  likely  for  sorib  Itpie  to  mo 
upon  the  tuhJMt  iriili  wkieh  it  dealt.'— 
AtHemrim. 

H.K-BOlwrU.    S«*CCChaao«. 

JL  BotwrtaoOL  D.D.,  Piincipat  of  Kine't 
Collete.  Unrlon.  RF.nNUMnKI.  Tht 
lUnploa  Lcciiuti  of  iqoi.  Pvib/  Zt^. 
tat,  baL  «f/. 

'  A  nMabla  volume.  lu  cturf  valu*  anil 
initrcii:  ii  in  in  hutonc  lreaiin«Bt  of  ii* 
(real  ihem*.'— /li«*Vr  A'#t«./. 

'  It  itallogelhci  a  tulid  piece  ofwotli  and 
a  valutble  ootittitiaiion  to  tHe  bUlovf  of 
Cbtwtifto  tboiuilil.'—.^fi'/l  Willi. 

Blra.8.ROb0rtMll,K.C.S.I.   CHITKAI.: 

The  Story  of  a  Minor  Si«<er.  With  rmnwr- 
OMi  ll1uitratH>a>.  Map  uni  TUn*.  Sec^m/f 
Mdilien,    DtHtf  ikw.    lo*.  M, 

*A  book  «kkh  tha  Kltiakethvu  would 
have  itioDjcbt  woaderliil.  Mora  ihrillinK, 
mofe  etquini,  and  siore  kuiaaD  ihao  any 
aorti'—A'fv>t*ttU  Ckrwnie/e. 

J.  W.  HotartsOB-Scott.    THE  PEOPLE 

OF  CHINA.  With  a  Ha[j.  Crwam  6tv, 
J*.  *V. 

A.W.RoWlllon,  M.A.  THE  EPISTLE  TO 
IIIU.  UAL.\riANS.  Kxplaintd.  /■•(*/. 
Uv.     !«.  id.  mtl.  [Chiinchmnn't  BIhte. 

*Tlic  matt  airnKtlrc,  miuIMc,  and  in- 
tlrocl]<r«  lUBual  for  people  at  larce,  wbicb 
»B  liBTe  cvei  x«cn.' — CkmnA  Omaeltt. 

CocUlaRobinaon.    THE  MINISTRY  OP 

DEACONESSK3.  Wtib  an  lotrodoctioft 
by  tbe  Lord  Biabop  of  Wincheucr.  Cr#(xt 
Srw.    31.  W. 

0.  ROdweH,  ll,A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
t.IlELIi:.  A  CourM  for  R<f:innerk  With 
a  lYelacc  by  Waltbe  Lock.  D.D.,  Waiden 
of  Kible  CoIIbks.     ftaf.  9m.     3#.  U. 


Edward  BOJM.  THE  ROSE  READER. 
Wild  numenMV  Illoalraliqna.     Crynw  h«. 

6d.  t^h  ;  Fart  Iff.  U.  ;  Ptt^  !%'.  ,od. 

A  reaila'  on  ■  new  and  oricituJ  plan. 

The  diitittctivaft:atur«of  ibis  lKMkuib> 
•Mire  avDidanca  of  uregalarl  v«pelt  warl> 
until  ibe  puptt  hat  Uioraucblir  nsaUMd 
the  principle  of  r«ad[ft(,  and  IcgnneA  iia 
cnjoynicnL  Tbc  rcadiof  ofconiMGtwlMii- 
tcnco  beeint  fron  th«  firit  paft,  befot*  tW 
emiiealpnabet  is  introduced. 

S.  Dealson  Rou.  M.A.     s«e  w.  BKklord, 

A.  W    KoifilAe,  and  F.  H.  Skiiaa. 

A.  E   Rnbla,   M.A..   Head    Mauer  of  the 

Ko^l  Nnval  School.  Kltham.  THE  GOS. 
PEl.  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MARK. 
EdUed  by.  With  tHrte  ^lap«.  Crvmm  Im 
M.  6d.       IMeihuGn'i  Junior  Schoat  Baolu. 

w.  Clatk  KoiMlL    THE  Lire  or 

ADMIRAL  LORD  COIi-lNCWOOD. 
WiihllliutTMionibrF.BMANGWVK.  f-'amrtA 
£Mti«n.     Crywi  B«>^    At. 

*  A  book  wKich  w«  •houhl  like  ta  tee  tn 
lh«  kandt  of  tvery  boy  in  th«  aMtotry.'—  ' 
St.  jAmiii  C^xeltt. 

Viaeonnt  BL  Crnt.  THE  LIFE  OF 
FKANCdIS  iiE  FENELON.  lllitt- 
trated.      Dtitf  Scm     toi.  6d. 

'A  work  oTIiiali  biitoHcal  and  livdy  in- 
tet«L'— IT*//***. 

'A  riicitinioultnsUreof  a  tsoAintHvM- 
ins  pcnunancc. ' — Seein^a  m, 

'We  lure  in  Uii*  admitabl*  vnlmneaiiMM 
raltiahle  actdiiioa  10  owr  Uiuricftl  pannii 
Callery.'— n«f/r  A'npr. 

at  Franeli  d*  8«l«i.    ON*  the  Ij0\'e 

OF  liOI).  KdJieJ  by  W.  J.  Kfoi-Lrm*. 
M.A.  Palt  Brv.  C/eiA.  75.:  fester, 
:i  6.1  ml.  I  Library  of  Diiotion. 

J.8arMaunt,M,A.  ANNALSOr WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL.  Witk  iramrm 
HIiutratioBi.    Oimj  liv.    y«,  M, 

a  Batbaa.  THE  HISTORY  OP 
PSELLUS.    AnvAm    ty.met. 

(ByEUitimTcRl. 

B.O.B«M«r.  r.R.S.  DRAGONSOPTHB 
AIR.  wtib  many  IHuUratimL  CrvB« 
Stv.    Sr. 

A  popular  iiiitory  c-f  tlt«  moit  retnarkablr 
AyiaK  aniBiaU  vbtdicTtx-  li*cd>  Tbdr  rvla- 
■iont  to  Faainna1«.  btnJh  and  rvpdlcs.  liviBf 
and  eitiiiKt,  are  iMwn  by  an  oagmu  Hriw 
of  ill  uMrsiKMU.  IIm  •cattered  veMdM  fte- 
•ervcd  in  Europe  and  the  Vniiod  SiaiM  u«« 
been  i>a(  together  accuniuly  to  iltew  Um 
varied  form*  of  tbe  aninuli.  Tlie  hmtk  b  ft 
naninl  httloiy  vt  Ibac  eaiinct  anioiilt 
wUdi  inr  by  neaoa  of  ■  (bigle  4fl|w, 


General  Literature 


23 


V.  p.  fi*lU,  M.A.  THE  KtECHANICS 
OF  DAILV  LIKE.  Illuiiraitd.  Ctvam 
■ill.     >j.  tJ.    tUnirenoty  Kxlciuiun  !^erick 

Edmund  BeloQv.     TOMMY    smiths 

ANIMALS.    lUuitiMcd  br  G.  W.  0%d. 

A  t)iuutit,  r*KinatinK  tittle  book :  a  nni' 
Mry  i:li.s.iK.'^A  fhtnavm. 

WUUun  lti&kMpur«. 

THL  ARDEN  ICDITION. 


'  Na  mlitJon  of  ShokeipCAM  k  lilcdjr  to 
prate  roore  •liracii-re 


akMOMM 

JIM  wbfadory  than 
thiionc  Ii  ikbeftuiirttUypnotsd  aod  paged 
and  tmndwmcly  aod  liiDnjy  UNiod.'— 

St. /atKfii  C»tttt. 

Dtmf  Spa.  ji.  U^  aocA  ewtenM.  Gencril 
Editor.  W.  J.  CxAic.  An  Edition  of 
SliaknpcuGiii  tingk  PUyt.  lulitoJwiiti 
a  full  Introdnctiai,  Tuuul  Muto,  and 
a  CnmaMRiafy  at  the  foot  of  ilie  pnc^  The 
dm  volomci  are  :— 

HAMLET.  Edited  bf  Kowahu  Dowobn. 
Liw.D. 

ROUKO  AND  JULIKT.  Edited  by 
Etiw««t»  UownBM,  UtI.t). 

KING  LEAR.     Ediiedby  W.  J.  Ckair. 

JULIUS  CAESAR.  Edited  by  ftL  Mac- 
MIIXAK,  M.A. 

THB   TEMPEST.       E<Uud   by  Uoktom 

l.UtK. 

A  Bbarpt  VICTORIAN  POETS.  C-w» 
8tv.    3j.  &/.    [Uaivtniiy  Kxlcntioa  Scries. 

J.  1.  81l«dlack.  THK  I'lANOKUKTK 
SONATA:  lu  Origiii  nnd  DevclopmiDt. 
Omnm  tn*.    %t, 

*11ii(  wcfk  iboitld  b«  in  tb«  poMoalan  of 
Avtry  (Biulctaa  and  aaiatcur.  A  concite 
•lid  lucid  hitlory  aad  a  very  valuable  urark 
for  rcfereiKC.'— yffAMirwM. 

Arthur  «hKTr«U.  -M.A.    like  IN  west 

LONUUN.  Ikird  Kditivn.  t^firuit  St*. 
>/.  td.  [Social  QueaiMHis  Serial. 

F  &.  Bkrla«  ud  E.  D:  B«ml  THE 
HEART  OF  ASIA.  With  Ma|M  aiul 
muiy  ILInatnitofu  by  VRuisTCitAciK. 
/jU(«  Cnmni  Im,    *at.td.»tt. 

'  Tbit  rahima  will  farm  n  laadHiarit  Id  out 
knowledfe  of  C«oiraI  Asia. . . .  lUiuuiaat- 
iag  and  convfatdDc- '—  Timtx. 

Evut  Bman,  h.a.    the  earth.    Ah 

liUTodaciioa  to  PhTriofuiiiliy.     IlhiiUMcd. 
lUnivMniiy  ExtaMJon  Sarin. 


ITOWSU  C.  SmiUL  Fellow  of  New  Collece, 
O^ror.!.  SELECTIONS  FROM 
WORDSWORTH,  fotl  tv*.  CUtk, 
If.  &■£  nrf;  U*tMfr,  at,  bJ.  nti- 

(Liille  Library. 

BopJioclM.     electra   and   ajax. 

IrAiiibicJ  by  E.  D.  A.  Moa*HEAi>,  bLA., 
Auiiuat  MaiUct  at  Winchester.     «j.  M, 

[Clawtral  Tranilaiinn^ 

B.  SonUieT.  ENGLISH  SEAMEN 
(Howj>ta.  Clifford.  Ilawkiai.  Drake,  Cavcg- 
di.<^hV  Edited,  with  an  Inuuduction,  by 
DAvni  Hassay.  Sttamd EJitt^n.  Crmrm 
8»w.  ta. 
'A  btave,  iiupuitinc  book.' — Blmtk  mnJ 

a  EL  Sm&M,  M. a.  ,  Oifton  Col  lege.  H I S- 
TOkV  and  C.EOGRAl'HV  EXAM. 
INATION  PAPERS.  SutrnJ  £Jiti»m. 
CnmM  Sm^    m.  id. 

(School  Eaamination  Scriu. 

W.  A  Bpooner,  ma.,  Ff:llo>orNewColl<^s«, 

0»fi.(.1  tUMlOP  BUTLER.  With  l\>t 
trail.     L'rmvn  tx-o.     31.  btl. 

I  Leaden  of  Retifioii. 

J.  v.  Stanblldte,  B.U.,  Rector  of  Kainion, 
Canon  of  Vorkt  atKl  tom«tiitM  Fellow  of  S  t. 
J-kn'*  Collcce,  Osford.  A  BOOK  OF 
IJKVOTIONS.  /•#//  «w.  CMk.  at  ; 
itmiker,  ai.  M.  nft.  lUbtary  of  Dcvotiua. 
*  It  U  prohaUy  ihe  bat  hook  of  tu  kind. 
It  dctenrci  bifh  conacodtnon.'— CAwfA 

S«c  at*o  Cardltut  Bone. 

'StanoUffs.'  GOLFDO-S  AND  DONrS, 
/V«/.  &«.     It. 

A  K.  BL  Stadmui,  M.A. 

INITIA  LATINA:  F^kiy  I.(4«on«  on  E]e. 
meniary  Acddccce,  J^i/li  EJiliim.  Fcaf. 
Biw.    u. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  SUtkKdiliom. 
CrvHim  Btv.     >r. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Note* 
adapl*d  10  (he  Shurtci  Latin  PrinMt  aiiil 
Vocatiulaty.  SittA  EMU«it  rtvittd.  il«w. 
ti.  6^. 

EASV  SELECTIONS  fROM  C«SAR. 
PariL  Tb«  Hclwiiaa  Wat.  Savmd  £di' 
iiom.     ilinr.     11. 

EASV  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVV.  P»rl  1. 
Th«  KtnK*  of  Rome,  ilw(#.  Stt^mJ £iii- 
tMH.      II.  Ut. 

EASV  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
T«ANSU\TION.  Hitkih  Bditia». 
P(*f.  hvf.     u.  6rf. 

EXEMPLA    LATIN.A.      Fir«l    Uaooi   in 

Ltttin  Acddcncc.  With  Vocabdbuy.  Crvmn 

%V9.      it. 
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ICessKs.  MrTHOEir^  Cataloguc 


STSTTAX  or  THB  tBOtCTWM.  A!(D 
■CVXSXO  LATUr  nUMOL  «U 
-|     ■    •    J    £v*<**^C^4^'A'>^ 

yiwlL    Ot^AMfCABiM.    mid. 
THZ  UTIX  OOWOOXD  SDfTOICX: 


Cm  ■  till    M-U  «i*r« 
MOTUnu   qOAISUUC: 


■Cm*.   /?»■■  H  K*Mim   A^k*.  m.«£ 
UmC  TOCABVtJUUCS  FQII  WETTTU 

A  TOCABVUUIT  OT  LAXm  IIMOICS. 
■•Mb    Trnw^KiMm.    ta. 

STCrS  TO  CRCSK.  1mm/  £Ce*M,  <rf 
wimd.    thML    u. 

A  SBOKTKft  GKEEK.  nJUEft.    Cf«a« 

EASY  GULEK.  EXEJtCISES.  Br  C  a 
■vmac,  E.A.    Ci  ■  ■■  I**,    x. 

FJiSV  CRKT.K  P.VSS.iGeS  FOR  UVSEEN 

CREEK,  VOCABULABUS  FOB  RXPSTl- 
TIOS*.  Arucc4  arrnHhn  to  Satiaa* 
TkhdEMtUm.    rkmf^^m,    uM 

CRteC  TCSTAUEXT  SELECTIONS. 
For  tWwc  of  School*.  Wkh  lairodMbm, 
J(«ta,  BBd  VoobsUfy.    Third  Edyi^ 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Fiflk  EdUitm. 
lIXA     U. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSOKS.  /•(/>»  £di- 
iiaw,  rrrittd.     Crwa  Bew.     ti. 

EA5V  FRKSCH  P.CSSACES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN  TRANSlj^TION.  Ft^rtk  ^;. 
lim,  nWwaC    Am/.  8m>.     u.  6J. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELf- 
MENTARV  SYNTAX.  With  Vacab«l»rr. 
SttMdSditUm.    Crvwitnu    M.U.    Kcv. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION  :  Arnnsol  accanSnc  to  Sali- 
Jocn.     TfaM  EMtimt.    Ft*^  Btv.    ». 

FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IV 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.  XUvrmlk  Xditi^m.  Cm-mtrv. 
M.  ^  [Scbool  EumiiMtion  SciicL 

A  £>r,  icsaeil  to  Tut^n  kod  Printc 
Sivdenll  omiy.  la  be  kkd  on  Koplkatioa 
to  tlM  PoUUiMw  F(/tA  Edilim. 
Cttmn%p».    6*.  mtU 


TKOt  FAFEIOL  Fw^tA  ro  ■    f^— 

I         ?•■•«■ 

CRZZCEXAMnCATlOir  PJUPSmS  IN 


LATtn  CXAMUSATVyt  PAPCSS  IN 
Hnj^iAKSOOS  GRAMMAS  AND 
IDtOKL  SimmmBk  ^^itr^^  Cm 

■•  ■Hott  MMl,  MJL.  F-CS.  THE 
WORU)  OF^SaENCK.  •  ■  ^^ 
rh»ini|.  Hm.  L^^«a^  M-— 1^ 

PHYSICS   vxAummas    rAPOs. 

ISdtodg   iil.iir   iSafai. 
a  MskaMX  «fiW  Taekefeal  CiBw  . 

=:=  .TTrr-^fc,  .^f*^.PjmAM  ElfTAL 
DESICN  FOR  WOVEX  FABMCS. 
ApV*"^    Sts^md £dUi*m.     js.  6£ 

1.  tlaphaBMa.  mjl    the   chief 

TRirrHSOF  THE  CHUSnAN 
FAITH.    r^NMSM.    u-Sd. 

AMMMaipttofffiFMBtmclcw  "^  yiiyki 
fans  the  MAin  tr«>h«  of  ifa«  Fjutk.    Tlx 

Charc^    fat    MJBCTiMl    fmrtmiU    aad    far 

iMOmm  nMB*.  A  SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY.  £dk«l  by  H.  W.  p«n. 
/Wf  flt-a.  CAM,  la.  UL  m^r;  Intif 
^6d  met.  lUttU  Uhnrf. 

W.  Btorry.  MA.  ANNALS  OF  ETON 
COLL>-G£.  n'lb  ttuMcrou  IllMtnttet. 
Oti^  hw    fM.  id. 

X.  L.  StVmaOB.  THE  LFTTF.RS  OF 
ROBERT  I-OriS  STEVENSON  TO 
ins  FAilirv  AND  FRIF.NDS. 
rJiHtJ  awl  Edited.  «tia  Nutca and  latiw- 
dnclkaM.   br  .Stuimv  Co-vv.    Sijtik  tmi 

LiBiun  Emtkiw.  iJvwjifaw.  aiw&.  s)«.w«, 

'  lircoaiUaii  lbdrcaciMss,tbclr  ^vklt. 
iknr  ammalion  .  .  .  ef  ixUMrdaoafr 
fucmatkML  A  ritllghiAil  iobwit^K^  tfcr 
uneat  ncoH  of  a  "richly  rwwpouMlKl 
tfiiril"  thM  lh«  liMntora  of  ov  tiaw  ^w 
ppMCTTtd. '—  rMarr. 
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VAILIMA  LETTERS.  Wih  *n  Zlebri 
Ptxirsit    by   Williak    Stkavo.       TUrJ 

THK  LIFE  OrK.  L.STt:V£NSON.  S«« 
G.  fUirour. 

E.  D.  Btose,  M.A..  Uc«  Aniiunt  Mkstrr  at 
Kicfl.  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE 
OUVSSEV.    A(fl/.  Gw.    w.  W. 

Ctuu-l«t  Stractier.    i><!c  CUiterficld 

A.  W.  Streane,  D.D.   ecclesiastes. 

[Cborcltiiuui't  Bibk. 
'Sctiolu'lv,  ■uMcttive,  BJid  pstiicuLaily 
iautciting.  —St^ktMsm. 

Gl«m«Dt  E.  StrettOO.  A  KJSTORV  OF 
IHK  MIIH.ANU  KAII.VVAY.  With 
nurncr.iiid  Illutmiiont.    I'lmjrivj.    xtM.bJ. 

H.  Btroad,  D.  Sc. ,  M.  A. .  Proftuo*  of  Phniis 
\a  ike  Duitum  CoUeve  of  Sci«nce,  New 
c*Ml«-oii-X)m«.  PRACTICAL  PHVSILS. 
Fulty  lUiumued.    CrwoBM.   3(-6>/- 

ITcnbogks  of  Tcchnologf. 

F.  Saddardi.    S«c  C.  SicplneoioB. 

JonHhan  Swift.  THF.  JOURNAL  TO 
SIKI.I.V      Ediied    by   U    \.    AtrKKN. 

IMethiMa'*  Standaid  Library. 

J.  E.  SimM.  ^LA.  THE  t  R  F.  N  C  II 
REVOLUTION,     fmnn.  »iw.     a».  6./. 

(Unircnity  Extcouoa  Scries. 

Tudtos,  AORICOLA.  Wiih  iMroduaion, 
Note.,  M«p.  f(c  Hy  R.  F.  nAvw,  M.A., 
Utc .\«titutni  Muter  a  Wcyiootitti  CoUete. 
Crvirn  Bt*.     U. 

r.F.RMANIA.     By  tb«  uai«  EaiUr.    Crvww 

ACRICOLAANDCERMANIA.  TwuUted 
Iry  R.  B.  TowNSKiMD.  Ute  SchoUt  «r 
Tricily  Cullcgc,  C»mU><If«:.  Crrwm  Brc. 
It.  6d.  tClmnail  Trmiulatioiu. 

J.TUlltr.  THE  INNER  WAV.  B»i«.K 
TluiiyiU  Scimofti  fu*  FewivaU  br  Joiif" 
Taulkm.  Ediuxl,  wiUi  an  Iuuodw.'tk>u. 
KyA.  W.  Hui-niN.M.A.  ftlltnr.  CUlk, 
at. ;  ItalMrr.  a*.  6J.  net. 

[  LEImrr  of  Devoi  KM. 

E.  L  Twinton.  a  HISTORV  OF  THE 
JESUITS  IN  ENGLANU.  With  lllu«- 
irstiom^    Demy  Srv^     »<•  mti. 

*A  hiitory  of  pcmwiicm  nhic,  wbjch 
COvtrt  frmtod  never  pn^pcrly  isv««tisal<d 
befor*,  umI  u  rcpicte  with  (be  ruuTis  oF 
orici)»1  tracBrch.  A  mod  interciitnc  "od 
uieful  boot.' — Littrmturt, 

F.  a  Taylor,  M.A.  COMMERCIAL 
ARITHMETIC.  ITiird  E^lituit.  Cntt-n 
Siwu    M.  Ml  {CoamctcUl  Setic*. 


T.  H.  Tavlor,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oonvirie  knd 
Cklue  Ctdlrev.  CsmbridKr.  A  CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AND  POLITICAL  HIS. 
XORV  OF  ROME.  CmcMeM.  it.*J. 
*  W«  ruUjr  racoCDiu  tin  talu«  oT  thu 
carefully  written  work,  ukI admire Bp«cial!y 
ihe  bimcuaiKitoliricnrofbiilijdeincitlBnd 
the  human  ]nt«r««  wiib  «hkh  ha  h**  In- 
t{iii<d  a  hubjMt  whirh  In  lome  bandc  b«* 
CDincaa  mete  Krics  erf  cold  alMtractionj.  It 
it  a  work  l)iat  will  1-<  «iimuli.tui|:  to  the 
Kludcnt  uT  Ructon  btitory.' — Athfurmm. 

Al&ed,  Lord  TencTKa  the  EaRLV 
I'OEMS  OK.  Eiliict,  with  NoCMa»>l;ui 
IniToductian,  by  J.  L*KLi>rON  COu.lI>^, 
M.A.     CrvtcM  Fi4.     (a. 

(Meibuen'sStandird  Llbnir)-- 

AI«o  will)  to  MtiuirktiwM  in  Pliotusrarnre 
ly  W.  E-  F.  H«(TT««.    OttKj  Srw.    io#.  W. 

An  elaborate  edition  of  Itic  celolvaled 
volume  wbkb  wai  pul-U*b(d  in  ll>  final  and 
daliriittva  (iuria  in  iSjj.  Ttiix  cditiaa  con- 
Uinsa lone  Introductim and  cupiuut  Ntitca, 
leiiu^  aod  cTpIinaiary.  It  alio  conlaiai 
la  an  Appeoduc  all  the  Pocma  which  Tcnny 
ton  af ut  wardi  omitted. 

MAUD.  Ediied  by  EnrABETii  Woaos- 
woiTTK.  Psft  %»».  Ctik,  \t.  td.  ttei i 
IflXtr,  u.  tat,  mtl.  (Little  library. 

IN  MEMORIAM.  Cdked.  •'lib  an  Intro- 
duL-tion  and  Nolcf,  by  tl.  C.  Bckhisg, 
M.A.  P»/t  Uv.  CMA,  u.  bJ.  ml; 
ttaiAtr,  u.  6J.  nti.  [Liilla  Library. 

THE  F.ARI.V  POEM.S  OF.  Wiled  by  J. 
C.  CoiLiS!i,M.A.  PfttStv.  CUii, tt,6i/. 
mtt;  ft*riir;  xi.  iJ.  met.       [LUile  Library. 

THE  PRINCESS.      Ediied  by  P.lizabktk 

WOUIMWUHTII.       Pelt     gtV.        LWh,     II.     M. 

ntl;  Jialkrr,  at.  tJ.  net.      ILiule  Librar)-. 

Alice  Terton  l.ir.HTS  AND  SHADOWS 
IN  A  HOSPITAL    CT,rwm9iM.    jr.  6/. 

W.  H.  TUcktniy.   VANITY  FAIR. 

WitbaDlnUwlubliDiibyS.  Uw*.-***.  Tkrrr 
y»lumei.  Pftt  B(V.  £mcKT*iMmu,cJ«tk, 
u.  6J.  net :  Uetlhtr,  •«.  ^  uet. 

[Little  Lihrftry. 
PENDENNIS,       Edited    by    5.     Gwvv-<. 
TAre*  VtituHtt.    t'tlliwo.    MatXveimme, 
tiifth,  ]/.  tid.  net;  UMker,  ii.  M.  mtL 

(Liitle  Library. 
?.  W.  TlUOtald.  M.A.     INSECT  LIFE. 
JJlUMrucd.     Cre^bn  iv*.     •/.  6dl 

[Unlvenity  Eiieulao  Serica. 

A  H.  Tliompton.    CAMHRIDCE  AND 

ITS  COLLEGF.S.  I1Iunrj.i«a  by  E.  H. 
Ni:w.  Pail  Civ.  CVoM,  ii.  ;  le*lkir, 
ji.  tiJ.  uet.  [liitleOuidct. 

'It  ia  brifhtly  wrIiKn  and  teamed,  aad 
ii  joat  auch  ft  book  ai  a  cnltuted  viiitot 
weedi.' — Se^Utmum, 
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DAHTS  STUDIES  AND  Rr.SKAKCHES. 
THK   LIFE   Of   DAVTE    AUCHIERI. 

Wtib     It     lUnltmioiM.       Strand   Kdititn, 

mti.  {I.iitle  Biocnpblu, 

Bcrbert  Traicb.    DRIRDRE  H-ED:  wd 

PbUlp  TrWTOr  (Duil      THK   IJCHTKR 
Sinn  Of  CRICKKT.    Cnrai^Srv.     6*. 
'  A  wboUr  tDMfttlafBf  book.'— {;/«uv«* 

*Tka  molt  vckoMa  book  on  our  rutloiul 
Esme  publithMi  Tor  yean.'— rvi>iiii>  CfmiU- 

Wd*. 

a.  Z.  TmtbMk.    WESTUINSTKR 

AIIKF.V.     llluMnud  bv  K  D.  BKorn»u. 

/*#//  8m.      tV«/4,  }(. ;   it^tktr.  yt.  6d.  mfi. 

(Littk  Guidci. 

A    d«tifMrul    niitUtufc  hutd-book.'— 

Cimtgmv  ihr^d. 

'  la  cbbmHbiii,  mkI  peihapk  in  oemplctc- 
MM,  tbit  wotit  BttM  Mte  llw  Am  pbcc'— 

'  A  rtailtj  fint-nie  fuiJe-UMk.'— 

Zii/rrw/nrv. 

ocTtnid*  Toekwva  the  state  and 

ITS  CIIILnRKN.    f»w^  St*     »#.  6rf. 

(Social  tjiugrfracii  Shm*. 

Louln  Tvlnlu.    workhouSES  AKD 

PAUPKRISMT    (.»?»■«  e:v.    u.6^ 

(.Social  I^uckiImu  Scrirv 

a.  v.  Wftd*.  n.n.    old  testament 

HISTORV.    WiihMapk.   Cwp^mZv*.    U. 
'C*tmto\,  KhoUfly,  Etnbodyuig  ibe  beil 
<etali«  of  modem   criiicUm,    mod    writlcn 
vUh  freai  luddiiy/ — /ixtttm'mtr. 

UmikWaltoB.  THF.uvKsornovNE, 

WOTTOS.  HOOKF.R.  HERBERT  *ku 
SANOKKSON.  Wnb  «n  InlraductMn  h» 
VlTBMiiM  Bi.ACKitORM.KiidAl'ortrali.  y.BiJ, 

THE  COIIPLEAT  ANGLER.  EdiiW  br 
J.  BuuuN.  P^itdt-v.  CUik.  If.  b/.  xf; 
/t*UUr,  SI.  6d.  nil.  [Little  Libnr;. 

Onoe  WUTa«k.     }^e  LmIj-  Julian  of  Nor- 

■>  >>.')k 

Mn.  llfrtd  WatUrbotu*.  A  UTTLK 
ItOOKOFLIKEANUUEATH.  Edlitd 
by.  /'tilitt.  CIttk,  It.  6.f.  ttit;  Ualkrr, 
ti.  td.  fit.  [LiiEl«  Librwy. 

0.  a.  J.  W«bb,  &I.A.    Sm  Sc  AsmIb. 

r.  c.  Wabber.    carpentry  and 

JOINKRV.       Wiib    iDjiDr    DtnflniNMK. 
Stf^md  Editi—t.    Cr^aim  &««^     >< .  &/. 
'  As  adoimU*  cUmmtarr  laat-book  on 

tb«  tubject.'  -  Buiidrr. 


■IdMr  B.  VkUl.  PRACTICAL  MB- 
CHAMCS.  Wuh  Tj  lllualTuioiu  aad 
tHacnau.  Sft*»d  EdUi^t.  Cmm  Irw. 
P.M.  ITaatbMiLsorTecbiMlasr. 

J.  W«Ul,M.X,  FdtavanJTuiavorWkdhaBt 
r4Jl«Ka.  OXKOKli  AMi  OXVOHD 
LIFE.  By  MenbcTt  of  tbs  Univctnty. 
Third  £dilt«*.     Crvnm  Stv.     jt.  U. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROUE,  rim 
J^ditum.     With  3  Mapt.     Cr.  Sm.     y.  M 

TMi  book  If  butwJctl  for  tbt  Middtt  Mid 
Uppcf  FonM  of  Public  SdMola  bmI  foi 
Paai  Stndanis  ai  lb*  UninnitMa.  Ii  cno- 
talaa  «ofioB«  Tablet,  «tc 

'Aaoriciaal  w«rk  trriilcfl  OBaaorigiiuL 
IiIm,  aad  <rith  iiBcowmnn  frwbawi  sad. 
liptur.*— ^jlMular. 

OXTORD  AND  1T5  COLLEGES.  Illiu- 
ltal«d  bjr  E.  H.  New.  A'«wM  Sditirm. 
Ptit  ■•«,    CMA,  >JL ;  UmtJur,  v.  U.  «f  f . 

'Ab  adminbl*  and  aennu  link  inai- 
Uc,  alincimly  iHuanaicd.'— ff#r/>£ 

r.  WMtOn.  M.A.,  Cttfaw  (rf  St.  Maiihcw-t, 
WeuBimm.  THE  HOLV  SACRIFICE;. 
PMt  Bra.     6^.  a^/. 

BtlwaVltraoTk.  THE  LAST  OF  THE 
C.  RFJVT  SCOUTS  ('  Ilii0al«  BUI '),  Wlib 
lUuttniionv     tinmr*"*-    A«- 

'  A  lumilvt  of  aiM  of  tbc  km  umctin 
Acun*  In  th*  rwbllc  eyK.'~I>»Uf  CJuvmifU. 

C  VUblcy.    Sm  Mail«T  a»d  Wfaibkr. 

L.  VUblMr,  M.A.,  Fdloir  ot  Panteokt 
Calltt^e.CuebtiilKe.  (iHKEK.  OLIGAR- 
CHIKS:  THKIR  ORCANI.SATION 
AND  CH.^RACTER.    Cn»B«»  Br..    6f. 

a  H-  Tbltaktr.  U.A.  THE  EPISTLE 
OF  ST.  PAUL  THK  APOSTLK  TO 
THE  EPHKMANS.  RdUed  by.  /Va/. 
Siv.     IJ.  6d.  M-/.  [ChorrbRiaii'i  BIUc. 

aUbot  WUW.  THE  NATVR.\L  HIS- 
TOKV  OV  SELBOkNE.  Edited  by 
L.  C  MiAiX,  F.K..S.,  awiilMl  by  W. 
WaKO«  FoWtJiK,  M.  A.      Crvtin  tm.      &c. 

(Meihu«n't  Siaodanl  Ubcary. 

S.  2,  WUttild.  PRECI<:  WRITING 
AND  OFfKE  CURki:SPOSJ)f.NCF_ 
Cma«  Ir*.    M.  (Conunercial  Script. 

COMMERCIAL  EDVCATION  IN 
THEORY  AND  PRACTICE.  Cfmmi 
9m.    5C 

Ab  JBttBdaerton  to  UMbuea'f  CoMBiatcia] 
Bcrlaa  wMiinff  ib*  qutttioci  of  CmmbckuI 
>^ucation  fulty  fro*  both  tha  poial  tt  viav 
%4  ib«  tcacbu  and  of  th«  pamU. 

(ODRmarckl  Scrici. 
MluWliUlflr    Sm  I-ady  nilL.. 


General'Hterature 


27 


W.    H.    WUMm,    n..V      THE    ALIEN 

I  S'jccU  (jueuiotu  Serial. 

J.  Trom*  WUklnna,  hi.A.     mutual 

THKJtT.     Cr»tm»8r*     m.  W. 

ISociaI  (Questions  Scries. 
W.  WlUlUOHO.     THE   BRITI.SH   CAR- 

DI-.NKK.    Illuitrucd.    Vrmj  li-*.    iot.6J. 
W.WlllUmMn,  II  A,  JUNIOR  EKCI.1SH 

KXAMINATION  PAI'hRS.     /(-/.  In,. 

II.  IJuiiiut  Ki»iiii*Mio>  Seric*. 

A  JUNIOR  RN'GI.ISHCRAUMAR.   With 

nunwToiu  luio^cifor  pvrinK  mikI  tlMljnu, 

tuKl  ft  cfa&pin  on  Eu»]r  Wniiof.    Crwrnm 

8tv.     u.    [Mctliticti'i  Junior  School  Boohs. 
A    CLA.^S-ROOK    OF    DICTATION 

PA.SSAr.l':-S.     Si/j'i  E/tiUom.    Cnw*  b-.'. 

)f,  id.         (Mcibu«n'(  JuniorScbwl  tlooki. 
EASY    DICTATION    AND    SPKLLINC. 

/'r«/>-  B*v^     If. 

K.  M.  TUmot  Bazton.    THF.  MAKF.R.S 
UFKUROPR.     C-nmaSrw     u.  e^, 
A  Trxi-look  of  Europnn   lliatory    fvr 
Middle  Fomu. 

SlelUrd    WUton,  U.A.,  Canon   of  Verb. 
l.YKA  fASlOKAUS:  &>«iCI0f  Naiur*. 
Church,  an<l  Home.      pM1ht-t.     94,  6J. 
A  vulunif  of  devotionsl  f>o*au. 

S.  S.  VinbOlt.  M.A.  AuUiant  UmUs  in 
Chrixt  M(»Biua.  £X>.KCI!iKS  IN 
l^TIN  ACaUBNCE.  CrMM&M,  n. 
U. 

An  clcntenuwy  hook  adapinl  fcr  Lower 
Fnrm*  10  kccospooy  Ibi  Shonet  Lmui 
Primer. 

a  C.  A.  Wljjdle,  KR.S.,  D.;;^  SKAKK. 
SPKAKKS  CciUNlRV,  llluur«t*d  trf 
E.  H.  Nrw.  .';tt*n4  Filltt*m.  tttt  itf*. 
CltiA,  V-:  kMlttr,  w.  Id,  mfl. 

lUltU  OuUm. 


'  Oa«  of  ibe  moat  chArming  piUc  boolit. 
Bodi  for  Iho  libr.irr  knd  ki  a  trawllinc 
com^nion  the  bode  t%  «qua]ljr  cboici  Abd 
KTViceable . '— Aatdtmy. 

THE  MALVEKN  COUNTRV.  lIlKMratnl 
hy  t,  H.  Nkw.  /»#//  »«,  CUlk,  V,; 
ttatkfr,  y.  U.  tut.  (Littte  Guide*. 

OuumVlnUrboULUD,  M.A..  B.iic,  LUB. 

THK  Ki.M.lK^M  (.'K  HKAVKN   Hh:KK 

AM>  nKKK.%rn-.R    t>iWia»».  u.w. 

ICbsrchMatt't  Liuvr- 

J.  A.  B.   Wood.       UOW    TO    MAKF.   A 

DKKSS.      llltutrated.      Sfeend  KdiHtm. 
CrrevM  fltv,     ir.  &/. 

(Te:ri  BooktoTTecbkolocy. 

EUjuImUi  WordrvortlL    S««  Tccmrtoa- 

Arlbur  Wrlfbt,  MA.,  FcUow  of  Qiwem- 
Collece.  CuabridR.  SOUK  N  E  Vh 
TESTAMF,NT  PROBI-tUS.  Crw.*. 
Aw.    te.  tChuKkat*n'«  Lifanijr. 

SopUc  Wrifbt  GERMAN  VOCABU- 
LAKIKii  TOK  REPKTITIOK.  faiA 
Btv.     u.  U. 

A.  B.  ▼rid*.  MODERN  ABVSSINtA. 
Wilh  a   Ma|j  and  »  PotuaiL     /Vait^lML 

a  WyndJuOD.  M.P.  TtlE  POEU8  OF 
Wn.l.IAM  *;KAKF..SPEARP.  via  an 
Introduction  And  Ni>i«a.  Z>«m/  B«w^  i?a«i- 
rMW,  /•'//  !»/.    tot.  6aL 

'  W«  htv*  no  UuiailM  In  dMcriUaC  y  I. 
CtoriM  Wyndkwm'a  MtradHCtint  u  a 
WMlcrlrpicca  of  crltlcuM,  and  all  *ho  lov* 

wv  FJiEtl-eihan  liler»IHre  ikill  ted  ft  very 

B.  TmU.    an  antiiologv  01 


ItLlSH  VKKSe. 
Sditi^n.     CV 


lew.    u.  t^. 


Aetbucn'fl  Standard  Ubrarc 


MBwnnt*  tw  My  Ura  41111  Wamnr:*  lt> 
Kdwud  cabofc  fcdHea  its  G.  nikUsh  NUI. 
U-n. 

iNft  DftCUmi  «W>  r«LI.  nr  TtlK  KOMaH 
EMMftlL  adlB4   In  J.    a.    iMi.    1.LD.     /- 

•e.MM«l. 
Tnii  XATvajii.  Ki«ToftV  dp  tai  ancMk     tn 

AAWI  WtM*_     IMM4  H   I.    <.     Han,  V.IIJi;. 
Aa*iai  It  *■  W^de  P^tw.  Mjl. 
Tm  Hmuav  up  tiir  Lips  up  Tnotiaa  |lu> 

1inxM>.     tdlMdbf  C.&CfiwvN-A- 


l.&O.uWPmAlMtlAMTF  AlirMltRI.    Ttoll^M 

TMPFAPl  rPoPWOop  ALrftVD.  LOftaTBMnPHML 
»M*4lir  J,  Cl>MMft«:<AM,  ma. 

Tim   loVKXAL  TO  VTP.IXA.      ly  J — -^-  SrtL 


Jill   loVKXAL  T 

UMkr&A 


T»i«  i.rrniaa  op  U»d  CHMtmurtioM  »o  nn 

tut,     RdMM  by  r.   ICinelMr,  a^  HaM»  If  A. 


Edited  by  J.  D^IIUkV.  M.A.,  Uti.D. 

~      ~        "       '  ■  TM*  lli*iinrY  iir  rVBLUK. 

rvftdUDl.    IWlaa  by  t>«i  raaMil«  «^  N.     *cim»atM  CmmumKK   mmt4  ky 

nnu.     Ansa  Mm.     Mr  M  1^,  rM     /Vw/t^     fi  W  •»/. 


ZaOiAXtAM  OP  WrTTt.RiiP.    T<im)mW  Vi  r    t 
Ha^kaa.  O.D.,  aad  1'.  W.  ftwAt.    fv~rj 


rmttt  fcyC  laaa*. 
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Messrs.  Methuxk's  Catalogue 


JOic  little  Ifbtarc 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieoei. 

PM  Sw.     JEaek  Vo/mmt,  eh/i,  is.  6J.  rut;  leatJUr,  at.  6J.  tut. 

'  Altogctlur  good  to  look  DpOB,  and  to  hMadW—OmtUmk. 

*  A  p^«ct  •erie*.  *—/'//*/. 

*  It  u  difficult  to  omoeim  more  kttrutin  volomes.'— ^S*/.  /»mt/t  GautU. 
'  Venr  delidoiu  litth  booVt.'-~LiUrmiMrt. 

*  Dd^fatful  adkkm'— JTMm/. 


VAirmr  Paix.   Br  V.  M.  ThMteny.    Ediiwl  tqr 
S.  CwyiK,    TMr*t  yMmmtt. 

PaNSUmiB.    8r  W.  M.  Tbt^Kmr.    Edited  by  S. 
Cwyna.    Tkwtt  tVurntt. 

lOHN   HaUVAX,    GKNTLBHAIf.      B*    Mn.    Cralk. 


PMDB  AND  PXBJUDICk.     B*  line  AuMco.     Edited 


wmtt. 
Bjr  Jim  AuttM. 


EdiNd 


NoK-nuNCBK  abbby. 

bf  li.  V.  Lncu. 

ThbPkincbSS.   Bt  AUirad,  Lord  T«nBnoa.  Bdhed 

li]r  EUnbeth  Werdawottb. 

UaVO,     By   AHtad,   L«ld  Tcunoik    EttWI  by 

EUatbeth  Wordnronb. 

InMbmokiaw.    8*  Alffed,L.crdTcuiM*.  Edtod 

L;  H.  C.  Beechlas.  H.A. 
TkrEaklyPobus  OF  AI.FXBD,  Lord  Tennyson. 

Edited  brh  C.  CoQini.  H.A. 
A  Ltttlb  Book  <^  emcush  Lvucs.    vnik 

THB  INFBBNO  or  Damtb.  Tnndalad  bf  H.  F, 
Cmt.    Edited  by  Fleet  ToyabM,  LM.D.,  ILA, 

Thb  PvRCA-roBio  or  Dantb.  TnMlMad  bgr  H. 
F.Carr-   EdiiadbrF«c«tTo]rnbe«.Ltt.D..H.A. 

THB  PAXASIBO  Of  DaKTS.  TMnrilHd  bf  *<•  ^■ 
Caiy.    EdlMd  by  Pigm  TeimbM.  Utba,  M.A. 

A  LlTTt.B  BOOK  OF  SCOTTtlH  VBBSB.    Edited  bj 

T.  F.  HendenoD. 
A  Lrrrut  book  op  Ucht  VEXSB.   Bdlt*d  by  A. 

C  DciM. 


8BLBCTIOM3   FBOM    WOXDSWOBTN. 

N«wdl  C  Smith. 


Bdlud  br 


Thb  Encusk.  Fobmb  op  Richabd  Chasmaw. 

Edited  by  BdMwd  HottM. 
SBLaCTTOm  FKOM  WlLUAH  BlUUtB.    Edited  by 

EOTHBN.   ByA.W.  Klachke.   Wkb  ■>  InlredKlioB 

■odNeicc 

CKANPOBO,     By  Mr*.  GMkA    EOHmd  by  B.  V. 


A  LnTLB  Book  op  enclish  Moss.  Edkad  by 

Hn.P.  A.  Barnett. 
LAVRltCXO.     By  G«o>K«   Bofiow.     Edited  by  F. 

HlDdH  GrocnM.    TW*  f  Wmwo. 

THB  KtSTOXY  OP   THB   CAUPK   VaTHBK.     By 
WIBuB  Bacfclacd.    Edited  by  E.  DmKob  Rew. 

THB    COHPLXAT    AnOLUU      By   Itaik    Wattes 
Edited  by  J.  Bachn. 

KARRtACB.    By  SoMa  Fefrio.     Edited    by  Hki 
Coodrtck -freer    lod    Lord    Udcddck      T^-m 

ELIA.AIfDTHBLASTB99AYSOPELIA.    By 

Luab.    Edited  by  E.  V.  iJtoH. 

A  Sbmtimhntai.  JOubnby.    By  T  ■■■■!■ 
Edited  by  H.  W.  FuL 

A  LmxB  Book  of  Lipb  and  Dbatm,   Edtoed  by 

Hi*.  AJAad  WuefboBM. 
MAtniB  VAircK.   By  D.  M.  Hek.   BdHed  hg  T. 

F.r 


Cbe  Xittte  Oul&es 

TVtf  Sw,  cMi,  y.;  leather,  y.  6J.  tut. 


OXPOBD  AND  rrs  COLLBOCB.  By  J.  WeOl,  M.A. 
lUunnlMl  by  B.  H.  Ne*.    F*irtM  Sdimn. 

CAHBRII>CB  ANB  ITS  COLLHCBS.  By  A.  HinilteB 
Tko^pMO.    Ilhulntad  by  E.  H.  He*. 

Thb  Ualvbkm  Qouimty.  By  a  C  A.  Wisdie, 
D.SC.,  F.R.5.    Uuttraled  by  E.  H.  New. 


shakbspbabb-b  Cotnrntv.    Br  K  C.  A.  Wiedta. 
U.Sc.  P.K.5.    lUuttntcd  by  6.  H.  Hew.    Skm^ 

SiraSBX.     ByF.C.  hiUat,  U.A.  lihHlntidbyE. 

11   New 
WBSTUtNSTBX    ABBBY.       By    C     E.    T^eMbeck. 

IduMlted  by  F,  D,  Bedlord.  _  , 

MOBPOUC.    By-W.  A.  Dutt.     UHtt«ed  by  a  & 

Baabcr. 


%m\e  »lograpbfe6 

/■«/.  8w.     SacA  wlume,  cloth,  y.  6d. ;  /M/i<r,  4*.  m^. 


Thb  Lip>  op   Daxtr    Auiikiuri.     By  Fuct 
Toysbee.  LUtD..   M.A.     WKh  u  lUuMndou. 

THB  Lipb  op  Savonaxola.    Bt  E.  L,  S.  Hms- 

burvh,  M.A.    With  PonnlU  anil  inuMntion^ 


TUB  LlPB  OP  John  HOWARD.     ByCCS-GlbMB, 
D.D.,Vlcaiof  LeadK,    WiUi  u  UhotnUeae, 

THB  Upb  of  I.OXD  TBinmcM.    By  A.  C 
M.A.    n-lth  » Illuitnilnnt. 


General  Literature 
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tTbe  Xittle  asiue  JSoofte  tor  Cbfldren 

Edited  bj  E.  V,  LUCAS. 
Illustrated,     Squart  Fcap.  8zv.     2j.  6dl 
'  Very  eUfcant  and  very  inuretiing  volumes.' — GItugam  Hermid, 
'  A  delightful  terici  of  diounative  volumes.' —  World. 
'TbeMriesiboald  baafrnvouriteanwdiJuaenilec.' — Ohttrvtr. 

t.  Thr  Castaways  of  UsADOwtiAMK.    BfT.CoBB. 

■.  THB  Bkbchnut  Book.    Br  Jacoii  Asbott.    Edrted  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

>  Thb  Aik  Gun.    Br  T.  Hilbskt. 

QDe  Xtbracs  of  Devotion 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Pott  81W,  clothf  at.  ;  leather,  is.  6J.  net. 
'Thii  Kriei  is  excellent.'— Thb  latk  Bikhop  of  London. 
'Well  worth  the  attention  of  the  Clergy.' — ThkBishofof  Lichfield. 
'The  new  "  library  of  Derotion" is  excellent. '—Thx  Bikhop or  PrrsiiBOitoncii. 
'Cbanamg.'— Xw#n/.  '  DeligbtfaL'— CAwl  Setb. 

The  Psalms  of  David.    Ediied  b«  S.  W.  Rsn 

dolph,  D-D. 

Lyra  Afostolica.  EdkadbrCuiaa  Scott  Itoltaiid 
ud  H.  C.  BaKbinc,  M.A. 

THB  INNEK  WAY.    Edited  br  A.  W.  Ilutlon,  M.A. 

Tmr    Thovchts  of   PaSCAU     Edhcd  by  C.  S. 
Jctnin,  M.A. 

ON   THB  LOVH  OF  COD.      Edhad  bv  W.  I.  Kaoi- 
UttlcM.A. 

A  MANtTAL  OP  CO.-<SOLATIOM  PR.OU  TUB  SAINTS 
AND  FATHEK&    Edited  by  J.  H.  Bon,  B.D. 

THB  Song  of  SONCS.    Edltwl  by  B.  Blukad,  M.A, 

The  devotions  of  St.  Ansslw.    Edited  by  C. 
C.J.Webb,  M.A. 


Thb  confessions  OF  ST.  Ai'CUSTiNE.  Edited  b* 

C.  BIgK.  D.D.     n^tt  Editu„, 

THE  CKBISTIAN  YraK.     Edkad  by  Wahcc  Lock, 
U.D.    StmulEdM»H. 


THB  iMtTATiON  OP  Christ. 

D.O.     Stamd  SMUtm. 


Edited  by  C.  Bin. 
Edtted  by  J.  W.  Stu- 


A  BflOK  OF  DEVOTIONS, 
bridge,  &D. 

Lyra  Innocrntiuu.  Edited  by  Wihci  Lock,  D.D. 

A  Serious  Cali.  TO  A  DEVOUT  and  Holy  Life. 

BilhedbyC.  Biei,  D.D.    Stand  fdiMtH. 

THeTEKPLB.    Edited  by  E.C.S.CIbMe,D.D, 

A  CtilDE  TO  ETERNITY.      Edited  by  J.  W.  Stu- 
biidKi,  B.D. 


Zhc  Commentariefl  on  tbe  'Revised  Verefon 

Genentl  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
The  Book  of  job.    Edited  by  E.  C.  5.  dbeiM.  1  the  Acts  op  tub  Apostles.    Edited  by  R.  B. 
rfcw,    ii.  -         - 


D.D.    Dtmvi 


Bickhtm.  M.A.    Dtmj  Hw,    itt.  td. 


f}anM>ooli0  of  Cbeologi; 

General  Editor,  A.  ROBERTSON,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King's  College,  London. 
The  XXXIX.  Articles  of  thb  Church  op 

FNCLAND.      Edited   by    E.  C.  S.  CflMoa,  D.D. 


Third  mnd   Cktmfr   Bdititn    6i     Ont   Valnrnt. 
Otmjr  8*«.    11/.  6d. 

An  INTRODUCTION  TO  THB  1IISTOXY 
OF  8ELICION,  By  F.  B.  Je»on»,  M.A.,  LItt.D. 
S^md  Sdttitm,    Dtmy  •».    tor,  U 


The  Doctrine  of  the  I.scaknation.    By  R.  L- 

UltWy.M.A.    Ste»tid»ndCk**MrBdili*ti.   tMmj 
>»     I./.  %d.  ^^ 


An  Introduction  to  the  History  op  the 
CrhEOS.    By  a.  E.  Bom,  B.D.    Drmjtv:    101. 

thephilosophy  of  Religion  in  England  and 
AMERICA.  By  Allied  Celdecott.  D.D.  Otinr 
■m.    iw.  6d. 


Hbe  aburcbman'0  Xlbcar^ 

General  Editor.).  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Examining  Chaplaia  to  the 
Bishop  of  Aberdeen. 

B.    Jerou.    M.A.,   LItLD. 


The  BBGTNNiNr.s  of  English  CiiBi^riAMrrY. 

By  W.  H.  CoOloi,  M.A.     With  Mip.    Crwm  tea. 
y   6d. 
SOME  NEW  TESTAMENT  PttOBLBMS.      By   ArtllVf 
WriahtT  M.A.     Crnm  >w.    M. 

The  Singdou  op  heaven  Here  and  Hsre- 
APTHR.  By  CuioB  Wiolwbothun,  H.A.,  B.Sc., 
Lt^B.     Crrwn  tv».    }>.  td. 

Thb  WORKMANSHIP  OP  the  Praykx  Book:  Its 

Literaiy  ud  LMnrglcAl  Aspect*.    By  J.  DordMk 
aD.    Sttmd  edMm.    Crwwn  Iml    »>.  id. 


EvoLtrriON.      By    F. 
Cmnt  Btw.    ji.  6d. 

Thb  Old  testament  and  thb  New  scholar. 

SHIP.    By  J.  P.  Pctvi.  D.D.     Cfvwm  fcw.    «r. 

The  Churchman^  Introduction  to  the  Old 
Testament.  Edited  by  A.  M.  Macfcsy,  aA. 
CrvwH  tvK    ft,  id. 

The  church  OP  Christ.    By  e.  t.  Gm*^  m.a 


Geheral  Litkkatukb 


3« 


dnlpcreltie  Citciulon  Scnea 

Edited  by  J    E.  SVMP:S.  M  A  . 
Phndp«1  oTVnivTrsity  CollcRC,  N'HiingbaiB 
Crffwn  Siw.     Prite  [xtnik  t*me  rr^cyVtwj)  ji.  6d. 
A  sCFiei  or  books  Dn  hiilorical,  liMi-arr,  and  xnentitic  >ub>eoi>.  loiUible  for 
extension  fctud«nis  and  honic<rcadine    cirdes.      Each   volume   is   complete   in 
ii!>clf,  And  (he  subjccu  arc  treated  oy  competenl  writers  in  a  broad  and  philo- 
sophic spirit. 

TV  foUowing  Volumts  art  rtady : — 


THt?  l!«n -iTKiM.  Hi'-rn«rrir  htn-.nwo,  IW  H 
(1«  H.  UHXM,  IJII.IX.  M.A.  HwAU  h^Mrn. 
Ke<niMt>    Wiife  Mi|»aiiil  Itini.    yi. 

h  Uitmitr  lie  i:vi;i  mit  i"ni  rTK**n  Ecoxniiv. 
By  I-  t,  riKc.  >I.A.    rA^rW  iiVi/iM. 

niotiutMa  oc  Puvnarr.    Ur  J.  A.  Uoamt,  U.A. 

ViCTOaiAM  P(K1«.    BfA,ShM|>. 

rtiK  Fhkmcm  Bjit-oLirniiM.    Af  J.  E.  Ijiim.  M.A. 

rirCHOLOCr.     Vr   a.    V.    Gnorar.    M.A.    Jn«x^ 

TMt  H\f>t.VTrcrN  i>f  PI  »>T  LIKH ;  L«*W  Fom). 

BjrCHtHM.     lUuHnwiL 
AiK  \flti  Wati-.k.     By  V.    Ik    LawM,  H.A.     |Ilv». 

THft  ClUUIKirKV  lie  Lll>K  Asn  lltUtLTM.     »■  C. 

W.  KhoMini.  M.A.    In<.rtr.l«t. 
Thk  MacHAMcx  tiy  Daily  Liri„    a*  V.  p,  Sell» 

K.A.    lUutHtcd. 
ENCUSK    SOCIAL   ItlllKMlMIUlK,      By   tt.   lU    B. 

c;UiUm,  L)it.U,U.A.    Sm^Edtlim. 
SNCLnn  TXADR  A»0  Fp(AXC8  IH  T1IS  SnVK-l- 

Tmairm  Ciuavav.   By  w.  A.  s.  Havini,  tuK. 


Thk  ciiKwtsiKv  or  HiKH.     BrM   V. 
Ml*.  M.A.    llhuliaMd. 

AThXI-Bi>0»;  DP  AbKK.'ULI.JHAI.  nifrA-KV.  DT 
M.  C  ratlrr,  U.A..  F.US.  IDwUMaiL  St,m,J 
Mdmmm.   4f.W, 

Thk  Vault  at  rtcAVrJx.  A  ropolar  lBirailacik« 
la  AiiUWHHnir.    B]i  K.  A.  Oteforr.   WtthoMMrvu* 

MtfTKncmm.v.  Br".  N.  Diek»o«.  K«.a.K^  I'.B. 
H«t.  !>M.  lUiumud. 

A  MA.S'tiALoCl-.l.ta.miizM.SciriiiCK.  BpGanca 
).aM<k.y.A..I'.KS.    IlluilntML    «•. 

Tiu>  Kakth.  An  latnduoiMi  U  V1»vtloc«>«tr- 
Bj  Hiu  Smta,  M.A.     Hhumiad. 

WMKT  Liva.  By  F.  W  ThfotaliL  U.A.  lOo- 
mud. 

OUI.WN  PcnTTBT  1'KOM  BLAKK  1<>  Bairtk.SIKo. 
B|rW,  M.  DUm.,M.A.    Antm^  tMhrm, 

Ehcusii    LctCAL  CavaKimnrr.     Br  t,   Jn*^ 


M.A. 

Tim  GmBRK  View  or  Ltnt. 


Kr  C.  L.  IHcUoM*. 


CommcccUI  Scrlee 

Edited  by  H.  db  B.  GIBBINS.  Uti.D.,  M.A. 

A  Pntuns  nr  fcjHWrss.     tl»  S.   I.^kjon.  MA. 

COHMvaCLO.  AhiiHhktic.      B*    h.    U     TmW, 

M.A.     I4inlt<.t^uM.     (i.M. 
r«KHCHCOMHr.HCi.>i.CoKKii3r'inui'.'n;r_    BvS. 

CmiUAH  CnHWrRrlAI,    (niRliSI-OVKr^ct-.       ■- 

AFitK^LHCMtikitKCtiLLBKAiii-.ii.  Br s. I-:. iu«r- 

I    ■■■I'CUV^IilTIMriANOOI'PICKCORlOlSIIM'DllXi;!'. 
Mr  F,  B.  WhiHMM.  M.A.    w. 


COUUKXaAL  RDUCATIOJf  TW  T11»n«Y  AXti 
hiAcncK.  By  f:.  E.  Whiuidd,  M.A.  Cmn 
•r*.   %». 

AatatradBcHwitoMvAam'iCcnnncUl  S«ri« 
rriMtWllniinllfm  -f '"-riiiirTr'il  KilucMtm  MUy 
hM*  ba«  lh*|Ntat«J  nc- ol  Ihe  MKhM  ■»]  *f 
ilMpanaL 

BMTtSH  COMWRRCB  AND  COLONTF.S  moM  HLt/A. 

MTM    TO   VKT•»ll^.     Bt    H.    <la    H    UlAiinv 

Lat.I>.,  M.A.     r*irw  ti^ilHm.    u. 
RMIwnaciAL  EKAMiKATtOH  PArUKt.     B*  II.  da 

B.OH>lM,  LIM.D..M.A.    u.M: 
Tun  XcoMOMHs  or  CoHUKKOi.    By  ll.  de  B. 

tjVbbim.  LkcO..  M.A.   u.  tr. 
ACeaHANCuHMnnciKt-RBABnti.  B*S.E.B«By. 

A  COMMBMCIAL  CKOCBAntr  nr  inr.  iiHtrivii 

FMnaa.     BjrL.  W.  LydcM.A.     /*.WAAft#H, 


A  Gi,'it>H  TO  i-KcvaaMoeo  ams  aunion.   Uy  It. 

llMW,      Il,«<t 

Tifi^  P*nn;iPLK>  nv  Bonx-KFitriwi  kv  rvii  in  k 
>.vixv.    ar}.£.B.H-A»n.  N.A.    i>*>iii  Im 

M. 

0>MM1«aAI.  I.AW.     Hi  n    I<M«ln  Fd*wjt.    Sf. 

A    CoHiiVKCiAi.    Cr-x.vAi-HT     i>v    F<i«inn.r« 

HaTI'.ISn.      RyF,  t     lh.sn,  bkA.     (rVMVWA     w 

fllwdlcal  llranetatlone 

Edited  br  1 1.  F.  Fox.  M.A. .  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenow:  Collega,  Oxford. 

IKmao.^TIu  04m  aXI  Fh4«,  TnnlMca  W 
A-IX-lkr.H.A.    H. 

LUCIAK..«fa  DUIavnn  INIcitauft.  lura-UMtpr«, 
Tb«  Codl,  TJ.e  SUb  llie  I'VkiUL  Tka  l.(ntT  nl 
FaMlMWU.     TnaSiicd    fer  S.  T.  ttsw,  M.A. 

SOPHocuBS-ClKin  Md  AJbc    TnnbMd  1>«  S. 

IL  A.  NatiheHl,  M.  A.    at.*4. 
TAi,-rTtr>— AtftK/il*  and   OcrauaU.     TninUttd  ]/j 

k.  B.  Tw*tith«nil     li.  b/. 


TMIuUlwtliy  LnilCanipliBlL  l-l-D.    u. 
CICnao-ne  Uraim  I.     TfaniUtcd  W  E.  N.  V. 

Hm*.  M.A.    V.M- 
CICXIio    S»iBrt  UrUWM  (rvo  Mn«aM.  Fio  MuMnn, 
.     -  TrtatlMtt  by  H.  E. 

nMUtod  by  P. 


FhOtetc  II..  in  CMiUnunk    Tru 
txX^M.  M.A.    p. 
KUia.-0*  Nanire   l>Mn«i.     T 


CKT»a~XH 

Brgrts.M.A.    ]i.M 

M.A.    CrvxilML    U.M. 
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Anthony  Hope's  NoTeU. 

THE  GOn  IN  THE  CAR.    Kimik HJiiitm, 

'  A  »«-fy  Tcntukabt*  booh,  4««crTinB  of 
criiic^l  antlrMt  impouible  *ilbii)  ouf  linil : 
briliikni,  Mit  not  MiTaficial ;  *ctl  c«a- 
•idmd,  b«t  not  KUboraicd  ;  caniErBctcd 
whh  th«  fvoTrtliial  art  ib*i  cmcttli,  bul 
ytt  *Hew«  lltclf  lo  be  cnjoytij  \,j  ruKlcri 
to  whon  6»i  Ui^Mty  m«ib«l  u  a  keen 
plcawffc.'—  n^  a^trij. 

ACHAHCKOFAIR     SUtk  Editi^. 

'A  cr>c«ful,  «ir>cioiu  cooMdy,  Iiim  lo 
bnmaA  miiiit*.  Tb«  charaEicn  ar«  waced 
vith  a  Bunerly  hand.'— ria«M^ 

A  KAN  OF  MARK.     Fl/fk  Edition. 

■or  all  Mr.  HoiMi  bo»k>,  "A  Mm  uf 
Uaili"  i*  till  one  wlHcli  Sink  conpam  viib 
"Tke  PriMMierof  Z«nda.'"~A'«r>MM/  C?#- 

THK  CHRONICLF.S   OF   COUNT 
AMTONKJ.    Jfi/tAAJHiM. 

'  ll  i>  a  perfcci>]r  cncluntinc  ut*f  ot  ia*i 
and  chivatry,  mm  i-ii'c  romance.  The 
Caul  t*  thm  awM  cooM^nl.  ilniwalc,  and 


mnd««t  utd  tender  nf  lover*.  ■  pe««lcM 
KtulloMan,  an  iitlicpitJ  (tulitvr,  a  ddhfut 
(ri<ad,and  a  uLagaani^waluc,' — C'»a>rf>— ■ 

PHKOSO.     llluwaicd  br   H.   R.  Milulb. 

'  Th«  lale  h  ihor(Ht(lilT  freak,  ^vick  with 
rilftlitr,  ulrrific    lh«   Uood.'— JJ.  Jamut't 

SIMON  DALE.   lUwtrated.  SUtk£Jilim. 

'TlitiB  ia  M»((luiit  analjru*  of  hnwri 
natnre,  with  a  mon  incmioulr  cunMiiKted 
plot.  Mr.  Hope  bai  drawn  the  oontf«sta 
of  hit  wonan  wiih  mar*«llo<H  wMctraad 
dalicaiy.'—  TintU. 
YHZ  KING'S  MIRROR.     Tkir4 EdiliMt. 

'  In  cIcKar.FF.dclkacj',  and  lad  il  nn^ 
with  the  hct  nfhiinovcU.  while  m  the  vide 
iMpc  of  ll*  ^ir»tar<  anJ  ibc  nbtflir 
ot  itt  antlytlk  U  Mirpauaea  all  U*  CAtUa 
*«Mum  Sffetmi^r. 
QUIS  \  NT  E.    TJkirJ  F.Jhif». 

*  Th«  boiA  U  rKf(.^Mr  f<rf  a  vtrr  ■><>:'>  "■c* 
ary  (juatily,  and  an  imptcu  of  t>jK>f  and 
maMary  un  twy  pifc'— ^^•ii'/CAn-wic/f. 


Lqcab  Ualet's  NovoIb. 


COI^NRL    KNDER8VS  WIFK.      TkirJ 

A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.      Ktm 

LITTLKriiTKR.     Sti^md  EJ!li<m.    v- W. 
THEWAGF.SOrsiN.   Tkiritmtk EJUiwn. 
THE  CARISSIMA.    hourih  Sditism. 
THR    r.ATKl.F.SS     BARRIER.      F<mHh 

EMlirm. 

'In  "The  Gaulew  TVarrier"  libMosn 
<ri>l«ot  tlial,  whiki  Lui^u  Matel  haa  pre- 
MTTcd  Iter  Unbiicht  of  ori^inulii)-,  ihr 
•riiiiry,  tlie  aL-iuif  wriitnx.  I*  almve  ev*n 
■he  bich  )«**)  «f  the  IwmIo  that  wen  Vjttt 
before  -^^utmiiuttr  Cautlt. 


6x.  /rtfA. 

THR  HI.STORV  OF  SIR  RICHARD 
r.\t-MAI]V.  Sfr*nH  e^ilitm.  A  Umiled 
»litk>ninTwoV(>Iuinet,  Cr*•^■•8t^«.  tai. 
'A  picture  fiiMly  and  acnply  coitottvvd. 
In  lb«  atrengib  sod  ituight  in  *hkb  (be 
ttory  bAi  been  concciveil,  in  (tie  wealth  •al 
faiKjr  and  rclleciii;*)  bcu»wrcl  u[ion  ill 
wmciition,  sad  in  the  iMwina  tinrtrity  >if  il« 
fMthea ihrav^Kwt,  "Sir  Richanl  CAlnudy" 
miM  rwik  a*  the  pMt  iKrvcl  of  a  (r«al 
wriltf."— iiV«ni/»r». 

'Tbe  ri|i>u  fiuiiof  Loca*  Malel'i  gvniui.. 
A  plciare  ef  Biaiemal  love  by  turu  lender 
and  lemble.'— 5/M:/aiC«r. 

'A  T«natkably  int  bouk.  wjth  a  noble 
n>Mi<re  and  a  boiuhI  ctwcloHMh' — Piht~ 


W.  W.   Jacobs'  Novels. 


Crovm  ivo. 

MANYCARGOK.S.     Taxnly^Uik  S^ti^m. 

SKA  URCHINS,     yimlk  £^iii^n. 

A     MASTKR     OF     CRAFT.      Ilh><ir»ted. 
/-'lYtk  EJiliitn. 

Can  be  anreterre^lly  TKwniDcnilrd  Ig 
all  wba  bava  not  loal  their  appetite  lot 
whalewtar  \t,at\Hft,'—SftcUUfr. 

'Tb(  lw«  btunoroM  book  nuUUbcd  fot 


jr.  M.  each 

LIGHT  FR FIGHTS. 
EiHti^K. 


lllinlTPtcd.    F0wr1k 


'  HU  wit  and  hnmotir  are  perfectly  irrcalt- 
liblc  Mr.  Jacob*  writu  of  »kippen,  aad 
mattt,  and  icamen,  arid  hi*  cttw  ant  the 
jtJlieU  U4  llul  ever  tai\tA.'~Dmilr  Sfttrt. 

'  Lnuf  hiet  in  wrtty  t*t*.'—I>»itf  Mtit 
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Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


Oilliert  Parker's  KoveU. 

Craven  &va.    ts.  tach. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE.  Fi/tk  Edi- 
turn. 

'SlOrikt  happily  G«OC«i*«l]  Abd  fiMlrCS- 

ecuied.     11ier«  u  iticngtb  tuuJ  gcniHa  bi 
Mr.  Pmrker'ntylr.'  — />any  TtlexrvfJk- 
MRS- FALCHION.    F^rtkKdituH. 

*  Aiplcndidicudjr  ofcharACMr.'- 
THE   TRANSLATION    OF  A  SAVAGE. 
SttaiU  fidMM. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.  lUw- 
Ualed.    Snx^tA  £dilifm. 

*A  muinc  umI  dnmaik  Ul«.     A  hook 
like  itiii  ii  ■  jiij  iiii  i\*\  iiilili  ' 

WHENVALMONDCAMETOPONTIAC: 
Tiw  Story  uf  a  LtM  Napolcoo.  F^/tA 
£i£itUK, 

'Henwe  find  raniAiKc—rral,  breaihinj:. 
Ilvinj;  roRumee.    Tli«  cbAiactcr  at  ValmMvi 


AN   ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH; 

The    l.«M  Adveniuru   of  'Preirr   Piem. 

'  Th«  pTMCDt  book  it  full  of  liTK  mnd  mo*- 
Inc  uonei  of  tba  g(«al  Noclh.'— <;Ai4f*a> 
f/irmU. 
THE  yCATS  OF  THE  MtCHT\'.     tllut- 
Uji«<t.     FJfvtmth  EMtMH. 

'  Mr.  Parker  hu  ptoilucMl  ■  realty  fioe 
hiuoriral  novtl/— WM^ufcrmw. 

*  A  ptMi  book.'— A'«^^  -tW  IfVu. 
THE   UATTLK  OF  THE  STRONG:  » 
Romanca  of  Two  fUi)(tloau.    niiutnud. 
Faurik  Rdiiir*. 

'NoiliinK  enoreviRonNU  €r  ■Mralmtsaft 
lut  coai«  frtvm  Mr,  Cllbtrt  Parker  ihaa  chit 
novtL'— /.  i/rr«rwrr.  ___ 

THE  POMP  OF  THE    LAVtLETTES. 
SieamM  Erlition.    v  **'- 

'UnroTTcd  (HtTiov,  and  ■  deeper  know. 
Ieds«  of  hunuin  &.iiiir*  than  b«  hu  dbplajrod 


TALES 
FJilU 


Arthnr  Morrison's  Novels. 
Crown  %vo.    6j.  each. 
OF   >IE.\N   STREETS,      ^tff* 


*A  Efcat  book.  Tkc  anthor't  Ri«lhod 
ii  afnuinEtp  «lt*cli*c,  iiwl  produna  k 
ihritlinj;  Mntc  of  inaljiy.  The  writcf  lay* 
upcHi  u>  a  niulci  hand.  Tlie  book  n  UDpIr 
>l'U3lli"B  Auil  irrciiitilile  iii  ill  iniereit.  Il 
n  nDmntom  aitu  ;  withcul  hununff'  ti  wnultl 
iMt  laakc  the  nurk  it  ii  certain  la  make.'— 


ACHll.nOFTHK  JAOO.  F»mHX£M$i»m. 
'The  book  U  a  tiiuiKt^mnx.'~/'»Jl M»U 
Cxutlt. 
TO  LONDON  TOWN.     S<^fm4 F.4iti«^ 
'Thii  Li  the  nvw  Mi.  Ailbur  Mniriian. 
mdc-iit    and    trn'-liT,     ^iipAtbeik    aiM 
human.' — i}ai!r  I'lUgrnik. 
CUNNINdMURKKLI- 

'Admirable.  .  .  .  Ihlitthtrul  kanoraos 
relief ...  a  laaw  arihiie  and  MdafiUMry 
acbicTcmcn  L '  — iif<tl*t*r. 


l-VINr.  PROPHETS. 

CHUriKKN  OF  THE  MIST. 

THKHrMXNBOV.    Witha  FroBlfapJwe. 
Fc^uftk  f\ll'4'ii 

'Mr.  Pliil1|iutli  knovt  nicl]^  what 
uJiogl-bo]r&  Aa,  and  can  lay  l>aie  tbeir  tn- 
mint  thuoKhlt;  llkrwtt^  bv  ibowt  nn  al)- 
pfrvadinr  »en«  of  bomiur.' — AcaJtff. 

SONS    OF    THE    MORNING.       £«»W 

*  A  IkioV  of  (trariEC  pover  and  fatdna- 
\\ait:—M»mtne  Pott. 


Eden  Fhillpott's  Norels. 
CrvwH  Zvo,    6j.  eofh. 

THRSTRIKINGHOIIRf*.  SntuJSHitl^n. 
Tragedy    and    cnainljr,     palbot      and 


tiuBiMir,  are  Wended  la  a  nicely  la  tbh 
volume* —  H'^rlJ. 

'The  vIk)!*  l)ui>k  »r*d'j[eiil  of  a  fresher 
and  unpler  air  (ban  IrrFaihcs  in  lb«  cirvam- 
icribcd  life  of  crcat  lownk. ' — .V/K'Mtor. 

FANCY  FREE.     Illiutraied.    Stt^mi  E^- 
iunt.     CrrwH  Cfv.    6<(. 

'  Of  variety  ami  tier  bunoor  tbtce  tl 
plenty.  '—Datlj  Gr^fkk. 


S.  Baring-Qould's  Novels. 
Crown  8r'0.     6j.  each. 


ARMINELL.    Fiftk  Editiim. 
URITH.    Fi/(k  KJititn. 
IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA. 
EJilion, 


Stvtmtk 


MRS.  CUUCENVEN  OF  CURCEKVRN. 

Fomrik  F.di!ivn. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.    Fw^rO,  EJiUpn. 
THE  QUKEN  OP  IjOVR.    FiflX  Editifn. 


Fiction 


MARGERY  OF  QUE.XHBK.    TAird 

JACQUETTA.     Ti.W  EditUn. 
KITTV  ALONE.    h;/tk  EJiiim. 
NO£mL    llluitrai«0.    fMrtiSJilUm. 
TKK    BROOM-SQUIRE,    llhutrstid. 
Fmrtk  EditiaK. 

THE     PEKNYCOMEQUICKS.       TkirJ 


DARTMOOR   IOVU.3. 

CUAVAS    THE    TINNER.       Illiiurat«i. 

Sttmd  Kdiiitm. 
BLADYS.    ItltiitntoJ.   Ste^d  Edittft. 
UOMITLV.    Illii.'.irxnl.    Stttmd £dili^. 
PABO  THE  PRIEST. 
UIN-tFRKI).     Illuiirainl.    Swnd  BdiUm. 
THK   KKOUISHEKS. 
KOVAU  GEORGIK.    Illourmltd. 

Bobert  Bair'a  Novels. 

Crmtm  8t'A     6/.  ttuA. 


IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS-      TAiW 
Editian. 

'Abook  wbklihai  •bnrMLuiiljr  tattilMd  u* 
byib  c>|)iut  ^lanaiir,'  —Daitji  Ckremclf. 
THE  MUTABLK  MANY.     Siccnd  F.diUen 
'There  ii  murh  inO)[ht  in  it,   and  macb 
cicelknt  bumoui.'— Ai»>C4>-«nif/f. 
TUECOUNTESSTRKL.V  Third £diti>m. 
'Oflbcba  nMiiiaivKl  tmumcn,  which  ara 
now     nioiiiK     s">uail     "  Tbe    Countea 
Teld«"'^b  ibc  »ory  bc»t  wvbave  vtea-'—Pall 


Andmr  Balfimr.     BY   stroke   or 

SWOKD.     Jlluiintcd.     famrtk  EditwK. 

Cmnm  Brw.    6/. 
'A  Tcclal  of  (hrntlne  htcrut,  tdil  «ttb 

oidUgpng  vigour.'— Cw^. 
S.  Baxlns Ootai.    Seepage 34. 
ROtMrtBaiT.     Sco  above. 
a«Orgt  BAXtrUXt.  AMtliot  of  ■  Tbe  Pcnple  of 

ClLjp(i;>i.-      THE    THIRTEEN    EVEN- 

BfarKsret   Beasan.      SUBJECT   TO 

VXSITV.     Cr«.«8fv.    3*6./. 
J.  BlonndellA  Sonon,  Amhoi  of  *Tlw 

CU«b  of  Amii.'    TIIK   VKAK   ONE:  A 
niC«  of   ih«    Frrnch    Revululioci.      Iltus- 
■raied.     Crvwn  Bfv.    *r, 
Sm  a1m>  Fkviii  lie  L<*  NotcIk 
Ada    Cambridce.  Author  of  'Palh    muI 
r-«L*    THE  l)KVASTATORS.     Crtww 

S««  aI*o  near  cle  li>  KovcfaL 
B«r&ard  CapM,  Author  of  'T1i«  t^kv  of 
Wiire.'     rLoTS.     C^vwit  8rA     fti. 

'The  srnrics  BrB  emwlUnilrfancirul  ami 
concenlnttrd  and  quite  worthy  cf  I  he 
author 'it  tmt  ••niiV'—  St^mimgLtiidtr, 

'  InxcriHiiis  Mail  MtginaL  Tbit  U  a  book 
lo  turn  tu  ontc  and  a^^in-' — MtrriiiH£  fstl. 

WeattMbr  CbMiin'.  JOHN*  TOPP: 
PIRATE.  Sttwmd  Sditi^H,  CrVM«  8vv. 
fir. 

A  book  of  hrcalhlcM  adventure; 
'Aroa>)«(plwMni«iory.'— .4rA/M>vM«ir, 

THtt  rOUNDEHEO   GALLEON. 


THE  STROSC  ARM.     lllustmMl.    SrcfnJ 
Jidilivm. 

THE  VICTORS. 

'Mi.  Ban  hat  a  rich  KtMe  of  biuaanr.'— 

OiU^r. 

_  'A  very  convtDcins  »ludi;  of  AmeT[e*n 
lite  in  itk  UuincM  awl  poliikal  a*|i«cLk' — 
/•//*/. 

'Goori  vritinc,  ilTitminalins'  iketrhe*  of 
rbsr*ctrr,  and  cunitant  vaf  Iclj'  of  fCcne  and 
J  DcidcDL '—  Jimu, 


'  An  ingeniMiaiale  of  the  laa  and  parttcti- 
larly  nriiing. '—  Wtld. 

'A  bt«!lhy,  MmJihtforwjird  lair.  t'r«  cry 
and  clieerfuL'— .Vdnfi^j/rroiMift/ida. 

J.  Maclarui  Cobtea.  the  king  of 

ANDAMAN       A     Saviout    of    Sociaty. 
Cr^iMi  Am.     6r. 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  WOMAN. 

Sec  alM>  Fivut  do  Lii  Novell 
E.  H.  Cooper.  Author  of '  .Mr.  Blalic  of  N««r- 
inArkei.'^AFtKlL'^YEAR.  Crwtvn  tov.b. 
'A  MriVin^l^-  tltv^  moty,  vriih  |^etiir«t 
of  sbortiite  lociety  convtnciopy  tnie.' — 

P^tlTSf^lGMfttU. 
Marl«  OonllL   See  pa(«  jt. 
L  Cope  Cornnrd  captain  Iacouus: 

A  Koounce  of  ibe  Road.    Cf.  Sew.    61. 

S«  alto  Fteor  de  LU  Novett. 
8.  R.  Crockttt,  Author  of '  The  Raidtrt.'etc 
L  O  C  H  I  N  V  A  R.      II  Itultatcd.     S*t*md 
EdititH.    Crvn-n  tvm.    &>• 

'  Full  of  );allamni  and  patbo*.  of  the 
eUth  of  irtfts  and  brfshiMtM  by  cpltode*  rf 
Iiumvur  anil  love.' — tt'ctlmituttr  iSmtt/tt. 
THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Cr.  »v*.  6». 

'  A  drtulitrul  lai^.'—Sf'Mi'kgr. 

'  Mr.  CiiKkeit  at  bU  \int.'~J.iUfvimn. 
B.   ■■   Croker,   AtnlHT  of  'Peczy  of  ttte 
Barionv"     ANGEL.      S^i'^d  Hditta*. 
CrvtuH  8r«^    tt, 

'An  rKtsDnnt  alury.  Clow  picluiea  of 
AofUi-lridLan  liEe  aMand.  The  beraiea  b 
duuiE  and  delifbtfuL'— 

tffancJkt^ltf  CmArdiam- 

Se«  alM  Flcur  da  Lis  Novab. 
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Meissrs.  Methucm's  Cataux;ue 


^   €Mua 


e.  1.  Dwnr.    THE  ROMAI«CS  OF  UP- 
rOLU  MXNOX.     CTraMfM.    ««. 

'A  foBiT^peHatT-'~M^<<<*'^6'  StgitUr. 
'Thm  'm  piTrwi>q—DiM  aikd  k>J  HboI- 
*— Jr.  fmm*/*  GimttU. 

Vof]M.    AMkor    of   'Slwrieck 

RbUVb  TUe  RILO  LAUK^  Xv*rt 
Sditi^m,    CfswmIm.    a*. 

'Tbcbook  b  fat  *m1  *«»f  ib«b«M  Mc* 
Ikal  kw  bMS  vvMcfeMM  ■*  bahini  Um 
KMM  of  Iba  BaawhJBifB— .'— /ftwftiarf 

tan  J«ssa«M*  Staeaa  (Mn;  Bvond 

Cq<«1,  Author  iA  'A  V«nc*  "^  Co<WPl* 
ton.'  THOSK  DElTTCRTFUL 
AMEK1CAN&  lllwmM*.    SM»md  Sdi- 

'  &  nntwc  pictBT*  t4  AatriCM  Hfe. 
Wight  aod   ywd-iiiiwii  llinM(ha«l.'— 

0,  r.  nabTM.  A  HEART  or  flaue. 

CrrwmSvt.     6m. 

'  ABm  vidilb*  ttikuM  »d  cl«M««u«  lifa 
of  Ik*  wiM  Mk  wKl  vilT^tiOM  with  Mhich 
Mdaah.  A  Mrihinit,  ■tJImiotliwd  pfaM  rf 
work.'-/**//  .\f.tar.Mvrlt. 

■A*  »>lntinl>(«  MoTf,  «>«ll  toM.  T)m 
cfaficlcw  ««  r«iU  of  tila,  aad  Raaoncita  u 
raaJty  «  Mkiaiu  iulm  cimMiii.'-— Jfjrwf 

'The  fiforc  of  RxaonciU,  (b<  Woiac.  a 
Mtikaa  (iil  </  t}.  i*  ^aradnc — •  *k«icli 
tonuntk    ant    dclkatdj    dnwa.* — JUtm- 

J.H.nadlAtor.    THKGREENGRATI-^ 
0»    BALUOWRIK.     F*uHk  EJiti** 

'  A  pairiifal  ud  nvul  Morr.  '—Slm»d*rd. 

*A  bMSiiM  MotT,  ud  umI  stt%at*  as 
trmh  IimK'— KMf/r  /Wr. 

*  A  wawlarlT  aricinal.  cievct,  mkI  ImmmI- 
fal  40*7-  — <;^«'rfi«'». 

*Rma)(  taM«n«w  writar«f^id«afa4«d 
faculty  asd  r«i«r»»  tdn».'SfteLiUr. 

■Aa  aaoalMM  idrll,  dctlcM*.  aActfaic, 

S««  alM)  Fleur  da  Li*  Novtlb 

lUrr  riDdlater.     A   narrow  WAV. 

/"-tiVrf  fJitifn.     Crwnm  U^     **. 

OVLR   THE    HILLS     Stt^nJ  EJilim. 

Cream  liw.     &J. 

Se«  alto  Flnii  d«  Ui  Navels 
Tom  OAllnL  Amkvr  rf  '  Kidtly  '     RICK- 

>.KItV  S  KOLLY.    CrwMNhw.    6f. 
Dorotbs&  Oeraxd.  Anthiw  ol '  Lailr  Bahy.* 

THK  MILLION,     t'rvwaloa.     6t. 

THF.      CONQUEST      OF     LONDON. 

Sietm4  EJtti^H.     CrrtPn  tt^.     6r. 

THK  SUPREME  CRIMK.    CV.  S»r.    6/. 
See  alio  Flnit  da  lii  NovcU. 


Alnfwai 

^HOfSE. 


j«.    THE  KEYS  or  THX 

L'SE.    C')ww«»r«^    6>. 
'  .K  ttery  ^  akaoabaH  intVHK.'— .£m«^ 
/m/  Mmnmry. 

'Tka  took  ■■  canfcBr  b^k  apt  eieoa  if 
caeca.  The  CntaofBraMbiMaanowtM 
•Moaskb  paa3a  fat  UakMMlr  »«U  or  IW 
kiOa  ta  aa«  (hat  loaw  rcaataa  villi  iba 
(M4ar.--.0Mfr  7Wv>^«. 
OMCft  Otariu.  AolWr  of' Dt)Ma."  Ik  Ibc 
V«ic  ar  JabtUc,*  au.  THE.  TOWN 
TRAVKLLKR.    S^mU  B^Umm.    Cwwmm 

Sac  >iM  n«ir  4«  L»  Koaila. 
ttBMt  (auTtlK.    THEKLOOFBIUDX. 

THE  LOSTltKClUBHT.     Cvmb  b^ 

THE  DESPATCH  RIDER.    Cw^mm  %t*, 
y.faL 
rt-**lll     ■——"*"     UARV  HAMIL- 
TON,    riird^dili^m.    Crmmmtm^    &l 

*TVm  caA  b«  «o  daakcckai  ■«!«••«  la 
"  UtTf  H**"***"^  "  a  MOM  f  >■!  liiaiTi.  ataar 
— Iba  Moal  aiimaf  and  inmnie  fciiliiiiial 
ivManca  ihM  liiiti^i  ia  oat  vajr  far  a  laqg 
rime." — tUiMtr^itil  t-mtdwm  JVtmt. 

Xobart  Slctaviu,  Author  of  '  Fla»«i. 
.(c  Tllt.fKorHRTOF  BERKCLEY 
SQUARE.     S4t»mJ £JitiM.    Cfwmm  Iwa. 

'Om  MNtimMaa  ipaHcl^     Ur.  BkSNM 
li  viirr.  lailrtnl,  canuic,  iiraaUllUy  hiM- 
oraok  —  Ju'w^fAai  Ciwfte 
TONGUES  or  COKSaKHCK.    Amm^ 

SJtlirm.     Crrarm  9tv.     b. 
Sec  aha  Ffeut  d«  Lit  Nowda. 

Jolm  OUrcr  HoWm.  AikImm  ol  ■  Rohcrt 
Or»a£«.-     THE    SERIOUS   WOOING. 

'  Mra.  CralfW  U  a«  brilliaae  u  tha  >*•* 
baa  baen  ;  her  <:Jiafactert  ara  at)  itliunjaawil 
inik  HKtTklinc  ^nu  of  daaortMiati.  aad  tbe 
tawnttMBM  xoatilUta*  wml  aa  afanaai 
bawitdmnf  Uuc'— vf  rAra^vaa. 
iBtlunr  BOPC.  See  pace  jj. 
I  Ttoltt   BboL      THR    HUMAK    in- 

0.  J.  CnUUO*  HTBt.  Aothor  af  'Capiara 
Krtilc-  PRIHCK  RUPERT  THh 
ttncCANKFR.       Whh    I     IButrailM». 

MR.  HORROCXS,  PURSER.  Cmm 
kv.   &f. 

'  Mr.  Harrotlii'  it  acaod  Mcaod  ta  ifaa  an- 
Mwoadiabla Capuin  Kettle'— ^cAlrvy. 

'Ml.  Honxxki  u  kuUinaa.'— ifaarAajfrr 

'  TlM  Paean  k  a  divaatiar  db«0i*iT>  and 
U*  adt«nivc»  ara  nkiacTariih  vicaar.*— 

W.  W.  Jaesta.    Saa  paga  i). 


I 


Fiction 


37 


■obit   Jam*!.    Autbor    of  "*')M    MatMC  ' 
Kittw.'     THK    SACKKU    fOUNT- 
Cr^am  Saw.     Ai. 
THB   SOrr   SIDK.        te«»/  JVlMM. 

0.  r.  iMtXT.  THE  JOURNALIST. 
Crwvm  81-0.     6j. 

nonsM  Pineh  KsUr.    WITH  HOOPS 

OFSTF.EL.     Cr^-mtr^     6*. 

'  kvciy   chapter   U  fill«d    wtlh    cactiing 

*  A  darinf  And  briiHiuit  ttory  of  iMlweniar*. 
Tbe  Bov«)  tMidf  wilb  life  and  cbamcui, 
wkb  Im  wUdi  It  aJwAW  ■mthia  ma  me*  m 
ilMth,  and  cluractcr  wkkk  ctuloiDstf  blcndi 
iIm  rufMn  mad  ibe  berot*— A'fwrnNMM. 

Hod.  Kmllr  LswImi.     TRAITS    AND 
CONFIOENCES.    cV«m,<i  8c«     &i. 
S««  alw  Jicui  U«  I.ii  Nin>*U. 

E.  I^sn  UntoiL    I  HK  IKVK  history 

OVJOSHI'A  DAVlltSON.Oirmianand 

l*w.    \t. 
ObulM  K.  Lmb.    TIIK   AUTOCRATS. 
Cr9t»n  tt^.    ti. 

'A  cUrer  Mary  oT  Americui  rif*.  lu 
BMiaiphcTC  h  convincinc  and  Mitluns.'— 
y»Hilji  Fmir. 

*  EniBMitly  nmIaU*  with  clavcr  phoio- 
p»pbl  of  Ancricui  tocUl  Ufc' — StautUtrJ. 

%.  M»CH*!|gtlUB.  THK  FORTUNE  OF 
CHRISTINA  NACNAB.  CnMMfa*.  b. 

A.  XjuidoulL  THE  STORY  OF 
TKRKSA.     CnmMSw-.     61; 

'  Varied  aod  clcv«r  cbuacuiUatlDO  am) 
c1o*«   trmpaibr    Kttb    \auiiAxSiVi'—%%'ut- 

'Tha  book  kbrsrini;  ai  tha  moor  itnlf. 
ll  hai  a  ibrMfotd  inier«t(— lu  kvtti 
chatactarWattMt.  h*  iHycliulocical  inisht, 
and  its  ifliiluMiphy  alUb'— /*!&/. 

LtlC&a  Malet.    See  imge  33. 

Klch&rd  Kanb.  Amhor  at  '  TV  Seen  nnd 

iW  Li.M'ni.'    BOTH   SIDES   OF   THF. 

VK 1 1-     5(Y<<W  JC.iilmm,     Crvti-n  tp».     6*. 

'Her*  «r«b>*aMi.  Muth  at  bUb«»l.'  — 

CMf.  See  alio  Fleur  de  Ui  NovaU. 

A.  IL  W.  MmaoiL,  Aoihor  of  '  Th«  CoumNip 
0/ Morrice  B'JcVlei.' 'Mir«r*d*  of  the  lUl- 
coory.'atc    CLEMENTINA.     lUoMrattU. 

Crvmm  B(HL      61. 

'  A  tasMDce  of  ibc  moat  delicate  iafeaaity 
and  Intnanr  .  .  .  ib«  Tcry  quinieiMnoc  of 

LT.  MVttd*.    DRIFT.    Cnn^Wfc.    6*. 

'Well  told,  and  fall  of  incidcM  and 
cbaracter.  '^  V^arU, 

'ApoweHulty-wroagbtttorv.'— J/nwiVi/' 

*A  powerful  Mory,  whkh  Itcali  of  thr 
drtfikntaf  aanwoT  kigb  inlcUcctuat  ^fii.' 
—Cturt  Cfrmlar; 


IdfftnmMltford.   THE  sign  OF  THE 
T.  T.  MoatnwoT,  Amhor  of '  Tnt«  iba  Kich- 

SnandHcdtcr-   THE  ALIEN.   Stt^nJ 

*  Fresh,  uacanrentional,  and  inilinct  with 
koatan  \yn^ihy.'~M»itektitti'GtMndimm. 

'  Hiu  MoatTCMT  «Tal»i  her  traiEtdr  out 

«(    pnwiut   ked    D«ecuiiiM   eicmcniarilr 
hoBUJi.     Perfect  mtt.—SJtilaifr. 
Artbur  HOITtoon.    See  page  n. 

W.  t  NorrlB.     THR    EMBARRASSING 
Okl'llAN.     Crftvn  Brx.     bt. 
See  alio  Mciit  dc  Ln  Nonelk. 

Alft«d  OlUnnt  own  HOK,  THE  GREY 
IKX;  or  KKMMVIR.  Fi/l*  F.dHitH. 
Ctvarmtv^    61. 

'Weird,   Ihrillinc*  tirDuasly  natihic'^ 

'  We  admire  tbi«  bMilc  ...  It  U  one  in 
read  viih  adHlration  and  to  praise  »ilb 
«  nt  b  luutn.'— /'««4«MM. 

'  It  ix  a  fine,  open-air,  Meod-^lirrlnit  book, 
to  l>«  anjtiyed  t^  e««ry  m»it  and  woaun  to 
wham  a  dng  i>  it*T.'~ LitfratMrf, 
Z.  PlLmijM  Opp«all«iXil.      MASTER   OP 

OUtMrt  Porker.     See  pagc!  34. 

Jamaa  Rlrtba  Pattoo.  UIJLI,  THK 
UANCKK.     Cr»mm  Seu.     «i. 

lUxP«mbertra.  THE  FOOTSTEPS  OF 
A  THKONK.    Ilh»ifsi«l.    SMixt  KJi- 

'A  Mory  of  puteadrenlurc,  wUb  a  MDxa- 
lion  on  every  page'— iMiVf  ilmil. 
I  CROWS  THEE  KINf;.      With   lllu.. 
iimImm  by  Frank  Uadd  aiMl  A.  FomMki. 

*  A  racuaace  of  Uch  adveainia,  of  hrre  and 
wai.  ll  U  a  ttory  of  tttia  love,  of  indoenli- 
ablc  will,  and  of  M«>d^<tn«s  that  notbms 
can  withMuii!.'— DuiVr  AVii-r. 

'  A  Mining  lala.* — Qntlvvt. 
EdanPlllllpatta.    Seepaj^j^. 
Vlltar  SftTnond,   Amhor  of  '  Leva   and 

tjuirt  Uf*.*      FORTUNE'S   DARUNG. 

Cr.m-«  (n».     61. 

EdltbEickarl  OUTOFTKECH'I-RESS 
SWAMF.     CrvweStw.     A<. 

'  A  lalc  in  which  a  aole  af  ftadiACM  and 
Individoaluy  la  nruck,  and  tba  delicate 
qoeuloia  of  colour  it  handled  with  orifinaril]' 
aod  powtr.    It  baa  fine  Ihtilljng  moments.'^ 

— .y>«/*r*»-. 

*  Tha  whole  Rory  It  adnlraUy  laid.  Not 
«v«n  in  "  Uncle  Ton's  Cabin  "  u  Ihcre  any 

thing  more  eadtii)«  than  iIm  Iduudlumnd 
chaw  mlttt  ibe  bcro.  —  Taller. 

W.     Prtt    Kldg*.      I-OST    PROPKRTV. 
Stc^nJ  EJiliam,     Croitm  tt«     $t. 
'TIm  Moty  UanintereMiflgaKdaninute 
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ptctnn  of  Urn  ■tnitgte'for  Hfe  ta  Loadan, 
with  k  lutim]  humour  and  teodemoM  of  iu 
owa.'—SeettimMi. 

'A  dmple,  deUcu«  bit  of  work,  which 
will  five  pleuure  to  mmy.  Much  itudy  oT 
the  muta  has  nude  him,  not  mad,  but 
nroDg,  and— ^wonder  of  wooden— dwerfuL' 

K  raaUr  delightful  life  bidorr  of  a 
liOndoB  feondling.  Onoe  more  we  Dave  to 
thank  Hi.  I^tt  Ridge  fw  an  admiiable 
study  of  London  life.' — SftcUUer, 

Mn.  M.  H.   Bobartan.     A  GALLANT 

QUAKER.    IlluMrated.    Cr»tmZv^    fa. 
*  It  i>  a  itrang  itory  of  love  an^  hate,  of 
religiouiexdtcmcnt  and  calm  faith. '—Zm^ 
Mtrcury, 

ir.GUtfeKmdL  HY  DANISH  SWEET. 
HEART.  lUiutrated.  Fmrik  E^tiom. 
CwwuSMk    6r. 

Gnoe  Shyt.  THE  WOOING  OF 
SHEILA.  Seemut Edition.  CtmtmSgM.  6i. 
'A  really  fine  book.  Abodcthaldeterrei 
to  live.  Sheila  ii  the  ■wcctect  heroine  who 
baa  lived  in  a  aorcliit's  pages  for  auuiy  a 
day.  EvctT  scene  and  every  Incident  has 
the  bnprces  at  truth.  It  Ii  a  maUerly  ro- 
mance, and  one  that  ihonld  be  widdy  read 
and  eppreciated.'— JVarNi'ivX^Mrf^ 

W.tetohSU.  THELANDOFTHGLOST. 
CfWBwam.    6(. 

*Ab  ■ft'"''i"f  atory  ...  the  plot  and 
paiHon  are  managed  with  skill,  and  the 
author  diows  himself  a  master  of  tha  art  of 
dewctioK  human  cbaractei.' 

—Gimtgwm  fftrmU. 

AdflUBeSarSWllt  Author  of 'The  Stoiy  of 
a  Penitent  Soul'  A  GREAT  LADY. 
CrpwtsSew.    fir. 

THE  MASTER  OF  BEECHWOOD. 
CreumZvo.    6t. 

'  A  pleasant  and  eKCcHently  told  Stofy, 
*  natural  and  frub.' — Glaigmu  Htrald. 

'  A  wholesome  novel,  widi  plenty  of 
\a6AxDlL,'—SfteULt»r. 

W.  7.  BhBimoiL  THE  UESS  DECK. 
OvHMsSsw.     3(.  6^ 

Bttlen  BUptOIL  THE  STRONG  GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE.    CtmnsSM.    ta. 

Aanle  fliru.    LOVE  grown  cold. 

Stcand  Edition,      Crovm  8t-0.     JI. 

'Oner  of  the  strongest  books  that  the 
mnthorhae  yet  given  us.  We  feel  that  the 
characters  are  taken  from  life.^  The  story 
is  told  with  delicacy  and  restraint.'— i^atjy 
Ntw. 

ItWnJtlllTl   Bwlft,  Author  of  '  Siren  City,' 
SORDON.    rmmBrw.    t*. 
'Uaadled    with   a  skill   and   a   power 


that  in  almort  faiUHnc.  Tba  hoolc  li 
thoroufbl^Cood.  It  absorbs  as  modi  by  its 
mgeauity  in  the  use  of  material  as  by  tbe 
fane  rfita  imaginatioii.'— ^aadlnwy^ 

'The  author  tells  his  story  wftb  great 
dramatic  intentness,  with  sinplidty^  and 
strength.'— i)«j77  Naot. 

*Aremarkahle,iwi>frgWfcpaiafal.and 
lateresting  book.  The  stocy  Is  besniifnUy 
told ;  it  israreplcaaoia  to  read  sudt  writiac, 
so  simple,  finely  balaneada  gracefiil,  lefiaed, 

TulWftfawnaiL    A  HEROINE  FROM 

FINLAND.    CroumZv«.    fit; 
'  Fresh  in  suliject  and  treatment.' 

'An  IiWII  of  coontry  Hfc  wfak^  has  uCa 
charm  of  entire  novelty  and  frcahnesa,'— 
Morning  Ltmdtr. 

'  Thia  tale  of  Ruatian  aad  rmnish  life  U  a 
most  readable  and  enthralUi^  one.  Tbe 
story  is  simple  tM  stroof ,  and  resells 
intimate  knowleoga  of  Finnish  life  and 
nanners,' — Seottti^M. 

'A  deligbtfnl  story.'— iXsi&  Ex*rut. 

'  This  iSrely  tale.'  '      '^ 

Wear  tf  rff  t-  (^mmrdimm 

'A  vivid  lactDre  of  pastoral  Ufa  in  a 
beaofifiil  and  loo  little  kiwwD  coontry.' 

-nPrnilMmllGiutttm. 

I.  B.  ToWIUktnd.  LOME  PINE:  ARe- 
maoca  of  Haaicaa  Lite.    Croum  fcw.    6r. 

H.  B.  KazTiott  iratwnt  THE  SKISTS 

OF  HAPPY  CHANCE.  lUnsttated. 
Second  SditiM.    CrvamBu^    6t, 

'  Mr.  Watson's  light  touch,  his  MBsine 
senseof  hamout,  his  ingenuity,  ao«C  above 
all,  bis  polished  and  cltar-cutstTle  will  pro- 
vide genuine  entertainment  '—/'idoL 

B.a.W«lll.  THE  STOLEN  BAOLLVS, 
and  other  Stories.  Ste^nd  Edition.  Cro^n 
8m.    6*. 

THE  PLATTNER  STORY  aim  Oman. 

Socomd  Edition    Crown  8mi    6i. 

ttlttl6F  Wsrmaa.  Author  of '  A  Gcntlemm 
of  FranctL*  UNDER  THE  RKD  ROBS. 
With  Illustratioos  by  R.  C  Wooi>vu.lx. 
StvtniHnthSdilion.    Crvms  Bsw.    6f. 

'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all  mtmt 
read  this  thrilling  romance,  (ram  &e  first 
page  of  wbicA  to  the.  last  tbe  breaiUess 
reader  it  haled  along.  An  in^ir*tioB  of 
manliness  and  coutage.  '•~Dmify  tknniclo, 

Kaok,  Author  of  ■  Life  is  Life.'  TALES  OF 
DUNSTABLE  WEIR.  -  Crown  3m.    6*. 

'"Zadc"  draws  her  pictvrea  with  great 
detail:  they  ai«  iadesa  Dutdi  interiors  in 
their  fidelity  to  the  small  thtiv  of  lile.'— 
ff^tttmimUr  Gaattto. 
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ZlK  fUnt  ^e  Xls  novels 

Crvmi  8m.     31.  6^ 
Messss.  Methuev  are  now  poUishing  popular    Norelt  ia  a  new  and  mott 
diarmms  tXj]K  of  binding.      Ultimaiel7.  this  Scries  will  contain  the  foUowiac 
books:— 


Aadnw  BaUipm 

To  ASMS! 

VTT"'"— •*  IS  UlKZ. 

■.CBaUiMr. 

TU  FAU.  OV  niE  SfAUlUW, 

Jbw  BuIot. 

Tkh  Ljun  or  the  biutoiuuL 

A  CkESL  or  IU>K  trOILIES. 

Fkom  Tva  East  i-'yto  tke  wkst. 

J.A.BU17. 
IM  ncx  CaxAT  Dttr. 

Z.  J.  BtMoa. 
The  Catsikl 

DMM;  A  IffeTAR.  r«  THE  DAY. 
THt  VlXTA'-f. 

J.  BtoBBdans-BoTtaL 

Ik  thb  Da»  Of  Air.i.*w(  (. 
Tut  cui'm  'jf  arm* 

AlX'^'i  THS  k*1.1   UtA»> 
bKKVA.-nk  QWhIM. 

Mn.  OtflyadetaX 

AmE  HAULBVUUtk. 

Ada  Ounbridn. 

Path  4MD  Coai- 

llrm.W.  X.  CUffortf. 

a  Woman  Ai/thb. 

A  FLASH  0»  Sl-miEK. 

J.  Hulann  CoMak. 

TUA  Amcu.  of  the  co%-exakt. 
Jnlian  Carbett. 

A  BUSUnSS  IM  GRrlAT  WaTEKS. 

L  Cop6  Ccmfbrd. 
Sons  OF  ADvaxsrrv. 

Wounds  in  tua  Kaik. 

B-KCznkar. 

A  Statn  Srcnkt. 
Pecct  of  tub  baatons. 

Bops  Sftwttah. 

A  Sbcaktaxy  of  Legation. 

A.  J.  DaWMHL 
Danibi.  WIIIT& 

Bnini  UlftliuoiL 

A  VlCAX^   WIFH. 

THB  Sim  of  angels. 

Harris  Siekaon. 

The  Black  Wolf's  Breed. 

HenleKmltilXnria. 
Thb  Cbook  of  the  Boucn. 

]iim.xnidaur. 

The  Thikd  floor. 

Sara  JMsiwtta  Duncan. 

a  voyack  of  ct insulation. 
Thb  Path  of  a  star. 

0.  KaaTUle  FaniL 

An  Elbctbic  Spark, 
Thb  star  Gazers. 
ELI'S  Children. 
A  DoUELB  Knot. 

JaaaH.  Flndlator. 

A  DtmnrsR  OF  Strifp. 

kATlll  I., 


. MMTHndlitg, 

Brmr  Hi'soRAV't. 

Jane  H.  tad  IfaiT  XlBdlafcK; 
Tales  that  are  Told. 

The  Paths  ^if  the  Tm.vaMXt. 
The  Bl'iluebs, 

KKmada. 

Miss  Erin. 

XlRKHAM'it  FIXn, 
Ill-.AIIHAN'S. 

;  The  iiuvi.\g  Finger. 

,  ,  DoTothM  0«rard. 

I  Things  that  ha-.k  Happe-ned. 

R.  Mnrrar  OUidiriit 

WlLl/JWBItAKl^ 

Oeorsa  OlHins- 

7HI.  LM-fTKH  Of   l-ltt, 

CbazlM  Oatg. 

\  ■UNTwt  Cruise. 

S.  GoraaiL 

A  HANifFUL  OF  Erotics, 

CT.  ao«. 

The  akUEHpnoN  of  Da%-id  coRSOic 

„    .  Z.  M-QDMn  Oar. 

My  STawABouiip, 

Elsa. 

BoiMTt  Hieiuaa 

BVBWAVS. 

The  Singer  of  Uaxlv. 

BmUrLavlaM, 
Hl-rrish, 

Haelcho. 

Voinia  iMtnub 

MlKRY-ANN. 
JOSIAH'S  WIFB. 

SdnaljalL 

DBBRICK  VAUGHAN,  NOV-BLIST. 

AN  Odd  EXPEKmE.sT. 

Rieliard  ifa^ihi 

THE  SRBN  AND  THB  I'NSREIL 
UAXVELS  AMU  M^-STEKIES. 

W.  &  NoRla 
Hatthbw  avstiil 

iliS  Grace, 

The  OBSFonc  T^dy. 

Ct-ARIIiSA  FURIO&ik 

GiLRs  iNmutv. 

AN  1>CTA\-E. 
JACK'S  FaTHF-R. 

A  UtLPLoRARLR  Affair. 

KtS.  OUplUUlt 

Sir  ROBKftra  fortl'N'e. 
THB  Two  Harvs. 
The  LaiiVs  Waul 
TMB  prodigals. 

IIU7A.0WW. 

The  dauchtbr  oi>  aloubttb. 

Ka]7  ^  Psndand. 

A\-  r\"".i.isiniA\. 
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■n.  Tnatr. 

ATCttst  OmCf.K. 

filcbard  Wyce. 

TtMB   Afrn  THB  Wi'M*>\ 
Ttln  QU3BT  Hhv  liiMisr 

T.  Pfltt  Bldie, 

A  SOS  OF  TIIR  5TM«. 
Seckiitaky  to  Bavnf^,  V  r, 

Horl*r  Kobnta- 

K4mum  Bkit&deil. 
Rosa  A  Chakuttk. 

W.  0.  Senlly. 
The  whitr  Ricatomb. 
Bktwkkn  sum  xm>  SAMtX. 
A  VaMDBtTA  OP  THB  DSSSKT. 

K>  H.  StndiottiL 
An  Ekkmv  to  tkb  King. 
A  Gbntleuam  Playbk. 


%R.ttetlB. 

h&NfeT. 


3Booli0  for  J9OS0  an&  <31rl0 
Crown  8vo.    y.  6d. 

ThR  ICRLANDUfS  SWOBD.    B*  S.  ButH^CouM. 
Two  Lll-n-E  CHILDRBN  AND  CHINC.    BjEdkbE. 

CulhdL 
TODDLRBKN-S  Hna    *fU.U.  Kakm. 
Only  a  Cuasd-Kooii  Dog.    By  BdM  B.  T>ifciB. 
Tkb  Doctor  of  tkb  juubt.    By  HMiy  CoilBiic- 


ELMSUrs  DltA&F 

iBmiStUTt 
A  Woman  or  Foktt. 

ClIIUSTAUJk 

DndHM  of  SntlMxlutd- 

One  Houe  and  the  Next. 

WwiJamlB  Swift. 

SiebnCity. 

^  ™  ,         VJrtor  Waltn 
Ceoss  teails. 

■n-WBUbrd. 

SUCCBSSOR3  TO  THE  Tm,B. 

A  Fassionatr  nuMiu. 

,    ,    MM.  a  ajyunmnoB. 

The  AnvENTVES  of  Pxincbss  Sylvjjl 

AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIKIL. 


Mastbe  Kockavellak's  Vovace.    By  W.  CMk 
RnwilL 


SYD  BBLTON  ;  Or,  ttM  Boy  who  would  Mt  C«  to  Sm 

By  ti.  MMvtIla  Fm>. 
THB  Xhd  Grange.    By  Un.  MolM«onh. 
The  sbcxet  or  Madame  db  monlmi   By  tb* 

AyaK>afMdli.Mart.' 
Dumps.  By  Mm,  fin. 
A  GtBL  or  THE  People.  8y  L.  T.  HMd*. 
HepsyCipsy.    ByUT.HMdA    at.M 
The  honoueablb  his&   By  U  T.  MMdt. 


TTbe  fioveltot 

Messks.  Hbthuen  are  iuubf  nodn-  the  ebove  geoenl  title  ■  Moothlr  Series 
of  Noveb  far  popnUr  mutbort  at  the  price  of  Sixpeaee,  Sodw  of  Ifaeve  Novels 
have  never  fieefl  pobfisbed  before.  Encb  number  is  ai  lonr  as  tbe  avenn  ^x 
Shilling  Novel .  The  first  numbers  of '  The  Novelist  '  are  as  follows  • — 


L  Dead  Hrn  Tell  no  Tales.    By  B.  W. 

KonMH. 
IL  Jennie  baxtbe,  jouknaust.    Igr  KabHt 


Bur. 


ill.  THEINCAII^eaSURB.  ByHiMM  CUBTOto. 
IV.  A  Son  or  THB  STATK.     By  W.  ran  RUa*. 
V.  FUEZE  Bloom.    By  S.  Bwiw-Gorid. 
VI.  BUNTBE-S  CEUtSB.     By  C  Ode. 
VII.  The  Gay  DecbiVbrs.    B*  Anbiir  Moor*. 
VIII.  FRisoNBRa  or  War.  Ar  a.  BhiobWmImb. 

IX  OM«C>r«A 
X.  VBLDT  AND  IJUCEE  t  TllM  »l  th*  TrUCTML 

By  E.  S.  VataMliM. 
XI.  TUB    NiGCCE    Xnicmts.     By  F.  N«rrMt 

CosBcL 
XIL  A  Uaeeiacbat  Sea.    By  W.  CIvk  RucmIL 
XIII.  THB  poMr  or  THE  lavilkttbs,     Br 
Cilbnt  PufeW. 

XIV.  A  MAN  OP  Mark.    Br  AbOkw  HofM. 

XV.  THB  CaRISSIMA.     nr  l.ua,%  MabC 
XVI.  THE  LADY^  Walk.    By  Mn.  OlipbHri. 

Aetbuen'0  Sixpenns  Xibrats 

A  Nem  Stria  of  C^^ight  amJ  m*m.  CofyrigktBMks 

THE  Matabrlb  CahpaicN.     By  MrtartlMiral 

The  DOWNPAIX  OF  PrsmTER.    By  M^of-Ctoenl 

B«d— -fewcIL 
Hv  DANISH  SWEBTHBAKT.    By  W,  dark  RnwO. 
IN    THE    ItOAE   OP   THB     Bba.     By  S.    Bntaa- 

Gonld.  ^ 

Peggy  op  the  Bmitdme.   By  &  M.  Crokcf . 
THE  Crsrn  CtAVES  OP  BaIcowrir.    By  laM 

THB  Stolen  Bacillus.   ayii.c.WdiL 

Matthew  AUSTIN.    By  W.  E.  Norrii.  BuUMi, 


XVII.  Deeeice  Vauckax,    ByEdMLyaO- 
xviiL  IN  trs  Midst  of  Alaeju,  By  lUbMi 

XIXf^SGR^K    Br«.B.It«ik. 
XX.  Dodo.  Br  E.  F.  Bmmb. 
XXI.  OIEAP  lACK  ZtTA.    Br  S.  B«tar-Co«U. 
XXIL  When  Vjclmohd  cahb  to  Pontiac.  B« 

GibwtPukcf. 
xxiiL  The  Human  Bar.  ByEAa  KDhMtti. 
XXIV.  The  CKaomcLEs  op  count  antoniol 

ByA«*«»yHopfc 

XXV.  By  STBOKE  op  SwORDi      By   XaOmw 

Bdfoar, 

XXVL  KtTTV  ALONE,     tf  S.  Bute^Corfd: 
XXVII.  CILBE  1N«*V.  TywTErNirtT^ 
XXVIII.  URITH.    Ks.  B«ilH.CnB|«. 
xxtx.  The  Town  Teavellbe.    By  r.i..i 

XXX.  MR.  Smm.    By  Mn.  Waited. 
XXXI.  A  CHANCE  OP  AlE.     By  AallMay  Hope. 


By   D««tk« 


THE    COMgVSST     OF     LOMDOM. 

Gorvd. 
A  Voyage  or  C(»iSOLATioN.    Br  Sara  J. 
Tkb  Mutable  many.   By  Roban  Ban, 
Ben  Hue.    ByGoMialLnr  Walhco. 
Sir  Rosbetv  Fortune    By  Mn.C-„ 
Thr  Fair  Goo.  By  CaHr>l  Lw  WaE^ 
CLARISSA  FUEIOSA.     ByW.B.NcMlk 
NOENI.     By  5.  Batlw.G«iM. 
THE  THEONB  or  OAVnL    ^'MLIf^rOaa. 

ACROSS   THE    Salt   seas,     Br   J.    ~ 


t 


